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CHAPTER  I 


(I) 


It  was  not  because  life  was  not  good  enough  that  Ellen  Melville 
was  crying  as  she  sat  by  the  window.  The  world,  indeed,  even 
I  so  much  of  it  as  could  be  seen  from  her  window,  was  extrava- 
1  gantly  beautiful.  The  office  of  Mr.  Mactavish  James,  Writer 
?  to  the  Signet,  was  in  one  of  those  decent  grey  streets  that  lie 
:  high  on  the  northward  slope  of  Edinburgh  New  Town,  and 
Ellen  was  looking  up  the  side-street  that  opened  just  opposite 
and  revealed,  menacing  as  the  rattle  of  spears,  the  black  rock 
and  bastions  of  the  Castle  against  the  white  beamless  glare  of 
the  southern  sky.  And  it  was  the  hour  of  the  clear  Edinburgh 
twiUght,  that  strange  time  when  the  world  seems  to  have  for- 
gotten the  sun  though  it  keeps  iti,  colour  ;  it  could  still  be  seen 
that  the  moss  between  the  cobblestones  was  a  wet  bright  green, 
and  that  a  red  autumn  had  been  busy  with  the  wind-nipped 
trees,  yet  these  things  were  not  gay,  but  cold  and  remote  as 
brightness  might  be  on  the  bed  of  a  deep  stream,  fathoms  beneath 
the  visitation  of  the  sun.  At  this  time  all  the  town  was  ghostly, 
and  she  loved  it  so.  She  took  her  mind  by  the  arm  and  marched 
it  up  and  down  among  the  sights  of  Edinburgh,  telling  it  that 
to  be  weeping  with  discontent  in  such  a  place  was  a  scandalous 
turning  up  of  the  nose  at  good  mercies.  Now  the  Castle  Es- 
planade, that  all  day  had  proudly  supported  the  harsh,  virile 
sounds  and  colours  of  the  dnlhng  regiments,  would  show  to  the 
slums  its  blank  surface,  bleached  bone-white  by  the  winds  that 
raced  above  the  city  smoke.  Now  the  Cowgate  and  the  Canon- 
gate  would  be  given  over  to  the  drama  of  the  disorderly  night ; 
the  slum-dwellers  would  foregather  about  the  rotting  doors  of 
dead  men's  mansions  and  brawl  among  the  not  less  brawling 
ghosts  of  a  past  that  here  never  speaks  of  peace,  but  only  of 
blood  and  argument.  And  Holyrood,  under  a  black  bank  sur- 
mounted by  a  low  bitten  cliff,  would  he  Uke  the  camp  of  an 
invading  and  terrified  army.  ...  She  stopped  and  said,  "  Yon 
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FSe"wtTIulL^;rT  ^'''>  '"^*'*"^'''"  ^'  monarchy." 
ruT  sne  was  ajsuflragette,  so  far  as  it  is  possible  to  be  a  Suffraa*.tt« 

member  they  are  always  ready  f-  shoot  "    «^.  i„»    '     .  j' 

herself  with  a  click  of  annovan.       -  I  «!  m„:S   mterrupted 
a  hening-batrel  and  .,yi„g°rhoId  th   ?roT^  hTetkrof 

I  staker'  XTlV'    '  ^^'^^  ^-    '  '^->*t  rilnever  mate 
a  speaker.  ,  Deed,  I U  never  be  anything  but  the  wee  typist  that 

iJf'  '  ■.  V-    ^'i^  ""''"y  ""Shed  in  on  her  mind  aeain     Sh. 
f  their  TotoftfL'^^'*'™  o'J""'  '"='<^''  figures  thThudaed 

gavfiJ  itdtit'^^^  It"™?  -"  E'i'il^-g"  '  *ch°Me:d 
onleOTd  rS  *.«  «f  !  '""""  \nyWn6  so  horrible  proved 
rhLRj  Ti,  5'  ,  "^  '"  go^^""  ""e  rest  of  the  world  But 
Tn  ^n'ii  evoked  desolation.    For  she  knew  none  of  these  peoDle 

Iwafe  of  her""l.  w"  """  ""'"?>'  ■""  ""  """"«  who  wasTSi 
lX,°  CoUe  Jm  Tohn''  T'"'  ='■>«  ^l>e  left  John  Thompson's 

woul?bS^?eremC?S  Sd'bC:.^"^  i*Lttd 
S:rS?aS'e::fhi"ar?r;are  *lS  fV^ ^' 

sTncSLi'^fil^^a'::  uVh'Jr   efrm  iTorSrhXS^ 

ShP  h^''VK!'°'"'^K^'''^  ^•^°*  *^  ^^  thankful  for  !  "  breathed  Ellen 

^e^on  a"t.T"°"'"l^^°^  her  surroundings,  afortiStous 
possessio.n,  a  mere  congenital  peculiaritv  like  her  tpH  hair 
or  her  white  skin,  which  did  The  gir^no' credit    t  ke?f 
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her  happy  even  now,  when  front  time  to  time  she  had  to  lick  up 
a  tear  with  the  point  of  her  tongue,  on  the  thin  joy  of  the  twilight. 
Really  the  world  was  very  beautiful.    She  fell  to  thinking 
of  those  Saturdays  that  she  and  her  mother,  in  the  days  when 
she  was  still  at  school,  had  spent  on  the  Firth  of  Forth.    Very 
often,  after  Mrs.  Melville  had  done  her  shopping  and  Ellen  had 
made  the  beds,  they  packed  a  basket  with  apples  and  sandwiches 
(for  dinner  out  was  a  terrible  price)  and  they  took  the  tram  down 
the  south  spurs  to  Leith  or  Grantown  to  find  a  steamer.    Each 
port  was  the  dwelling-place  of  romance.    Leith  was  a  squalid 
pack  of  black  streets  that  debouched  on  a  high  brick  wall  delight- 
fully surmounted  by  mast-tops,  and  from  every  door  there 
flashed  the  cutlass  gleam  of  the  splendid  sinister.    Number  2, 
Sievering  Street,  was  an  opium  den.    It  was  a  comer  house 
with  Nottingham  lace  curtains  and  a  massive  brown  door  that 
was  always  closed.    You  never  would  have  known  it,  but 
that  was  what  it  was.    And  once  Ellen  and  her  mother  had 
come  back  late  and  were  taking  a  short  cut  through  the  alleys 
to  the  terminus  of  the  Edinburgh  trams  (one  saved  twopence 
by  not  taking  the  Leith  trams  and  had  a  sense  of  recovering  the 
cost  of  the  expedition),  and  were  half-way  down  a  silent  street 
when  they  heard  behind  them  flippety-fiop,  flippety-flop,  stealthy 
and  wicked  as  the  human  foot  may  be.     They  turned  and  saw 
a  great  black  figure,  humped  but  still  high,  keeping  step  with 
them  a  yard  or  so  behind.     Several  times  they  turned,  terrified 
by  that  tread,  and  could  make  nothing  more  of  it,  till  the  rays 
of  a  iamp  showed  them  a  tall  Chinaman  with  a  flat  yellow  face 
and  a  sUmy  pigtail  drooping  with  a  dreadful  waggish  school- 
girlishness    over    the    shoulder    of    his    blue    nankin  blouse; 
and  long  black  eyes  staring  but  unshining.       They  were  between 
the  high  blank  walls  of  warehouses  closed  for  tlie  night.    They 
dared    not  run.     Flippety-flop,   flippety-flop,  he  came  after 
them,  always  keeping  step.     Leith  Walk  was  a  yellow  glow  a 
long  way  off  at  the  end  of  the  street  ;  it  clarified  into  naphtha 
jets  and  roaring  salesmen  and  a  crowd  that  slowly  flocked  up 
and  down  the  roadway  and  was  channelled  now  and  then  by 
lumbering  lighted  cars  ;    it  became  a  protecting  jostle  about 
them.    Ellen  turned  and  saw  the  Chinaman's  flat  face  creased 
with  a  grin.    He  had  been  savoiuing  the  women's  terror  under 
his  tongue,  sucking  unimaginable  sweetness  and  refreshment 
from  it.    Mrs.  Melville  was  shedding  angry  tears  and  likening 
the  Chinese  to  the  Irish— a  people  of  whom  she  had  a  low  opinion 
—(Mr.   Melville  had  been  an  Irishman)— but  Ellen  felt  much 
sympathy  as  one  might  bestow  upon  some  disappointed  ogre 
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if.™  \^^,  '^^  ^°'  ^^  ^^^^'^  ^°*er  who  had  tried  to  eet  a  little 


tnr 


and  great  soiiid  rodirca^gS' .oT^Ere  ^i^^'t  fS 
viamtyof  upturned  keels  and  foundered  rS-red  SjS  I? 

had  gone  it  had  been  one  of  t^e  "  faS  '^and  ^.n     T   '^^^ 

=»"  Zl'T.  ^&^^^ 

watched  the  dances  over  her  Ihc^L     •'mJL    '^^  ^^ 

bL^.r-rirg^roS'^sr''^^'''-'''"^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

that^trf^'onll^h^j^rftiX't'^^^^^^^^^^ 
f^eTer^.it''i.",«n;"tB|^'wX- 
shilling  needed  in  the  slnt     Thl  r  v.^  ^^!      ^^^''^  ^^  another 

.vid.4  0,  h^rS^Mr. j?^  irc^sri^i^  -s 
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she  did  not  know  what  coin  it  was  that  would  turn  on  the  light 
lagain.  Before  there  had  been  no  fee  demanded,  but  just  ap- 
Ipreciation  of  her  surroundings,  and  that  she  had  always  had 

tn  hand  ;  even  to  an  extent  that  made  her  feel  ridiculous  to 
^  hose  persons,  sufficiently  numerous  in  Edinburgh,  who  regarded 
iheir  own  lack  of  it  as  a  sign  of  the  wealth  of  inhibition  known 
ps  common  sense,  and  hardly  at  ease  on  a  country  walk  with 
"^-lybody  except  her  mother  or  her  schoolfellow  Rachael  Wing. 
_  he  thought  listlessly  now  of  their  day-long  excited  explorations 
of  the  Pentland  Hills.  Why  had  that  walk  on  Christmas  Eve, 
Iwo  years  ago,  kept  them  happy  for  a  term  ?  They  had 
|ust  walked  between  the  snow  that  lay  white  on  the  hills 
ind  the  snow  that  hung  black  in  the  clouds,  and  had  seen  no 
living  creature  save  the  stray  albatross  that  winged  from 
peak  to  peak.  She  thought  without  more  zest  of  their  cycle- 
fides  ;  though  there  had  been  a  certain  grim  pride  in  squeezing 
Iforty  miles  a.  day  out  of  the  cycle  which,  having  been  won  in  a 

t iris'  magazine   competition,   constantly  reminded  her  of  its 
ratuitous  character  by  a  wild  capriciousness.     And  there  were 
^occasions  too  which  had  been  sanctified  by  poUtical  passion. 
|rhere  had  been  one  happy  morning  when  Rachael  and  she  had 
;^dden  past  Prestonpans,  where  the  fisher-folk  sat  mending  their 
%iets  on  the  beach,  and  they  had  eaten  their  lunch  among  the 
luild  rose  thickets  that  tumbled  down  from  the  road  to  the  sea. 
p^achael  had  raised  it  all  to  something  on  a  much  higher  level 
Ithan  an  outing  by  munching  vegetarian  sandwiches  and  talking 
ssubversively,  for  she  too  was  a  Suffragette  and  a  Socialist,  at 
#the  great  nine-foot  wall  round  Lord  Wemyss's  estate,  by  which 
fthey  were  to  cycle  for  some  miles.     She  pointed  out  how  its 
perfect  taste  and  avoidance  of  red  brick  and  its  hoggish  swallow- 
ing of  tracts  of  pleasant  land  symbolised  the  specious  charm 
and  the  thieving  greed  which  were  well  known  to  be  the  attributes 
of    the    aristocracy.     Rachael    was    wonderful.     She    was    an 
Atheist,  too.    When  she  was  twelve  she  had  decided  to  do 
without  God  for  a  year,  and  it  had  worked.     Ellen  had  not  got 
as  far  as  that.    She  thought  religion  rather  pretty  and  a  great 
consolation  if  one  was  poor.     Rachael  was  even  poorer  than 
Ellen,  but  she  had  an  unbreakable  spirit  and  seemed  to  mind 
nothing  in  the  world,  not  even  that  she  never  had  new  clothes 
because  she  had  two  elder  sisters.     It  had  always  seemed  so 
strange  that  such  a  clever  girl  couldn'i  make  things  with  paper 
patterns  as  Ellen  could,  as  Ellen  had  frequently  done  in  the  past, 
as  Ellen  never  wished  to  do  again.     She  was  filled  with  terror  by 
the  thought  that  she  should  ever  again  pin  brown  paper  out  of 


i^^^K^CX.' 


nab 


14 


THE  JUDGE 


Weldon  s  Fashions  on  to  stuff  that  must  not  on  any  account  run 
higher  than  a  shilhng  the  yard  ;  that  she  should  slash  with  the 
big  cutting-out  scissors  just  as  Mrs.  Melville  murmured  over  her 
shoulder,  "  I  doubt  you've  read  the  instructions  right. 
What  was  the  good  ?     She  was  decaying.    That  was  proven 
by  the  present  current  of  her  thoughts,  which  had  passed  from 
the  countryside,   towards  which  she  had  always   previously 
directed  her  mind  when  she  had  desired  it  to  be  happy  as  one 
moves  for  warmth  mto  a  southern-facing  room,  and  were  now 
dwelhng  on  the  mean  hfe  of  hopeless  thrift  she  and  her  mother 
hved  in  Hume  Park  Square.    She  recollected  admiringly  the 
radiance  that  had  been  hers  when  she  was  sixteen  ;  of  the  way 
she  had  not  minded  more  than  a  wrinkle  between  the  brows 
those  Monday  evenings  when  she  had  to  dodge  among  the 
steamy  wet  clothes  hanging  on  the  kitchen  puUeys  as  she  cooked 
the  supper,  those  Saturday  nights  when  she  and  her  mother 
had  to  wait  for  the  cheap  pieces  at  the  butcher's  among  a  crowd 
that  hawked  and  spat  and  made  jokes  that  were  not  geniaUty 
but  merely  a  mental  form  of  hawking  and  spitting  ;  of  the  way 
that  m  th(Me  days  her  attention  used  to  leap  hke  a  hon  on  the 
shy  beast  Beauty  hiding  in  the  bush,  the  housewifely  briskness 
with  which  her  soul  took  this  beauty  and  simmered  it  in  the 
pot  of  meditation  into  a  meal  that  nourished  Ufe  for  days     At 
the  thought  of  the  premature  senility  that  had  robbed  her  of 
these  accomphshments  now  that  she  was  seventeen  she  beean 
again  to  weep.  .  .  .  ° 

The  door  opened  and  Mr.  Mactavish  James  lumbered  in. 
treadmg  beanshly  on  his  soft  slippers,  and  rubbing  the  gold 
trame  of  his  spectacles  against  his  nose  to  aUay  the  irr.tation 
they  had  caused  by  their  persistent  pressure  during  the  interview 
he  had  been  holding  with  the  representative  of  another  firm  • 
an  interview  m  wliich  he  had  disguised  his  sense  of  his  cUent's 
1^°,^  K'i"f       tI^  ^y  preserving  the  most  impressive  physical 
mmobihty.     fhe  air  of  the  room  struck  cold  on  him.  and  he 
went  to  the  fireplace  and  put  on  some  coal,  and  sat  down  on  a 
high  stool  where  he  could  feel  the  warmth.    He  gloomed  over 
It.  pressmg  his  hands  on  his  thighs  ;  decidedly  Todd  was  in  the 
wrong  over  this  right  of  way,  and  Menzies  &  Lawson  knew  it. 
He  looked  dotingly  across  at  Ellen,  breathed  "  WeU.  weU  '  "— 
that  greeting  by  which  Scot  links  himself  to  Scot  in  a  mutual 
consciousness  of  a  prudent  despondency  about  Ufe.    Age  per- 
mirted  nun,  m  spite  of  his  type,  to  dehght  in  her.     In  his  youth 
he  had  turned  his  back  on  romance,  lest  it  should  dictate  conduct 
that  led  away  irom  prosperity,  or  should  alter  liim  in  some 
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lanner  that  would  prevent  him  from  attaining  that  ungymnastic 

ignity  which  makes  the  respected  townsman.     He  had  meant 

:rom  the  first  to  end  with  a  paunch.     But  now  wealth  was  in- 

■  enably  his  and  Beauty  could  beckon  him  on  no  strange  pil- 

_  images,  his  soul  retraced  it.  ?'  ^ps  and  contemplated  this  bright 

;hing  as  an  earth  creature  m%  it  creep  to  the  mouth  of  its  lair 

id  blink  at  the  sun.     And  there  was  more  than  that  to  it.     He 

ived  her.     He  had  never  had  enough  to  do  with  pitiful  things 

lis  wife  Elizabeth  had  been  a  banker  s  daughter),  and  this  child 

lad  come  to  him,  that  day  in  June,  so  white,  so  weak,  so  chilled 

to  the  bone,  for  all  the  summer  heat,  by  her  monstrous  ill- 

isage.  .  .  . 

I  He  said,  "  Nelly,  wiU  your  mother  be  feared  if  you  stop  and 
lake  a  few  notes  for  Mr.  Philip  till  eight  ?  There  is  a  chemist 
tody  coming  through  from  the  cordite  works  at  Aberfay  who 
can't  come  in  the  day  but  Saturday  mornings,  and  you  ken  Mr. 
rhilip's  away  to  London  for  the  week-end  by  the  8.30,  so  he's 
ieeing  him  the  night.  Mr.  Philip  would  be  thankful  if  you'd 
"Stop." 

j     "  I  wiU  so,  Mr.  James,"  said  EUen. 
I     "  You're  sure  your  mother'll  not  be  feared  ?  " 
I     "  What  way  would  my  mother  be  feared,"  said  Ellen,  "  and 
fne  seventeen  past  ?  " 

I  "  There's]  many  a  lassie  who's  found  being  seventeen  no 
,f)rotection  from  a  wicked  world . "  He  emitted  some  great  Bums- 
flight  chuckles,  and  kicked  the  fire  to  a  blaze. 
1  She  said  sternly,  "  Take  note,  Mr.  James,  that  I  haven't 
done  a  hand's  turn  this  hour  or  more,  and  that  not  for  want  of 
asking  for  work.  Dear  knows  I  have  my  hand  on  Mr.  Morrison's 
door-knob  half  the  day." 

Mr.  James  got  up  to  go.     "  You're  a  fierce  hussy,  and  mean 
to  be  a  partner  in  the  firm  before  you've  done  with  us." 
"  If  I  were  a  man  I  would  be  that." 

"  Better  than  that  for  you,  lassie,  better  than  that.     Wait 
till  a  good  man  comes  by." 

I  She  snorted  at  the  closing  door,  but  ielt  that  he  had  come 
tiear  to  defining  what  she  wanted.  It  was  not  a  good  man  she 
needed,  of  course,  but  nice  men,  nice  women.  She  had  often 
thought  that  of  late.  Sometimes  she  would  sit  up  in  bed  and 
stare  through  the  darkness  at  an  imaginary  group  of  people 
whom  she  desired  to  be  with— well-found  people  who  would 
disclose  themselves  to  one  another  with  vivacity  and  beautiful 
results  ;  wiio  in  large  lighted  rooms  would  display  a  splendid 
social  life  that  had  been  previously  nurtured  by  separate  tender 
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lures,  and  Hbraries  ad^d  ^VhTi/  '^  '^'*=™  *«  P^- 
knew  that  that  «?«?«!  liu  A^?^  r'."''  '"^'»-  Sh" 
she  had  eone  to  a  Prim^.  i  ?".*''*  ''"<'  «™  it    r>nM 

"P  .o  .hi  houL  ThcXTai'ted  ta'al;,S7„''^  '^™  "" 
crossed  swords  on  the  walk  Cl,;,  =  wgh,  long  room  with 
shelves  or  the  nortraits  ^llL  '.'"""  "'"<'  «''''  ■><>•  book- 
had  not  minderc^  ^s^ilirs  fhr'"'  "-i;  '*"^y 

boar-hound.    It  was  a  nitv  that  fh   T  "~,«ye'^  seen,  slept  a 

round  .able  wore  m«tnh^d'raX'°°o/  &  "guI'-^  «'".' 
that  when  the  laHv  nf  thl  i,«     "'awiiigs,  oi  uana  Uibson  and 

proved  to  be  a  i%°gS*e^:i  b^^  'f/^fVl^  ^^^"^  «he 

of  the  spectacle^  "she  Sstef  on  usTnftr^^^ 
guarantee  that  there  must  exist  ?o  n^  ^  il-  '"e^pry  as  a 
that  imagined  societ^  STwn  m  „' ,^°  h^ut  S^  E^lnh^T"'"^"*' 
of  women  who  were  neither  S^k.Tfr  f'^^"'^Fgh  accent, 
fat  Hke  her  schoolfellows'  moth^^  «n^  I  ^^^hoolmistresses  nor 
ends  round  ilie  neck  ^^  "^^"'^  ^^"^  ^^^  "«  short 

seeme1s'Si?"kinS^^^^       ^^  ^"  ^  -^  twilight  it 
they  had^hosen  sSther  scenefh^'E^^^^^^^   Tf^^  '^''^ 
was  as  poor  and  restrictldT  Us  ?oo '^S' ^ 
chmalic  reason.    It  was  thf^  niaJn  tZ^   pernaps  tor  the  same 
most  prominent  citizTn  of  Frl?nK      t  I  °^.*^^  ™^"^  ^^^^t  the 

of  Sco?s.  ErrySmrone  wd^effih  °o1^^^^  '[^  9"^° 
gone  by.  beautiful  and  Dale  Sthnn.h  u  ^^"^  '^^  ^^^  ust 
exquisite  blood  that  H^ffncS  a-^^  '°  ^^'"  ^^'"«  t^^re  flowed 
cla'd  in  \he  black  IndwhU^^^^^^^  °^  "^^dinees. 

challenge  a  more  comp^eL^site  ai^l^n^^^^^^^^^^     wV°l'"^" 

she  doubtless  alw^s  fe"f  abou?h.rn  ^f ^' S '^''"  ^^^  ^0""^ 
picture  as  girls  d?at  womaX  ^autv     M  k'^  ^^T^^,  ^*  ^he 

pool  that  could  break^L^X'sf^lZfthr^S^^^^^^^ 
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r^^'°?*,^*?"f'  ^^^  *^^^®  ^""o™  France  «<>  »ong  ago.  The  town 
ad  settled  dojviimto  something  that  the  tonic  mag^cotr 
gace  prevented  being  decay,  but  it  was  though  time  sdll  tim^ed 
fee  hour-glass,  but  did  it  dreamingly.  infatulted^th  heTar^ 
▼ellous  thmg  she  had  brought  forth  that  now  was  no?  So 
C  L^f  ^\'  P^^y  ^''"^'^  •"  P^°*  ^d  ^^haracter  since  Mary's 

Jf,  fh  w  ^^  snatching  of  the  Church  funds  from  the  U  F  I 
l^.Sv  ^?K  ^.'■'^'•.  J,^  appeared  to  her  an  indication  of  the 
•uahty  of  the  town's  hfe  that  they  spoke  of  their  churches  bv 

papers,  spoke  of  their  trade  unions.  And  for  oersonalitios 
ihere  were  mnumerable  clergymen  and  Sir  ThomToiS 

lat"SjfoLT"°*''^  ^'^^''  ^h°  '"^^'^  French  ™th  a  factihy 
frat  his  fellow  townsmen  suspected  of  being  a  gift  acquired  on 
fre  brink  of  the  pit.  and  who  had  a  long  wriggling  S  whi?h 
Jiggesteri  that  he  was  about  to  pick  up  the  tSlsIf  hTs  eSt 
frock-coat  and  dance.  He  was  light  indeed,  but  not  enough 
Jo  express  the  lightness  of  which  life  was  capable ;  whinhe 
iarker  side  of  destiny  was  as  inadequately  represented  bv 
^neas  W^kinshaw.  the  last  Jacobite,  whom  at  the  ve^  moment 
Ellen  could  .ee  standing  under  the  lamp-post  at  the^omeT  "n 
«ie  moulting  haberdashery  of  his  wind-dragp^  Sts  rd  lac" 
fuflBes   cramming  treasonable  correspondence        ,  a  pS-box 


(2) 

fost  purse  by  giving  him  some  of  the  coins  in  i?,  s^she  sh^ed 

et?  h^y '.'"re 'i"f  f 'Th  ^''^^f  °"  «^  her  motive  whTn' 
lhl\\PA  .f  T  .^.'"'-■^  ^°'''  *he  self  which  they  liad  saved  So 
jhe^added.      It's  just  that  I'm  bored.     Notling  evrhappeS 

^      Mr.  Philip  had  hoped  she  was  going  to  leave  it  at  tliat 

I  B 
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him  into  sjJSplthy.    ZSd   h^  Swa^'v^Tlf  \™f  ^'^  f ^«P* 
gratitude  with  whirh  P  «„  i  '  j  1  always  felt  about  the  lav  sh 

whom  he  saved  frnm  H»af  h  tuz.  A      ut        ■  ^^^^  '"^  Chmaman 
m  th^  clZt^oitn^^^^^^  his  verandah 

rescu  r  h^  forced  uixSLm     It  wL    ^ue°t?.l'  V'  '*^**  ^^'^ 

another  instrument     oL?  tf   /^"^u^  '^^''^  lammed  by 
imagine,  as  ^ p^ZoU 'on  ho    ?r?'sh°a:S«'"2,dTal;'"d''  '" 

disapproval  at  her  moodiness,  he  wLTooS  1  i.  '^^gistermg 

day  when  there  was  an  ^<^t^TU,\r-^?.'^^^^  °"  ^  cruel 
.hge.hta|.  forUadlr  ■SeXXlr™'''"'  ^ 

he  had  an  tSirih  acMn.  fn^f"™""'  ""  ^  ^^<^ 

other  representative  bodT     Sh?Mev.d  t^  f,,'"7  "'  «>"'« 
one  o,  the  impeccable  anj  hap^  S'Sji  J,""'  Jl^'n'S  ^c^os^^ 
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one  s  need  [or  pty.  for  she  was  sure  that  the  clipped  speech  that 
»lid  through  his  half-opened  rnouth  was  a  sign  that  secretlv  he 
was  timid  and  ashamed  So  sh„  cried  honestly.  "  I'm  so  dull 
that  1 11  die.  You  and  Mr.  James  are  awfully  good  to  me  and 
$  can  put  up  with  Mr.  Morrison,  though  he's  a  doited  old  thine 
fend  I  like  my  work,  but  coming  here  in  the  morning  and  eoine 
home  at  night,  day  in  and  day  out.  it  drives  me  crazy.  I  don't 
know  what  s  the  matter  with  me,  but  I  want  to  run  away  to 

to  catch  the  tram  and  I  saw  the  old  wife  who  lives  in  the  wee 
house  by  the  cycle  shop  had  put  a  bit  heather  in  a  glass  bottle 
at  the  window,  and  do  you  know.  I  was  near  turning  my  back 
and  going  off  to  the  Pentlands  and  letting  the  work  |o  hang  '  " 
of  her?  *^''^  law-abiding  people.    They  saw  the  gravity 

"  Not  that  I  want  the  Pentlands.  Dear  knows  I  love  the 
place,  but  I  want  something  more  than  those  old  hiUs.  I  want 
to  go  somewhere  right  far  away.  The  sight  of  a  map  makes 
me  sick.  And  then  I  hear  a  band  play— not  the  pioes  thev 
make  me  th^nk  of  Walter  Scott's  poetr^.  which  I  n^ev^'co^S 
bear,  but  ^  -  J  I  feel  that  if  I  followed  it  it  would  lead  me 
somewhere  t  :  I  would  like  to  go.  And  the  posters.  TherT's 
S;;L  ;!?.«,  ^^^^'•ley  station-Vcmce.  I  could  tear  the  thing 
down^   Did  you  ever  go  to  Italy.  Mr.  Phihp  ?  "  ^ 

..  Jl°-    V^°  "^i^^  *^^,  &  *°  Germany  every  summer." 
My  patience!     said  Lllen  bitterly.     "  The  way  the  world 

And  J^ir£lVl'',::^i^t:;^P  ^'^^^y  ^°  ^o'  Germany. 

a  w^'ek td  oil;  Itydro.'' '^'"  '^'^  ""'■  ^^'"P"     "  '  ^^^  '^^^ 

Frlnl^T^'^"",'  '!■  '"^i^"'^  ^"^"-    "  ^^'^  something  more  like  the 
WH.    'L°  "''°",^  'J!  ''^^'"e-  Something  grand  and  coloured 
Swords    and  people  being  rescued,  and  things  like  that." 
,,       Iheres  nothing  going  on  like  that  now."  he  said  stolidly 
and  we  ought  to  be  thankful  for  it."  ^lo'ioiy, 

••h«/i"°'!'  everything's  over  in  Europe."  she  agreed  sadly, 
but  there  s  revolutions  in  South  America.    I've  read  about 
them  m  Richard  Harding  Davis.     Did  ever  you  read  him  ' 
Mind  you,  I  ra  not  saying  he's  an  artist,  but  the  man  has  fo™e 
He  makes  you  long  to  go." 

'.',  -^.j^'^y  P^ace,"  said  Mr.  Philip, 
f^.'.     u*  '^^^  *^^*  matter,  where  there's  life?    I  feel— I 
iTi^     ^.?  ^^^  ""^y  ^"^^^  hands-"  as  if  I  should  die  if 
somethmg  didn't  happen  at  once  :  something  big.  soineSin« 
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that  would  bang  out  like  the  one  o'clock  gun  up  at  the  Castle. 
And  nothing  will.     Nothing  ever  will !  " 

"  Och,  well,"  he  comforted  her,   "  you're  young  vet    vou 
know."  o  J    .  .T 

"  Young !  "  cried  Ellen,  and  suddenly  wept.     If  tliis  was 

youth 1 

He  bent  down  and  played  with  the  fire-irons.  It  was  odd 
how  he  didn't  want  to  go  away,  although  she  was  in  distress. 
Some  that's  been  in  South  America  don't  fmd  it  to  their  taste," 
he  said.  "The  fellow  that's  coming  to-night  wants  to  sell 
some  property  in  Rio  de  Janeiro  because  he  doesn't  mean  to  go 
back."  '' 

"  Ah,  how  can  he  do  that  ?  "  asked  Ellen  unsteadily.  The 
tears  she  was  too  proud  to  wipe  away  made  her  look  like  a 
fierce  baby.  "  Property  in  Rio  de  Janeiro  !  It's  hke  being 
related  to  someone  in  '  Treasure  Island.'  " 

Treasure  Island  !  '  Imph !  "  He  had  seen  his  father 
draw  Ellen  often  enough  to  know  how  to  do  it,  though  he  himself 
would  never  have  paid  enough  attention  to  her  mental  hfe  to 
discover  it.  "You're  struck  on  that  Robert  Louis  Stevenson, 
but  he  wasn't  so  much.  My  Aunt  Phemie  was  with  him  at  Mr. 
Robert  Thompson's  school  in  Heriot  Row.  and  she  says  he  was 
an  awful  young  blackguard,  playing  with  the  keelies  all  he 
could  and  gossiping  with  the  cabmen  on  the  rank.  She  wouldn't 
have  a  word  to  say  to  him,  and  grandfather  would  never  ask 
him  to  the  house,  not  even  when  all  the  English  were  Ucking 
his  boots.  I'm  not  much  on  these  writing  chaps  myself.'^  He 
made  scornful  noises  and  crossed  his  legs  as  though  he  had 
disposed  of  art. 

"  And  who,"  asked  Ellen,  with  temper,  "  might  your  Aunt 
Phemie  be  ?  There'll  not  be  much  in  the  papi^rs  when  she's 
laid  by  in  Trinity  Cemetery,  I'm  tliinking  !  The  impairtinence 
of  It  !  All  these  Edinburgh  people  ought  to  go  on  their  knees 
and  thank  their  Maker  that  just  once,  just  once  in  that  generation. 
He  let  something  decent  come  out  of  Edinburgh  !  "  She  turned 
uway  from  him  and  laid  her  cheek  against  the  oak  shutter. 

Mr.  Philip  chuckled.  When  a  woman  did  anything  for 
Itself,  and  not  for  its  effect  on  the  male,  it  seemed  to  him  a  proof 
of  her  incapacity  to  look  after  herself,  and  he  found  incapacity 
in  women  exciting  and  endearing.  He  watched  her  with  a 
hard  attention  that  was  his  kind  of  tenderness,  sg  she  ^at  humped 
schoolgirUshly  in  her  shapeless  blue  overall,  averting  her  face 
from  the  light  but  attempting  a  proud  pose,  and  keeping  her 
gnef  between  her  teeth  as  an  ostler  chews  a  straw. 
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"  He  had  a  good  time,  the  way  he  travelled  in  France  and 
the  South  Seas.  But  he  deserved  it.  He  wrote  such  lovely 
books.  Ah,"  she  said,  listening  to  her  owTi  sombre  interpretation 
of  things  as  to  sad  music,  "  it  isn't  just  chance  that  some  people 
had  adventures  and  others  hadn't.  One  makes  one's  own  fate. 
I  have  no  fate  because  I'm  too  weak  to  make  one."  She  looked 
down  resentfully  on  her  hands,  that  for  all  her  present  fierceness 
and  the  inkstains  of  her  daily  industry  lay  little  things  on  her 
lap,  and  thought  of  Rachael  Wing,  who  had  so  splendidly 
departed  to  London  to  go  on  the  stage.  "  But  it's  hard  to  be 
punished  just  for  what  you  are." 

He  wondered  whether,  although  she  was  the  typist    *here 
was  not  something  rare  about  her.     He  could  not  compare  her 
in  this  moment  with  his  sisters  May  and  Gracie,  who  were 
always  getting  up  French  plays  for  bazaars,  or  Chrissie,  who 
played  the  violin,  for  the  earth  held  nothing  to  vex  the  sturdiness 
of  these  young  women  except  the  profligacy  with  which  it  offered 
its  p  ople  attractions  competitive  with  bazaars  and  violin  solos. 
But  lie  thought  it  unlikely  that  any  occasion  would  have  evoked 
from  them  this  serene  despair,  which  was  no  more  irritable  than 
that  which  is  known  by  the  nightingale.     It  was  impossible  that 
they  could  shed  such  tears  as  smudged  her  bright  colours  now, 
such  exquisite  distillations  of  innocent  grief  at  the  wasting  of 
the  youth  of  which  she  was  so  innocently  proud,  and  generous 
rage  at  the  decrying  of  a  name  that  was  neither  relative  nor 
friend  nor  employer  but  merely  a  maker  of  beauty.     Without 
doubt  she  lived  in  a  lonely  world,  where  tears  were  shed  for 
other  things  than  the  gift  of  gold,  and  where  one  could  perform 
these  simplicities  before  a  witness  without  fear  of  contempt, 
because  human  intercourse  went  only  to  the  tune  of  charity  and 
pity.    Sucldchly  he  wanted  to  enter  into  this  world  ;  not  indeed 
with  the  intention  of  naturalising  himself  as  its  inhabitant  nor 
with  the  intention  of  staying  there  for  ever,  but  as  a  navvy 
might  stop  on  his  way  to  work  and  refresh  his  homy  sweating 
body  by  a  swim  in  a  sunny  pool.     He  felt  a  thirst,  a  thing 
that  stopped  the  breath  for  her  pity.     And  although  his  desire 
was  but  for  i»articipation  in  kindness,  his  instinct  for  conformity 
was  so  suspicious  of  her  vividness  that  he  felt  furtive  and  red- 
eared  while  he  searched  in  the  purse  of  his  experiences  to  find 
the  coin  that  would  admit  him  to  her  world.     The  search  at 
first  was  vain,  for  most  of  them  that  he  cared  to  remember  were 
mere  manitestations  of  the  kind  of  quahties  that  are  mentioned 
in  testimonials.    But  presently  he  gripped  the  disappointment 
that  would  buy  him  her  pity. 
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He  said,  "  I'm  right  sorry  for  you,  Miss  Melville.  But  you 
know  .  .  .  We  all  have  our  troubles." 

She  raised  her  eyebrows. 

"  I  wanted  to  go  into  the  Navy." 

"  You  did  ?  Would  your  father  not  let  you  ?  "  She  said 
it  in  her  red-headed  "  My-word-if-I'd-been-there  "  way. 

"Aye,  he  would  have  Hked  it  fine." 

"  What  was  it  then  ?  "  She  loaned  forward  and  almost 
crooned  at  him.     "  What  was  it  then  ?  " 

His  speech  became  more  clipped.     "  My  eyes." 

"  Your  eyes !  "  she  breathed.  He  suddenly  became  a 
person  to  her.     "  I  never  thought." 

"  I'm  as  short-sighted  as  a  bat." 

"  They  look  all  right."  She  frowned  at  them  as  though 
they  were  traitors. 

He  basked  in  her  pity.  "  They're  not.  I  never  could  play 
footbiUl  .11  the  University." 

She  r'^se  and  stood  beside  him  at  the  table,  so  that  he  would 
feel  how  sorry  she  was,  and  set  one  finger  to  her  lips  and  mur- 
mured, "  Well,  well !  "  and  at  the  end  of  a  warm,  drowsy  moment, 
after  which  they  seemed  to  know  each  other  much  better,  she 
said  softly  and  irrelevantly,  "  I  saw  you  capped." 

"  Did  you  so  ?  How  did  you  aotice  me  ?  It  was  one  of 
the  big  graduations.  " 

"  I  went  with  my  mother  to  see  my  cousin  Jeanie  capped 
M.A.,  and  we  saw  your  name  on  the  list.  PhiUp  Mactavish 
James.  And  mother  said, '  Yon'U  be  the  son  of  Mactavish  James. 
Many's  the  time  I've  danced  with  him  when  I  was  Ellen  Forbes.' 
Funny  to  think  of  them  dancing  !  " 

"  Oh,  father  was  a  great  man  for  the  ladies."  They  both 
laughed.  He  vacillated  from  the  emotional  business  of  the 
moment.     "  Do  you  dance  ?  "  he  asked. 

i;  I  did  at  school " 

"  Don't  you  go  to  dances  ?  " 

She  shook  her  head.  It  wao  a  shame,  thought  Mr.  Philip. 
With  that  long  slender  waist  she  should  have  danced  so  beauti- 
fully ;  he  could  imagine  how  her  head  would  droop  back  and 
show  her  throat,  how  her  brows  would  become  grave  with  great 
pleasure.  He  wished  she  could  come  to  his  mother's  dances, 
but  he  knew  so  well  tlie  rigid  standards  of  liis  own  bourgeoisie 
that  he  felt  displeased  by  his  wish.  It  was  impossible  to  ask  a 
Miss  Melville  to  a  dance  unless  one  could  say, '  She's  the  daughter 
of  old  Mr.  Melville  in  Moray  Place.  Do  you  not  mind  Melville 
the  wine  merchant  ?  '  and  specially  impossible  to  ask  this  Miss 
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Melville  unless  one  had  some  such  certificate  to  attach  to  her 
vividness.    But  he  wished  he  could  dance  with  her. 

Ellen  recalled  him  to  the  business  of  pity.  She  had  thought 
of  dances  for  no  moie  than  a  minute,  though  it  had  long  been 
one  of  her  dreams  ti>  enter  a  ballroom  by  a  marble  staircase 
(which  she  imagined  of  a  size  and  steepness  really  more  suited 
to  a  water-chute).  car;ying  a  black  ostrich- feather  fan  such  as 
she  had  seen  Sarah  R>rnhardt  pythoning  about  with  in  "La 
Dame  aux  Camelias."  This  hour  she  had  dedicated  to  Mr. 
Philip,  and  he  knew  it.  She  was  thinking  of  him  with  an  intent- 
ness  which  was  associat.'.d  with  an  entire  obUviousness  of  his 
personal  presence,  just  ai  a  church  circle  might  pray  fervently 
for  some  missionary  without  attempting  to  visualise  his  fa.ce  ; 
and  though  he  missed  thi;  quaint  meaning  of  her  abstraction, 
he  was  well  content  to  watch  it  and  nurse  his  private  satisfaction. 
He  was  still  aware  that  he  was  Mr.  Philip  of  the  firm,  so  he 
was  not  going  to  tell  her  that  for  two  nights  after  he  had  heard 
the  decision  of  the  Medical  Examiners  he  had  cried  himself  to 
sleep,  though  he  was  fourteen  past.  But  it  was  exquisite  to 
know  that  if  he  had  told  her  she  would  have  been  moved  to 
some  glorious  gesture  of  pity.  His  imagination  trembled  at 
the  thought  of  its  glory  as  she  turned  to  him  with  a  benignity 
that  was  really  good  enough,  and  said  diffidently,  because  her 
ambition  was  such  a  holy  thing  that  she  feared  to  speak  of  his  j 
"  Still,  there  are  lots  of  things  for  you  to  do.     I've  heard  .  .  ."^ 

He  was  kindly  and  indulgent.     "  What  have  you  heard  ?  " 

Ellen  had,  as  her  mother  used  to  say,  a  great  notion  of 
politics.     "  Why,  that  you're  going  to  stand  for  Parliament." 

"  That's  true  enough,"  he  said,  swelUng  a  little. 

"  Could  anything  be  finer  ?  "  she  breathed.  "  What  are 
you  going  to  do  ?  " 

"  I'll  have  to  contest  two-three  hopeless  seats.  Then  they'll 
give  me  something  safe." 

"  But  what  will  you  do  ?  " 

He  didn't  follow. 

"  What'U  you  do  after  that  ?  "  She  towered  above  him, 
her  cheeks  flushed  with  intellectual  ptission.  "  In  Parliament, 
I  mean.  There's  so  much  to  do.  Will  it  be  housing  ?  If  it 
was  me  it  would  be  housing.     But  what  are  you  going  to  do  ?  " 

"  I'll  sit  as  a  Liberal,"  he  said,  with  an  air  of  quiet  com- 
petence.   "We've  aiways  been  Liberals." 

"  Ach  !  Liberal !  "  she  said,  with  the  spirit  of  one  who  had 
cried,  "  Keep  the  Liberal  out !"  at  a  Leith  polling-booth  and 
had  been  haled  backwards  by  the  hair  fiom  the  person  of  Mr. 
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^  dow"  ^He'n^'"-     ^^-^Philip  laughed  again  and  felt  a  kind 
01  glow.     He  never  could  get  over  a  feeling  that  to  discover  a 

riSh1S"'he'r'?f.'"ff?*^^^*"^  *^^"S^^  like  coSTng  on 
ner  bathing ,   her  cast-off  femininity  affected  him  as  a  hpan  of 

her  clothes  on  the  beach  might  have  done     But  The  flSh  hi 
her  eyes  died  to  the  homelier  fires  of  a  more  Sr  onaJ  qSn-el 
enqui'r".''"-  "^'^'''^  '^^^  ''''  '^^^^  up  S  stdrT'^he 

need  Jo  din^'on'thelfab"  *°  '''  '  ''''''  '''  "^'  ^°  *^^*  '  ^^^^'^ 
"  Mercy  me !    We'll  see  the  fine  cook  shp  i«  I  "    Qh^  ,„ 

Phi  ip  found  that  her  absence  acted  curiously  as  a  i*Sf  f„  =^' 

came  Dack  with  the  tray,  her  cheeks  bright  and  her  month 
pursed,  for  she  and  the  caretaker  had  been  s^mdpat^rinnacS 
others  temperaments  with  a  few  words.     "Be  fiw'S 

bfteld  °  And'tf  °''^"  ^'  ^r^-  ^"^  I  hid  to'iklf  : 
aiain  t;  ^  ^  ^^"^e"  '  "°*  ^^'"  to  seek.  She's  had  a  drop 
^rih  .*^¥'''  ""'  ^°^  y°"^  father,  wh'.'o  so  particula? 
with  the  rest  of  us.  stands  such  a  body  in  tht  i  ^ace  ..P^''^'^^ 

puie  enio^eni  ^"Th''  ^''-  ^^'  "^'^"^^"^  hau  become  one  of 
nf  h  J^  v?T^  u  ^^"'■'^  "^^  "°  5^"se  of  strain  in  his  appreciation 
o   her  while  she  was  putting  down  the  tray,  spreading  out    Se 

fi?^?U^"TK°'"^  1^'"^'  t^^t  ^«^«  ^1  directed  to  Sg  Wm 
^- w-n  ^^'u  ^«'ati°"ship  felt  absolutely  right    ^    ^ 
t««r.   f      ^^"  ^"'^  °"^  °*  the  bottles  of  Burgundy  your  father 
keeps  for  when  he  lunches  in  ?  "  she  said  ^  ^ 

hi=  fir^-^""'*  thinking  I  would."  he  answered,  and  went  into 

voce  reached "lli    ft'?  stooped  before  the'  cupboSd  he? 
voice  reacnea  him,  fortuitously  uphfted  in  "The  Flowpr^  nt 

she'  san'f/  Tf  •'   wede  away.'^  /ow  how  did  she  look  when 
she  sang  ?     It  improved  some  people.     He  knelt  for  a  miW^ 

b"ec'r  ifstt'ckS  S'^I'T*  ^r'"«  «-°'^'  'he  S 
k.^l:  i  struck  him  that  she  would  stop  singing  when  he  went 
back  and  he  could  think  of  no  way  of  asking  iS  to  eo  on  That 
rlt  "°H  ^.t'  ''  ^''  P"*  't.  infra  4-  Andfiie  enough  when 
by  sS  '•  I't'  T"^  '  '^y  '"T^  ^^"  "'^  h^^'  whkh  she  bToke 
pocket^kSfe  ''  Zn'  S°  ft  the  corkscrew  there's  one  on  my 
nn  h1  !  •  ^  "f  ^  't,  teUing  himself  that  it  spared  tur  linJ 

on  the  gas  again  in  the  othpr  room  and  ^hr  •  fAnW  v  "•  i  I- ^ 
murmunng.  •  Yon's  not  a  bad  kni^.  Four  b1^  anTa  tht'J 
that  takes  stones  out  of  a  horse's  hoof  "  ^'"'"^ 

He  sat  down  to  his  meal,  and  she  remained  by  the  fireplace 
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until  he  said,  "  Pray  sit  down,  Miss  Melville,  I  wish  I  could  ask 
you  to  join  me.  ..." 

She  obeyed  because  she  was  afraid  she  might  be  fretting 
him  by  standing  there,  and  took  the  seat  on  the  other  side  of 
the  table.  The  gas-jet  was  behind  her,  so  to  him  there  was  a 
gold  halo  about  her  head  and  her  face  was  a  dusky  oval  in  which 
her  eyes  and  the  three-cornered  patch  of  her  mouth  were  points 
of  ardour.  She  had  an  animal's  faculty  for  keeping  quite  still. 
He  felt  a  pricking  appetite  to  force  the  moment  on  to  something 
he  could  not  quite  previsage,  and  found  himself  saying,  "  Will 
you  have  some  Burgundy  ?  " 

She  was  shocked.     "Oh  no  !  " 

He  perceived  that  here  was  a  matter  of  principle.  But  he 
felt,  although  principles  were  among  his  conventions,  not  the 
least  impulse  to  defer  to  it.  Instead,  the  project  of  persuading 
her  to  do  something  she  felt  she  oughtn't  to  do  flooded  him 
with  a  tingling  pleasure. 

He  said,  "  But  it's  so  pretty  !  "  He  could  not  imagine  why 
he  should  have  said  that,  and  yet  he  knew  when  he  had  said 
it  that  he  had  hit  on  an  argimient  that  would  weigh  with 
her. 

She  sighed  as  who  makes  a  concession.  "  Oh  yes,  it's 
pretty  !  "  And  then,  to  his  perplexity,  her  face  fell  into  complete 
repose.     She  was  absorbed  in  the  red  beauty  in  his  glass. 

It  angered  him,  yet  he  still  felt  bland  aiid  coaxing.  "  You'll 
have  a  glass  ?  " 

"No,  thank  you." 

"  You'll  surely  have  a  taste  ?  " 

"  Ah,  no " 

"Just  a  drop  .  .  ." 

Their  eyes  met.  He  was  peering  into  her  face  so  that  he 
could  be  sur6  she  was  looking  at  him,  and  somehow  the  grimace 
seemed  to  be  promising  her  infinite  pleasure. 

She  muttered,  "  Well,  just  a  drop !  "  and  found  herseli 
laughing  unhappily. 

He  passed  her  his  glass. 

"  But  what,"  she  asked  in  dismay,  "  will  you  drink  from  ?  " 

AUnost  irritably  he  clicked  his  tongue,  though  he  still  smiled. 
"  Drink  it  up  I     Drink  it  up  !  " 

She  raised  the  glass  to  her  lips  and  set  her  head  back  that 
the  sin  might  have  swift  progress,  expecting  the  loveliest  thing, 
Uke  an  ice,  but  warm  and  very  worldly ;  and  informed  with 
solemn  pleasure  too,  for  such  colours  are  spilt  on  marble  floors 
when   the  sun  sets   behind  cathedral   windows,  such  colours 
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came  into  the  mind  when  great  music  is  played  or  some  deep 
voice  speaks  Shakespeare.  ...  ^ 

tahl'p'^''"  Tf'  \^®  ^•^i^^r!'^:,  ^""^  \^Sed  the  glass  down  on  the 
table.  It  s  homd  !  It  draws  the  mouth  !  *'  She  started  ud 
and  stood  rubbing  her  knuckles  into  her  cheeks  and  twisting 
her  lips.  She  had  never  thought  wine  was  like  this.  It  wcl 
not  so  much  a  dnnk  as  a  blow  in  the  mouth.  And  vet  somehow 
she  felt  ashamed  of  not  liking  it.  "  The  matron  at^^hooTused 
to  give  us  something  for  toothache  that  was  as  bad  as  this  I  " 
she  said  peevishly,  and  tears  stood  in  her  eyes. 

Mr  Phihp  stood  up  laughing.    The  crisis  of  his  pleasure  in 
persuading  her  to  do  the  thing  which  she  hadn't  wanted  to 
do  was  his  joy  that  she  hadn't  liked  it  wnen  she  had  done  it 
And  suddentv  one  of  the  walls  of  the  neat  mental  chamber  in 

^  ni  h"'*r^"^y  '*°°?  ^^"  ^"  '■  ^y  th«  »ght  that  streamed 
m  upon  him  he  perceived  that  his  ecstasy  was  only  iust  be- 
ginning At  last  he  knew  what  he  wanted  to  do.  With  gusto 
he  marked    hat  EUen  too  was  conscious  that  the  incident^wa^ 

thifnli  f  .f^'  ^°'"  '^^  "^.^  '*"^  vvringing  her  hands,  though 
the  taste  of  the  wme  must  long  have  gone  from  her  mouth,  and 
was  stammenng  miserably,  "  Well,  if  yon  stuff's  a  temptation 

l^ll  r'  ^^^'^-T  '  "  u^S^"  ^'  ^'"^  *hat  their  relSfonship 
was  on  a  proper  footing :  he  moved  towards  her,  walking  master- 
lully.     Oh,  it  was  going  to  be  ecstasy.  ... 
There  was  a  loud  knocking  at  the  outer  door. 


(3) 

She  forgot  all  about  the  wine  at  once,  he  was  so  very  big. 
And  he  looked  as  though  he  had  gold  rings  in  his  ears,  although 
he  hadn  t ;   it  was  ]ust  part  of  his  sea-going  air 

«,,..  l°°"^T^  ^*  ^^"^  '"'^'^  ^^""^  ^"^  said  as  though  it  hardly 
"  WMi'  ^  "^f  *  -^  'f  ^^'-  J^^-  ^^y  "^e's  Yaverland." 
arrpnl^  "T  %IV^'^^  '  '-^^  ^"""'  ^'^^  her  best  EngUsh 
cZffnr  ii  ,  l'^?'  f^^Pecling  you."  She  was  glad  he  had 
LT^'  /k  ^°°^'^'^  interesting,  but  she  hoped  he  would  not 
interrupt  her  warm  comfortable  occupation  of  mothenng  Mr. 
Phihp.  To  keep  that  mood  aglow  in  herself  she  stopped  as  thev 
iT  ra  n"^  H  ^^''^'  and  begged.  "  You'll  not  make  him  mii 
lis  train  ?  He  s  away  to  London  to-night.  He  should  leave 
here  on  the  very  clap  of  eight." 

^.J^^"^"*?^^^  ^^^'i'  ^*^^'"  ^  moment's  silence,  of  which, 
since  they  stood  m  darkness,  she  could  not  read  the  cause,  to 
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lay  aside  a  customary  indifference  for  the  sake  of  the  gravity 
of  the  occasion.  "  Oh,  certainly ;  he  shall  leave  on  the  very  clap 
of  eight,"  he  replied  earnestly. 

He  spoke  without  an  accent  and  was  most  romantically 
dark.  Ellen  wondered  whether  Mr.  Phihp  would  like  him— she 
had  noticed  that  Mr.  Philip  didn't  seem  to  fancy  people  who 
were  very  tall.  And  she  perceived  with  consternation  as  they 
entered  the  room  that  he  had  suddenly  been  overtaken  by  one 
of  his  moods.  He  had  taken  up  the  tray  and  was  trying  to  slip 
It  into  the  cupboard,  which  he  might  have  seen  would  never 
hold  it,  and  in  any  case  was  a  queer  place  for  a  tray,  and  stood 
there  with  it  in  his  hands,  brick-red  and  glowering  at  them. 
She  was  going  to  take  it  from  him  when  he  dunted  it  down  on 
the  window-seat  with  a  clatter.  "  What  for  can  he  not  go  on 
with  his  good  chop  ?  "  thought  Ellen.  "  We're  putting  on 
grand  company  manners  for  this  bit  chemist  body,  surely,"  and 
she  pulled  forward  a  chair  for  the  stranger  and  sat  down  in  the 
comer  with  her  note-book  on  her  knee. 

"  You're  Mr.  Yavcrland  ?  "  said  Mr.  Philip,  shooting  his 
chin  forward  and  squaring  his  shoulders,  and  looking  as  though 
his  father  were  dead  and  he  were  the  head  of  the  firm. 

"  I'm  Richard  Yaverland.  Mr.  Frank  Gibson  said  you 
might  be  good  enough  to  see  to  my  affairs  for  me.  I've  got  a 
letter  from  him.  ..." 

Decidedly  the  man  had  an  air.  He  slid  the  letter  across  the 
table  as  if  he  did  not  care  in  the  least  whether  anybody  ever 
picked  it  up  and  retreated  into  a  courteous  inattention.  She 
felt  a  little  cross  at  Mr.  Philip  for  not  showing  that  Edinburgh 
too  understands  the  art  of  arrogance,  for  opening  the  letter  so 
clumsily  and  omitting  to  say  the  nice  friendly  thing.  Well,  if 
he  was  put  about  it  was  his  "own  fault  for  not  going  on  with  the 
chop,  it  being  well  known  to  all  educated  persons  that  one  cannot 
work  on  an  empty  stomach.  If  this  man  would  go  soon  she 
would  run  down  to  Mrs.  Powell  and  get  her  to  heat  up  the  chop 
again.  She  eyed  him  anxiously  lo  see  if  he  looked  the  kind 
of  person  who  left  when  one  wanted  him  to,  and  found  herself 
liking  him  for  the  way  he  slouched  in  his  chair,  as  though  he 
wanted  to  mitigate  as  much  as  possible  his  terrifying  strength 
and  immensity.  What  for  did  a  fine  man  hke'him  help  to 
make  cordite,  the  material  of  militarism,  which  is  the  curse  of 
the  nations  ?  She  wished  he  could  have  heard  R.  J.  Campbell 
speak  on  peace  the  other  night  at  the  Synod  Hall ;  it  was  fine. 
But  probably  he  was  a  Conservative,  for  these  big  men  were 
often  unprogressive.    She  examined  lum  carefully  out  of  t'  e 
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wS  Zf  LrriTT    ?.      "^  ""'  ''™8cr.  for  it  was  serene,  and  it 

"itli  your  nSnd  '  "  |h  ™  ,hh.^T  """  '"^u*  ^"J^'-^g  «°  d" 
Me  ^hite  bii,'!  and  I'led'l^trlllia-^o:^-  **  "^  J 
jaw.     Then  her  examination  ended.     She  noticed  that  ^11  l!!r 


THE  JTTDGE  29 

Sl^nvT-K™^"  .^^l"  ^y  exchange  of  politenesses  about  Mr. 
hn^nl?  "'  *°  J^^"""  *^^y  "^'^^^'^d  '"  the  impersonal  way  of 
business  conversations  as  though  he  were  soSe  well-known 
in^?A  in^egnty  and  then  proceeded  to  divest  the  property 
r  fZJ^T''  °i  ^"  ''^*"'"'*  '"  ^  "'^^  "^^"'^'•-    It  was  a  house. 

CaXn  a  fivf  ^  "^'^i "'  P^'T"*  '^^  *°  ^"  American  named 
w^c   n^  .  u  .  2  y^j^^le^se.  which  had  nearly  expired.     There 

l^Se  forL.t.""'^'^  P^^  ^^'^"'""g  any  exteLion  of  this 
wSI'ed  tn  «  if  .f '"^K^^"^  *^  ^^'^  States.  So  now  Yaverland 
nivt  fnr  /^-  ^^'7  ""S^*  *°  ^  "°  t^'^^ble  in  finding 
a   buyer    for  it  was  a  famous   house.     "  Everybody  in  Rio 

Srw^oro'^l^'^'^'T '?^  ^^'^-  Sh«  gasped  atThen^e 
into  sTorlh.  /"  ^?"gt^"d;  to  compress  such  deliciousness 
iTstenPd^nr  ^«"ld  have  been  sacrilege.  After  that  she 
listened  more  eagerly  to  his  voice,  which   she   perceived  was 

Dr^'Sf  ihf^PP'xl'''^  "^""Sic^'  it  might  have  been  with  sup- 
a  s^raithrfS  Tk  ^  ^  ^'"^  -^"^  "^  '"^^'^  d^^^^^ty  in  keeping 
.hp  LfA  11  ^^  *^.^"  he  found  m  using  the  flat  phrase.  And  ai 
hk  ! ''^f  ^,?'''1  ^*  h^"»'  "-^cognising  in  him  her  sort  of  person! 
his  speech  slipped  the  business  leash.  There  were  hedges  of 
geranium  and  poinsettia  about  the  villa,  pergolas  hung  with 
bougainvillea  numberless  palms,  and  a  very  pleasant  Sr^ge 
grove  m  good  bearing;  in  the  courtyard  a  bronze  V^S 
Sin".?;  'P°"*'"^  ^^H''  ^"^  there  were  many  fountains  ;  and 
sTonr  l^'/l  ^^^,"^"ch  white  marble  and  pillars  of  precious 

wL  somihin.""?'  ^'""'T'  X!'""^^'  "^°^^^'  f°^  the  house 
^JT  ^.""^  a  prodigy,  having  been  built  in  a  trade 
boom  by  a  rasiaqouire.     "  Mhm,"  said  Mr.  Philip  sagaciously 

RuLnha^h^^"''"' -'^5^  ""'  '''^''  ^"  his  voice  Sn 
guessed    that    he    imagined    rastagouire    to    be    a    BraziUan 

IT^  .^""'^^  •^'°^^*-  ^^^  ^°^d  have  laughed  had  there 
Li,  .K  the  plainest  intimation  that  he  was  stiU  upset  about 
something  m  his  question  whether  Yaverland  thought  he  would 

exiJcLfon 'n?  '°  ''"  *^'  ^'?"^^'  ^^^*^^^  ^^  h^^  ^"y  ^^^«^able 
,Ki  .•  /fu''''^"u"S  tne  capital  he  had  sunk  in  it;  for 
she  had  noticed  that  whenever  Mr.  PhUip  felt  miserable  he  was 

hadleen  '•  dona"''"'  '^"""  '^  ^"^^^^'^"^  *^^*  ^^^^^^^^ 
But  that  worry  was  dissolved  by  the  enchantment  of  Yaver- 
for  th  T'  "I  hadn't  the  lightest  idea  what  he  had  paid 
for  the  villa.  It  happened  this  way.  He  had  won  a  lot  of 
money  at  poker  ("  Tchk  i  Tchk  !  "  said  Mr.  Philip.  hS  shocked 
hol/thTl!^  ^^  ^^'^  )^^y  ^'  P"t  one  thumb  in  his  waistcoat  ann^ 
hole  that  he  was  so  far  sensible  of  the  change  in  the  atmosphere 
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^Vn""  tI'"  i  ^Z' "'  ^"y^s""'  though  h'j'°p';;„^^,  pE;j" 

now  ha,  ^hM  >'£,'Th'^>'  "'"'  6°'  O™"''.    Bu,  he  was  saCl 

=^:';s?r^is'z.v^^„^'£^„;°?ir°s=e'Syi*'! 

had  no  „,oro  jewels  ,„  give  away  and  even  Ihelervl^.s  hX" 

;^np  of  Kr.o^.^;a^a^ 

t^  fc^gtScS'i''  -fT""'  -^v"«heTor>;  ■  d 
Che  ch.n.b«.  M-'ui  r.rttcio.tfL^R^dt^Tr^ot; 
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in  Princes  Street  were,  as  this  stranger  was.    And  it  had  a  hiirh 
w  h"'Tk'"k°-     ^}  ^^  ^^^J'^d  by  the  end  of  things,  by  sunsefs 
by  death,  by  silence,  follou-ing  song ;    by  intim!t  ons  that  no 
motion  IS  perpetual  and  that  delth  is  a  p  Jof  the  co  mTc  Xe^ 
It  had  the  sacred  quahty  of  any  recognition  of  the  truth 
.    1  .K  '  ^u  "^^  *^"'"e  *hem  how  he  had  gone  up  to  de  Cavakn* 

Heh^d  o^^  M  '  ^^^  P^'i'^  *°  ^'^  ^8^"t^  without  reading^ 
hands  Mr^  AlZ^^uVt^  how  much  money  had  changed 
"VVeli  Mr"  V  P,  ^hook  his  head  ana  chuckled  knowinlly. 
Wio/'  ^^^'^'■'''^"d,  that  IS  not  how  we  do  business  [n 
SCO  land  and  suggested  that  it  might  be  wise  to  reSSsome 
fill  V  ^^  Property  :  the  orange  grove,  for  instance  At 
^at  Yaverland  was  silent  for  a  momeni.  and  therrepUed 
Thv  To  «;;^"f  '  ^)^«^t-i^"^-Pered  insolence  that  he  couldn't  see 

s^des     thM°.^'  ''"'"  ^^r^"'*  ^  '"ann^ade  fancier.     ''  Be- 
sides,   that  s   an   impossible   proposition.    It's   like   selling   a 
uburban  villa  and  retaining  an  interest  in  the  geraniL  £d  ^   " 
In  the  warm  interesting  atmosphere  she  detected  anlthnation 
of  enmity  between  the  two  men  ;    and  it  was  like  catS  n 
caraway  seed  under  a  tooth  while  one  wi  TaTing  a  goc^  cake 
She  was  disturbed  and  wanted  to  intervene,  to  wa?n  the  Srange; 
that  he  made  Mr.  Philip  dizzy  by  talking  Uke  that      AnH  fh 
reflection  ca^e  to  her  that  it  would  be  sweet,  too  to  tell  ht 
that  he  could  talk  like  that  to  her  for  ever,  that  he  cou^d  e^ 
on  as  he  was  doing,  being  much  more  what  one  exacted  of  fn 
opera  than  a  client,  and  she  would  follow  him  all  thf way     But 
t  struck  her  suddenly  and  chilhngly  that  she  had  no  realon 
to  suppose  that  he  would  be  interilted.     His  tdfw^  Slhe 
nature  of  a  monologue.     He  showed  no  sign  of  de^irinr^v 
human  companionship.  ^         uesu-mg  any 

nn,f*'^'^^'''  "^-^  wonderful.  She  did  not  take  it  as  wamine  of 
any  coldness  or  unkindness  in  him  that  it  was  imDosS  ?n 
imagme  him  linked  by  a  human  relationship  To  a^y  ord^aJ^ 
pe^on  like  herself  ;  there  are  pictures  too  fine  for  private  owne? 
ship.  Just  then  he  was  being  particularly  fine  in  an  eSna 
way.  He  sat  up  very  straight,  flung  out  his  greS  Sn  S  f 
ffr  °/,\b^."donment,  and  said  that  he  wodd  1  av^no  more 
to  do  with  this  house.  So  might  a  conqueror  speak  o"  a  ckv 
S:,TelrS-,ip  :t^rt"L^  wanted  tLell  it^utriglt!  SlS 
the  sale  ^e^^lge^nt  '"^  ^:^^^  t^t^ 
thftided.^^  pocket-book  a  packet  of  letters.  ''Th^y  hold 
the  tide-deeds  and  you'll  see  how  things  are  getting  on  with 
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the  deal.  But  I  suppose  the  language  will  be  a  difficulty.  I 
can  read  you  these,  of  course,  but  how  will  you  carry  on  the 
correspondence  ?  ' 

"  Och,  we  can  send  out  to  a  translator " 

A  tingling  ran  through  Ellen's  veins.  The  men's  words, 
uttered  on  one  side  in  irritatt-d  languor  and  on  the  other  with 
empty  spruceness,  had  suddenly  Hftcd  hor  to  the  threshold  of 
hfc.  She  had  provisioned  many  moments  in  which  she  should 
disclose  her  unique  v;duo  to  a  dazzled  world,  but  most  of  them 
had  seemed,  even  to  herself,  extremely  unlikely  to  arrive.  It  was 
improbable  that  Mr.  Asquith  should  fall  into  a  river  ju.st  as  she 
was  passing,  and  that  he  should  be  so  helple.ss  and  the  country- 
side so  depopulated  that  she  wouli'  be  able  to  exact  votes  for 
women  as  the  price  of  his  rescue  -sides,  she  could  not  swim. 
It  was  improbable,  loo,  that  she  should  be  in  a  South  American 
republic  just  when  a  revolution  was  proclaimed,  and  that,  the 
Latin  attitude  to  women  being  what  it  is,  she  should  be  given  a 
high  military  command.  But  there  had  been  one  triumph  which 
she  knew  to  be  not  impossible  even  in  her  obscurity.  It  might 
conceivably  happen  that  by  some  exhibition  of  the  prodigious 
bloom  of  her  efficiency  she  would  repay  her  debt  to  the  firm  and 
make  the  first  steps  towards  becoming  the  pioneer  business 
queen.  For  it  was  one  of  her  dreams,  perhaps  the  six  hundred 
and  seventy-ninth  in  the  series,  that  one  day  she  would  sit  at 
a  desk  answering  innumerable  telephone  calls  with  projecting 
jaw,  as  millionaires  do  on  the  movies,  and  crushing  rivals  like 
blackbeetles  in  order  that,  after  being  reviled  by  the  foolish  as 
a  heartless  plutocrat,  she  might  hand  a  gigantic  Trust  over  to 
the  Socialist  State. 

"  Mr.  Philip,"  she  said. 

Apparently  he  did  not  hear  her,  though  the  other  man  tiu-ned 
his  dark  glance  on  her. 

"  Mr.  Philip,"  she  said.  He  looked  across  at  her  with  a 
blankness  she  took  as  part  of  the  business.  "I've  been  taking 
Commercial  Spanish  at  Skerry's.  I  took  a  first-class  certificate. 
Maybe  I  could  manage  the  letters  ?  " 

"  Oh !  "  exclaimed  Yaverland  explosively.  He  appeared 
to  be  about  to  make  some  objection,  and  then  he  bit  back  the 
speech  that  was  already  in  liis  mouth.  And  as  he  tried  to  find 
other  words  the  beauty  of  her  body  caught  his  attention.  It 
was,  as  it  happened,  very  \-isibie  at  that  moment.  The  fulness 
of  her  overall  had  fallen  to  one  side  as  she  sat  on  the  high  stool, 
and  so  that  linen  was  tightly  wrapped  about  her,  chsclosing 
that  she  was  made  like  a  delicate  fleet  beast ;    in  the_valley 
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between  her  high  small  breasts  there  lay  a  shadow,  which  grew 
greater  when  she  breathed  deeply.  He  looked  at  her  with  the 
dispassionateness  which  comes  to  men  who  have  lived  much 
in  countries  where  nakedness  offers  itself  unashamed  to  the 
sunlight,  and  said  to  himself.  "  I  should  like  to  see  her  run." 
He  knew  that  t  body  like  this  must  possess  an  infinite  capacity 
for  physical  fJeasure.  that  to  her  mere  walking  wouid  give 
more  joy  than  others  rind  in  dancing.  And  then  he  raised  his 
eyes  to  her  face  and  was  sad.  For  sufficient  reasons  he  was 
very  sensitive  to  the  tragedies  of  women,  and  he  knew  it  was  a 
tragedy  that  such  a  face  should  surmount  sucn  a  body.  For 
her  body  would  imprison  her  in  soft  places  :  she  would  be 
aJlowed  no  adventures  other  than  love,  no  achievements  other 
than  births.  But  her  face  was  haggard,  in  spite  of  its  youth, 
with  appetite  for  travel  in  the  hard  places  of  the  world,  for  the 
adventures  and  achievements  that  are  the  birthright  of  any 
man.  '' It  s  rotten  luck  to  be  a  girl,"  he  thought.  "  If  she 
were  a  boy  I  could  get  her  a  job  at  Rio.  .  .  .  Lord,  she  has 
lovely  hair !  He  perceived  sharply  that  he  was  not  likely  to 
be  of  any  more  use  to  her  than  most  men  would.  All  he  could 
do  would  be  to  avert  the  humihation  which  the  moment  seemed 
hkely  to  bring  down  on  her. 

"  Oh,  this  is  a  wonderful  country,"  he  said  aloud.  "  where 
you  get  people  studying  Spanish  in  their  off-hours."  Ellen 
thought  It  rather  wonderful  too,  and  looked  at  her  toes  with  a 
priggish  blankness.  "You've  got  a  marvellous  educational 
system.  .  .  .  He  paused,  conscious  that  he  was  too  manifestly 
talking  at  random.  "  In  two  continents  you've  enjoyed  the 
reputation  of  being  able  to  talk  the  hind-leg  off  a  Jonkey  "  he 
reraindtd  himself.  "  It's  th.  language  to  learn."  he  said  aloud. 
It  s  the  language  of  the  future.  Ever  been  in  Spain,  Mr. 
James  ? 

"  No."  said  Mr.  Philip,  but  I  was  thinking  of  going  there^ 
or  mebbe  Itdy--ma  Easter  holidays."  EUen  smUed  brilliantly 
at  him.  for  she  knew  that  he  had  had  no  such  thought  till  that 
evemng  s  taJk  with  her  ;  she  had  converted  him  to  a  romantic. 
He  caught  her  eye,  only  to  glare  coldly  into  the  centre  of  her 
smile. 

It  was  Yaverland's  opportunity,  for  he  had  spent  two  years 
as  cnemist  at  the  Romanones  mines  in  Andalusia  ;  and  he  had 
learned  by  now  the  art  of  talking  to  the  Scotch,  whom  he  had 
discovered  to  be  as  extravagantly  literate  as  they  were  unsensu- 
^'^  ?  *  !"  panpipes  might  play  in  vain,  but  almost  any 
senes  of  statistics  or  the  more  desiccated  kind  of  social  fact 
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recited  with  a  terrier-Uke  air  of  sagacity  would  entrance  them. 
"  The  mines  are  Baird's,  you  know— Sir  Milne  Baird  •  it's  a 
Glasgow  firm.  .  .  ."    "  Mhm."  said  Mr.  PhiUp.  "  I  know  who 
you    mean."    Detestable,    thought    Yaverland,    this    Scotch 
locution  which  implies  that  one  has  made  a  vague  or  incorrect 
description  which  only  the  phenomenal  inteUigence  of  one's 
hstener  has  enabled  him  to  penetrate,  but  he  set  himself  suavely 
enough  to  describe  the  instabihty  of  Spanish  labour   its  dis- 
position to  call  strikes  that  were  really  larks,  and  the  greater 
wilhngness  with  which  it  keeps  its  saints'  days  rather  than  the 
conunandments ;  ^the  feckless  incapacity  of   the  Spanish  to 
exploit  theu-  own^minerals  and  the  evangelic  part  played  in  the 
shameful  shoes  by  Scotch  engineers  ;  and  the  depleted  state  of 
the  country  in  general,  which  he  was  careful  to  ascribe  not  so 
much  to  the  presence  of  Cathohcism  as  to  the  absence  of  Pres- 
bytenanism.  ^And  he  advised  Mr.  Phihp  that  while  a  sojourn 
in  the  towns  would  reveal  these  sad  political  conditions  there 
were  other  deplorable  aspects  of  the  national  decay  which  could 
only  be  witnessed  if  he  took  a  few  rides  over  the  countryside 
("  A  horse  or  a  bicycle  ?  "  asked  Mr.  Philip  doubtfully.)     Then 
he  wo^d  ha%  e  a  pleasant  holiday.     The  language  presented 
few  difficulties,  although  travelling  off  the  tracks  in  Andalusia 
was   sometimes   impeded   by  the  hnguistic  ingenuity  of   the 
peasants,  who,  though  they  didn't  neigh  and  wliinny  hke  the 
tastihans,  went  one  better  by  omitting  the  consonants.    Why 
there  was  a  place  which  spelt  itself  Algodonales  on  the  map  and 
calls  Itself  Aooae. 

He  watched  her  under  his  Uds  as  she  silently  tried  it  over. 

It  was  a  village  of  no  importance,  save  for  the  road  that 

close  by  forded  the  Guadalete,  w/jch  was  a  pale  icy  mountain 

stream,  snow-broth,  as  Shakespeare  said.     (iNow  what  had  he 

said  to  excile  her  so  ?     Modesty  and  a  sense  of  office  discipUne 

were  restrainmg  some  eager  cry  of  her  mind,  hke  white  hands 

holding  buds  resolved  on  ffight.)    One  passed  through  it  on  a 

ride  that  Mr.  Philip  must  certainly  take  when  he  went  to  Spain. 

Yaverland  himself  had  done  it  last  February.     He  receded  into 

a  dream  of  that  spnngtime,  yet  kept  his  consciousness  of  the 

gurls  rapt  attention,  as  one  may  clasp  the  warm  hand  of  a 

friend  while  one  thinks  deeply,  and  he  sent  his  voice  out  to  Mr 

Phihp  as  into  a  void,  describing  how  he  had  gone  to  Seville  one 

saint's  day  and  how  the  naixow  decaying  streets,  choked  with 

iovehness  Uke  stagnant  ditches  filled  with  a  fair  weed    h^^^ 

entertained  hun.    1-or  a  time  he  had  sat  in  the  Moorish  courts 

of  the  Alcazar  ;  he  had  visited  the  House  of  Pontius  Pdate  and 
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the   kv  oM,r     T^"  '°  *°  'P^^^'  advertisement  matter  acroS 

castanets  became  ZvgL^^hLlZ^tf     '^'  '^^'^''  °^ 

of  the  pain  that  had  rctSpH^P™        "/°"  '^."''  ^"  ^''Perience 
beautiful  brown  bodfesltwS  he.^  „,S„    °J?f ''  '""  ^Py  »'  '^ 

and  with  i-hp  ii«,r.  "*^6"iie  mro  a  cate  and  drunk  manzanilla 

whose  raft  hi  fereTaSShl™     '^r'""*  ^'^-^'k  »- 
he  had  sufiered  Sion  b  'f  D^" '° '5^  '^'^V  "'.^  «topus 

».  of  it  al. ,    I  .t  hereTSs'j'ihis  faSln^liu'SllJ/^'f 
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a  solicitor  and  this  girl  who  is  sick  to  go  to  these  countries  from 
which  I've  come  back  cold  and  famined.  .  .  ." 

But  he  went  on,  since  the  occasion  seemed  to  demand  it, 
giving  a  gay  account  of  the  beauty  which  he  remembered  so 
intensely  because  it  had  framed  his  agony ;  ho'v  the  next  day, 
under  a  sky  that  was  temporarily  pale  and  amiable  because 
this  was  early  spring,  he  had  ridden  down  the  long  road  between 
the  brown  heathy  pastures  to  the  blue  barren  downland  that 
lies  under  the  black  mountains,  and  had  come  at  last  to  a 
winding  path  that  led  not  only  through  space  but  through 
time,  for  it  ran  nimbly  in  and  out  among  the  seasons.  It 
travelled  under  the  rosy  eaves  of  a  forest  of  blossoming  almond 
up  to  a  steep  as  haggard  with  weather  as  a  Scotch  moor,  and 
dipped  again  to  hedges  of  aloes  and  cactus  and  asphodel.  At 
one  moment  a  spindrift  of  orange  blossom  blew  about  him ; 
at  another  he  had  watched  the  pccisants  in  theii  brown  capes 
stripping  their  dark  green  orange-groves  and  piling  the  golden 
globes  into  the  panniers  of  donkeys  which  were  gay  with  magenta 
tassels.  At  one  time  there  was  trouble  getting  the  horse  up  the 
icy  trail,  yet  a  little  later  it  was  treading  down  the  irises  and 
jonquils  and  bending  its  head  to  snuff  the  rosemary.  So  on, 
beauty  all  the  way,  and  infinitely  variable,  all  the  many  days' 
journey  to  the  coast,  where  the  mountain  drops  suddenly  to  the 
surf  and  reflects  the  Mediterranean  sky  as  a  purple  glamour  on 
its  snowy  crest.     Ah,  such  a  country  I 

He  mf  nt  to  go  at  that,  for  liis  listeners  were  now  like  honey- 
drugged  bees  :  to  toss  his  papers  on  the  table,  go  out,  and  let 
the  situation  settle  itself  after  his  departure.  But  Mr.  Philip 
said,  "  But  surely  they're  crool.     Bullfights  and  that " 

He  could  not  let  that  pass.  "  You  don't  understand.  It's 
different  over  there." 

"  Surely  right's  right  and  wrong's  wrong,  wherever  you 
are  ?  "  said  Mr.  Philip. 

"  No.  Spain's  a  place,  as  I  said,  where  one  travels  in  time 
as  well  as  in  space.  ..."  He  didn't  himself  agree  that  the 
bullfight  was  so  much  crueller  than  most  organised  activities 
of  men.  From  the  bull's  point  of  view,  indeed,  it  was  a  nobler 
way  of  becoming  roast  beef  than  any  other  and  gave  him  the 
chance  of  drawing  blood  for  blood  ;  and  the  toreador's  life  was 
good,  as  all  dangerous  lives  are.  But  of  course  there  were  the 
horses  ;  he  shuddered  at  his  unspoken  memoiy  of  a  horse 
stumbliiig  from  the  arena  at  Seville  with  a  riven  belly  and 
hanging  entrails  that  gleamed  like  mother-o '-pearl.  Oh,  yes, 
he  admitted,  it  was  cruel ;  or,  rather,  would  be  if  it  were 
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committed  by  a  people  like  ourselves.  But  it  wasn't.  That  was 
the  point  he  wanted  to  make.  When  one  travelled  .  v  back  in 
time.  It  was  hard  for  us—"  for  you,  especially,"  he  amplified, 
with  a  courteous,  enthusiastic  flinging  out  of  his  hand,  "  with 
your  unparalleled  Scotch  system  of  education  "—to  comprehend 
the  mentality  of  a  people  which  had  been  prevented,  by  the 
economic  insanity  of  its  governors  and  the  determination  of  the 
Church  to  sit  on  its  intelligence  till  it  stopped  kicking,  from 
growing  up.  Among  the  things  it  hadn't  attained  to  was  the 
easy  anthropocentric  attitude  that  is  part  of  our  civilisation. 

Ellen  thought  him  very  wonderful,  as  he  stood  theorising 
about  the  experiences  he  had  described,  like  a  lecturer  in  front 
of  his  magic-lantern  pictures  ;  for  he  was  wholly  given  up  to 
speculation  and  yet  was  as  substantial  as  any  man  of  action. 

Panic,  he  invited  them  to  cornder,  was  the  habitual  state 
of  mmd  of  primitive  peoples,  the  flood  that  submerged  all  but 
the  strongest  swimmers.     The  savage  spent  his  days  suspecting 
and  exorcising  evil.     The  echo  in  the  cliff  is  an  enemy,  the 
wind  in  the  grass  an  approaching  sickness,  the  new-bom  child 
clad  in  mystery  and  defilement.     But  it  wasn't  for  us  to  laugh 
at  the  savage  for,  so  to  speak,  not  having  found  his  earth-legs, 
since  our  quite  recent  ancestors  had  held  comets  and  eclipses 
to  be  menacing  gestures  of  the  stars.     Some  primitive  suspicions 
were  reasonable,  and  chief  among  these  the  fear  that  man's 
ascendancy  over  the  other  animals  might  yet  be  disputed.     Early 
man  sat  by  the  camp  fire  gnawing  his  bone  and  sneered  through 
the  dusk  at  the  luminous,  envious  eyes  of  the  wild  beasts  that 
stood  m  the  forest  fringes,  but  he  was  not  easy  in  his  mind  about 
them.    Their  extreme  immobility  might  be  the  sign  of  a  tense 
patience  bidmg  its  time.     Who  was  to  say  that  some  night 
the  position  might  not  be  reversed— that  it  would  not  be  he 
who  stood  naked  save  for  his  own  pelt  among  the  undergrowth 
watching  some  happy  firelit  puma  licking  the  grease  of  a  good 
meal  from  its  paws  ?    That  was  the  primitive  doubt.    It's  an 
attitude  that  one  may  understand  even  now,  he  said,  when 
one  faces  the  spring  of  one  of  the  larger  camivora  ;  and  Ellen 
thnlled  to  hear  him  refer  to  this  as  Edinburgh  folk  refer  to  a 
wrestle  with  the  east  wind.     It's  an  attitude  that  was  bound 
to  persist,  long  after  the  rest  of  Europe  had  got  going  with  more 
modern  history,  in  Spain;    where  viUages  were  subject  on 
winter  s  nights  to  the  visitations  of  wolves  and  bears,  and  where 
the  troths  and  the  Arabs  and  the  Christians  and  the  Berbers 
proved  so  extravagantly  the  wrangUng  lack  of  solidarity  in  the 
Human  herd.    There  had  froin  earliest  times  existed  all  rouncj 
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the  Mediterrpnean  basin  a  ceremony  by  which  primitive  .nan 
gave  a  conciete  ritual  expressior  this  fear :  the  killing  of 
the  bull.  They  took  the  bull  as  <  epresentative  of  the  brutes 
which  were  the  enemies  of  man  a  i  slew  him  by  a  priest's  knife 
and  with  much  aecorative  circumstances  to  show  that  this 
was  no  mere  butchering  of  meat.  Well,  there  in  Spain  it  sur- 
vived. ...  He  had  spoken  confidently  and  dogmatically,  but 
his  eyes  asked  them  appealingly  whether  they  didn't  see,  as  if 
in  his  course  through  the  worid  he  had  been  disappointed  by 
the  number  of  people  who  never  saw. 

"  That's  all  very  fine,"  said  Mr.  Philip,  "  but  they've  had 
time  to  get  over  their  little  fancies.  We're  in  the  twentieth 
century  now." 

Ah,  the  conception  might  never  emerge  into  their  conscious- 
ness, and  perhaps  they  would  laugh  at  it  if  it  did  ;  but  for  all 
that  it  lies  sunk  in  their  minds  and  shapes  their  mental  contour. 
When  a  dead  city  is  buried  by  earth  and  no  new  city  is  built 
on  its  site  the  peasants  tread  out  their  paths  on  the  terraces 
which  show  where  the  old  streets  ran.  Something  Uke  that 
happened  to  a  nation.  Modern  Spaniards  hadn't,  thanks  to 
taxation  and  the  Church,  been  able  to  build  a  mental  life  for 
themselves  ;  so,  since  the  mind  of  man  must  have  a  little  exercise, 
they  repeated  imitatively  the  actions  by  which  their  forefathers 
had  responded  to  their  quite  real  psychological  imperatives. 
You  couldn't  perhaps  find  in  the  whole  of  the  Peninsula  a  man 
or  woman  who  felt  this  fear  of  the  beast,  but  that  didn't  affect 
his  case.  It  was  enough  that  all  men  and  women  in  the  Penin- 
sula had  once  felt  it  and  had  formed  a  national  habit  of  attending 
bullfights,  and  as  silly  subalterns  sometimes  lay  the  toe  of 
their  boots  to  a  Hindu  for  the  glory  of  the  British  Empire- 
keeping  the  animal  creation  in  its  place  by  kicks  and  blows  to 
mules  and  dogs. 

It  was  incredible,  he  exclaimed,  the  interweaving  of  the 
old  and  the  new  that  made  up  the  fabric  of  life  in  Spain.  He 
could  give  them  another  illustration  of  that.  He  had  lodged  for 
three  weeks  in  Seville,  in  a  flat  at  the  Cathedral  end  of  the 
Canovas  de  Castillo—"  that's  a  street,"  he  interjected  towards 
Ellen,  "  called  after  a  statesman  they  assassinated,  they  don't 
qmte  know  why."  In  the  flat  there  lodged  a  priest,  the  usual 
drunken  Spanish  priest  ;  and  very  early  every  morning,  as  the 
people  first  began  to  sing  in  the  streets,  a  man  drove  up  in  an 
automobile  and  took  him  away  for  an  hour.  Presently  he  was 
told  the  story  of  this  morning  visitor  by  several  people  in  the 
house,  and  he  had  listened  to  it  as  one  didn't  often  listen  to 
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twice-told  tales,  for  it  was  amazing  to  observe  how  each  of 
the  tellers,  whether  it  was  tipsy  Fra  Jeronimo  or  the  triple- 
chinned  landlady,  Donna  Gloria,  or  Pepe,  the  Atheist  medical 
student  who  kept  his  skeletons  in  the  washhouse  on  the  roof, 
accepted  it  as  a  quite  commonplace  episode.  The  man  in  the 
automobile  had  lost  his  wife.  He  minded  quite  a  lot,  perhaps 
because  he  had  gone  through  a  good  deal  to  get  her.  When  he 
first  met  her  she  was  another  man's  wife.  He  said  nothing  to 
her  then,  but  presently  the  way  that  he  stared  at  her  at  the 
bullfight  and  the  opera  and  'vaited  in  the  Paseo  de  la  Dehcias 
for  her  carriage  to  come  by  i.iade  Seville  talk,  and  her  husband 
called  him  out.  The  duel  was  fought  on  some  sandy  flat  down 
by  the  river,  and  the  husband  was  killed.  It  was  given  out  that 
he  had  been  gored  by  a  bull,  and  within  a  year  the  widow  married 
the  man  who  had  killed  him.  In  another  year  she  was  dead  of 
fever.  Her  husband  gave  great  sums  for  Masses  for  her  soul  and 
to  charity,  and  shut  up  the  house  where  they  had  entertained 
Seville  with  the  infantile,  interminable  gaieties  that  are  loved 
by  the  South,  and  went  abroad.  When  he  returned  he  went 
back  to  live  in  that  house,  but  now  no  one  ever  entered  it  except 
the  priest ;  and  he  went  not  for  any  social  purpose,  but  to  say 
Mass  over  the  woman  s  bed,  which  her  husband  had  turned  into 
an  altar.  Every  day  those  two  said  Mass  at  that  bed,  though 
it  was  five  years  since  she  had  died.  That  was  a  queer  enough 
story  for  the  present  day,  with  its  woman  won  by  bloodshed 
and  the  long  unassuagable  grief  of  the  lover  and  the  resort  to 
religion  that  struck  us  as  irreverent  because  it  was  so  utterly 
believing ;  it  might  have  come  out  of  the  Decameron.  But 
the  last  touch  of  wildness  was  added  by  the  identity  of  the  man 
in  the  automobile.  For  he  was  the  Marquis  d'ltalica,  the  finest 
Spanish  aviator,  a  man  not  only  of  the  mediaeval  courage  one 
might  have  guessed  from  the  story,  but  also  of  the  most  modem 
wit  about  machines.  .  .  . 

Yaverland  bit  his  lip  suddenly.  He  had  told  the  story 
without  shame,  for  he  knew  well  and  counted  it  among  the 
heartening  facts  of  life,  like  the  bravery  of  seamen  and  the 
sweetness  of  children,  that  to  a  man  a  woman's  bed  may  some- 
times be  an  altar.  But  Mr.  Philip  had  ducked  his  head  and 
his  ears  were  red.  Shame  was  entering  the  room  like  a  bad 
smell. 

For  a  minute  Yaverland  did  not  dare  to  look  at  Ellen.  "  I 
had  forgotten  she  was  a  girl,"  he  thought  miserably.  "  I  thought 
of  nothing  but  how  keen  she  is  on  Spain.  I  don't  know  how 
giris  feel  about  things.  .  .  ."    But  she  was  sitting  warm  and 
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rosy  in  a  happy  dream,  looking  very  solemnly  at  a  picture  she 
was  making  m  the  darkness  over  his  left  shoulder.     She  had 
liked  the  story,  although  the  thought  of  men  lighting  over  a 
woman  made  her  feel  sick,  as  any  conspicuous  example  of  the 
passivity  common  in  her  sex  always  did.     But  the  rest  she  had 
thought  lovely.     It  was  a  beautiful  idea  of  the  Marquis's  to  turn 
the  bed  into  an  altar.     Probably  he  had  often  gone  into  his 
wife's  room  to  kiss  her  good-night.     She  saw  a  narrow  iron 
bedstead  such  as  she  herself  slept  in,  a  face  half  hidden  by  the 
black  hair  flung  wiue  across  the  pillow,  a  body  bent  like  a  bow 
under  the  bedclothes,  for  she  herself  still  curled  up  at  nights  as 
dogs  and  children  do ;    and  the  Marquis,  whom  she  pictured 
as  carrying  a  robin's  egg  blue  enameUed  candlestick  like  the 
one  she  always  carried  up  to  her  room,  kneeling  down  and 
kissing  his  wife  very  gently  lest  she  should  awake.     Love  must 
be  a  great  compensation  to  those  who  have  not  political  ambi- 
tions.    She  became  aware  that  Yaverland's  eyes  were  upon  her. 
and  she  slowly  smiled,  reluctantly  unveihng  her  goodwill  to  him. 
It  again  appeared  to  him  that  the  world  was  a  place  in  which 
one  could  be  at  one's  ease  without  disgrace. 

He  stood  up  and  brought  a  close  to  the  business  interview 
and  was  gripping  Mr.  Philip's  hand,  when  a  sudden  recoUection 
reddened  his  face.  "Ah,  there's  one  thing,"  he  said  quite 
hghtly,  though  the  vein  down  the  middle  of  his  forehead  had 
darkened.  "  You  see  from  those  letters  that  a  Sefior  Vicente  de 
Rojas  is  making  an  offer  for  the  house.  He's  not  to  have  it. 
Do  you  understand  ?     Not  at  any  price." 

The  effect  of  this  restriction,  made  obviously  at  the  behest 
of  some  deep  passion,  was  to  make  him  suddenly  sinister.  They 
gazed  at  Mm  as  though  he  had  revealed  that  he  carried  arms. 
But  Ellen  remembered  business  again. 

"Those  letters,"  she  reminded  Mr.  Philip,  "had  I  not 
better  read  them  over  before  Mr.  Yaverland  goes  ?  " 
..  ^r^^,'^®^^^^  caught  his  breath,  then  spoke  off-handedly. 
You  re  forgetting.  They  don't  speak  Spanish  in  Brazil,  but 
Portuguese."  And  added  confidentially,  "  Of  course  you  were 
thinking  of  the  Argentine." 

She  was  as  hurt  by  the  revelation  of  this  vast  breach  in  her 
omniscience  as  the  bright  twang  of  knowingness  in  her  voice 
had  told  him  she  would  be. 

",  Yes."  she  said  unsteadily.  "  I  was  thinking  of  the  Argen- 

He  shook  hands  with  Mr.  Philip,  and  she  took  him  down  the 
comdor  to  the  door,    She  bUnked  back  her  tears  as  he  stood  at 
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the  head  of  the  stair  and  put  up  his  collar  with  those  strange 
hands  that  were  speckled  like  a  snake's  belly,  for  it  seemed  a 
waste,  like  staying  indoors  when  the  menagerie  procession  is 
going  round  the  town,  to  let  anything  so  unusual  go  away 
without  seeing  as  much  of  it  as  possible.  Then  she  remembered 
the  thing  that  she  had  wanted  to  say  in  the  other  room,  and 
wondered  if  it  would  be  bold  to  speak,  and  finally  remarked  in 
a  voice  disagreeable  with  shyness,  "  The  people  up  on  the  Pent- 
land  Hills  use  that  word  you  said  was  in  Shakespeare.  Snow- 
broth.  When  the  hill-streams  run  full  afler  the  melting  of  the 
snows,  that's  snow-broth." 

He  liked  won^en  who  were  interested  in  queer-shaped  frag- 
ments ot  fact,  for  they  reminded  him  of  his  mother.  He  took 
pains  to  become  animated  at  her  news. 

"  They  do,  they  do !  "  Ellen  assured  him,  pleased  by  his 
response.    "  And  they  say '  hit '  for '  it.'  which  is  Anglo-Saxon." 
He  noticed  that  her  overall,  which  she  was  growing  out  of, 
fitted  tightly  on  her  over-thin  shoulders  and  showed  how  their 
hne  was  spoilt  by  the  deep  dip  of  the  clavicle,  and  wondered 
why  that  imperfection  should  make  her  more  real  to  him  than 
she  had  been  when  he  had  thought  her  whoUy  beautiful.  Again 
he  became  aware  of  her  discontent  with  her  surroundings,  which 
had  exerted  on  her  personality  nothing  of  the  weakening  effect 
of  despair,  since  it  sprang  from  such  a  rich  content  with  the 
tmiyerse,  such  a  confident  faith  that  the  supremest  beauty  she 
could  imagine  existed  somewhere  and  would  satisfy  her  if  only 
she  could  get  at  it.    He  said,  with  no  motive  but  to  confirm 
her  belief  that  the  world  was  full  of  interest,  "  You  must  go  on 
with  your  Spanish,  you  know.    Don't  just  treat  it  as  a  com- 
mercial language.    There's  a  lot  of  fine  stuff  in  Spanish  litera- 
ture.^^    He  hesitated,  feeling  uncertain  as  to  whether  "  Celes- 
«  c*.    °L,J"an  de  Ruiz  were  really  suitable  for  a  young  girl, 
u^*/^^""^*'  y°"  lait>'v,"  he  suggested,  with  the  air  of  one 
who  had  landed  on  his  feet. 

"Oh.  I  can't  do  with  religion."  said  Ellen  positively. 
He  spluttered  a  laugh  that  seemed  to  her  the  firet  irrational 
naw  in  something  exquisitely  reasonable,  and  ran  down  the 
aaric  stairs.  She  attended  imaginatively  to  the  sound  of  his 
lootsteps  ;  as  on  her  first  excited  night  in  country  lodgings  the 
summer  before  she  had  sat  up  in  bed  listening  to  horse^s  hooves 
Beating  through  the  moonlit  xnllage  street,  and  had  thought  of 
tne  gaosts  of  highwaymen.  But  this  was  the  ghost  of  an 
iiiizabethan  seaman.  She  could  see  him.  bearded  and  with 
goia  rings  in  his  ears  and  the  lustrousness  of  fever  in  his  eyes 
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captaining  with  oaths  and  the  rattle  of  arms  a  boat  rowed  by 
naked  Indians  along  a  yellow  waterway  between  green  cliffs  of 
fohage.  Yes,  she  could  not  imagine  him  consulting  any  map 
that  was  not  gay  with  painted  figures  and  long  scrolls. 

Dazed  with  the  wonder  of  him,  she  went  back  into  the  room, 
and  it  was  a  second  or  two  before  she  noticet  that  Mr.  Philip 
was  ramming  his  hat  on  his  head  and  putting  on  his  overcoat 
as  though  he  had  not  a  moment  to  lose.  "  You've  no  need  to 
fash  yourself,"  she  told  him  happily.  "It's  not  half-past  seven 
yet.  You've  got  a  full  hour.  I  can  run  down  and  heat  up  your 
chop,  if  you'll  wait." 

"  Oh,  spare  yourself  !  "  he  begged  her  shortly. 

She  moved  about  the  room,  putting  away  papers  and  shutting 
drawers  and  winding  up  the  eight-day  clock  on  the  mantelpiece 
a  clear  three  days  before  it  needed  it,  with  a  mixed  motive  of 
clearing  up  before  her  departure  and  making  it  clean  and  bare 
as  befitted  a  place  where  heroes  came  to  do  business  ;  and  she 
was  more  than  unaware  that  Mr.  Philip  was  watching  her  like 
an  ambushed  assassin  ;  she  was  confident  in  a  conception  of  the 
world  which  excluded  any  such  happening.  He  was  standing 
by  the  mantelpiece  fastening  his  furry  storm-gloves,  and  though 
he  found  it  teasing  to  adjust  the  straps  in  the  shadow,  he  would 
riot  step  into  the  Hght  and  look  down  on  his  hands.  For  his 
little  eye  was  set  on  Ellen,  and  it  was  dull  with  speculation  as  to 
whether  she  knew  what  he  had  meant  to  do  to  her  that  moment 
when  the  knocking  came  at  the  door.  Because  the  thing  that 
he  had  meant  to  do  seemed  foul  when  he  looked  on  her  honour- 
ably held  little  head  and  her  straight  blue  smock,  he  began  to 
tamper  with  reality,  so  that  he  might  believe  himself  not  to 
have  incurred  the  guilt  of  that  intention.  Surely  it  had  been 
she  that  had  planned  that  thing,  not  he  ?  Girls  were  nasty- 
minded  and  were  always  thinking  about  men.  He  began  to 
remember  the  evening  all  over  again,  dusting  with  lasciviousness 
each  of  the  gestures  that  had  shone  with  such  clear  colours  in 
his  sight,  dulling  each  of  the  sentences  by  which  she  had  dis- 
played to  him  her  trimly-kept  mental  accoutrement  until  they 
became  simpering  babble,  falsifying  his  minute  memory  of  the 
scene  until  it  became  a  record  of  her  lust  instead  of  his.  Some- 
thing deep  in  him  stated  quietly  and  glumly  that  he  was  now 
doing  a  wrong  far  worse  than  the  thing  that  he  had  planned,  and, 
though  he  would  not  listen,  it  was  making  him  so  sensible  that 
the  essence  of  the  evening  was  his  degradation  that  he  felt  very 
ill.  If  the  palpitation  of  his  heart  and  the  shortness  of  his  breath 
continued  he  would  have  to  sit  down  and  then  she  would  be 
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kind  to  him.  He  would  never  forgive  her  for  all  this  trouble  she 
had  brought  on  him. 

When  she  could  no  longer  hold  it  in  she  exclaimed  artlessly, 
"  Yon  Mr,  Yaverland's  a  most  interesting  man." 

He  searched  for  an  insult  and  felt  resentful  of  the  required 
effort,  for  his  heart  was  making  him  very  uncomfortable.  He 
wished  some  crude  gesture,  some  single  ugly  word,  would  do  it. 
"  You  thought  him  an  interesting  man  ?  "  he  asked  naggingly. 
•'  You  don't  surprise  me.  It  was  a  bit  too  plain  you  thought  so. 
I'll  thank  you  not  to  be  so  forward  with  a  client  again.  It'll 
give  the  office  a  bad  name.  And  chatting  at  the  door  like 
that  I  " 

He  looked  for  his  umbrella,  which  was  kept  in  this  room  and 
not  in  the  hall-stand,  lest  its  handsome  cairngorm  knob  should 
tempt  any  of  the  needier  visitors  to  the  office,  and  removed 
its  silk  cover,  which  he  placed  in  the  pocket  where  he  kept 
postage-stamps  and,  to  provide  for  emergencies,  a  book  of  court 
plaster. 

"I'm  sure  I'll  not  have  to  speak  twice  about  this,  Miss 
Melville,"  he  said,  vnth  an  appearance  offforbearing  kindliness, 
as  he  passed  out  of  the  door.     "  Good  night." 


(4) 

She  paused  in  the  dark  archway  that  led  into  Hume  Park 
Square. 

"  It  can't  hurt  me,  what  Mr.  PhiHp  said,  because  it  isn't 
taaic.  '  She  wagged  a  pedagogic  finger  at  herself.  "  See  here  I 
Thmk  of  It  m  terms  of  Euclid.  If  you  do  a  fault v  proof  by  super- 
posit'  in  and  haven't  remembered  the  theorem  rightly,  you  can 
go  Oii  saying,  '  Lay  AB  along  DE  '  till  aU's  blue  and  you'U 
never  make  C  coincide  with  F.  In  the  same  way  Mr.  Philip 
can  blether  to  his  silly  heart's  content  and  he'U  never  prove  that 
I  m  a  bold  girl.  Me.  EUen  MelviUe,  who  cares  for  nothing  in 
the  world  except  the  enfranchisement  of  women  and  gettine 
on.  ..."  t>        & 

She  felt  better.  "  There's  nothing  in  Hfe  you  can't  get  the 
better  of  by  thinking  about  it,"  she  said  sententiously,  and  feU 
to  dabbmg  her  eyes  with  her  handkerchief.  She  could  easily 
pass  off  her  tearstains  as  the  marks  of  a  bad  cold.  "  It's  a 
dreadful  thing  to  rejoice  in  another  body's  affliction,  but  some- 
tm^  I  m  glad  mother's  so  short-sighted. 

"  He  wa»ted  to  make  me  unhappy,  but  he  did  not  know 
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how."  she  thought,  with  a  sudden  renewal  of  rage.  "  Now  I 
should  have  minded  awful  if  he  had  noticed  that  slip  I  made 
about  the  Brazilians  talking  Spanish.  It  was  a  mercy  yon  man 
Yaverland  thought  I  was  thinking  of  the  Argentine."  But 
indeed  the  stranjjer  would  never  have  wanted  to  hurt  her  ;  she 
felt  sure  that  he  was  either  very  kind  to  people  or  very  in- 
different. She  began  to  recall  him  delightedly,  to  see  him  stand- 
mg  in  the  villa  garden  against  a  hedge  of  scarlet  flowers  that 
marched  as  tall  as  soldiers  beside  a  marble  wall,  to  see  him 
moving,  dark  and  always  a  little  fierce,  through  a  world  of 
rj*/  ■  ^*^  "°'  *°°  fatigued  to  imagine  save  as  a  kind  of 
solidification  of  a  sunset.  Dreamily  she  moved  to  the  little 
house  in  the  comer.  ,  .  . 

It  was  her  habit  to  let  herself  in  with  the  h.tchkey  iust  as  if 
she  were  the  man  of  the  house. 

"  Mercy,  EUen,  you're  late  I  I  was  getting  feared  I  "  cried 
her  mother,  who  had  gone  to  the  kitchen  to  boil  up  the  cocoa 
when  she  heard  the  key  in  the  lock.  She  liked  that  sound. 
H-lIen  thought  herself  a  wonderful  new  sort  of  woman  who  was 
going  to  be  just  like  a  man  ;  she  would  have  been  surprised  if 
she  had  known  how  many  of  her  stem-browed  ambitions,  how 
much  of  her  vinle  swagger  of  life,  were  not  the  invention  of  her 
own  soul,  but  had  been  suggested  to  her  by  an  old  woman  who 
liked  to  pretend  her  daughter  was  a  son. 

"  We  had  a  great  press  of  business  and  I  had  to  stay,"  said 
bUen  with  masculine  nonchalance.  "  A  most  interesting  client 
came  m.  .  .  .  ° 


CHAPTER  II 


(I) 

Every  Saturday  afternoon  EUen  sold  VoUs  for  Wn*n,n  !« 
Pnnces  Street,  and  the  next  day  found  hefas^^ud  ^?h  a 
purple,  white  and  green  poster  hung  from  her  waist  Sa  Tundle 
hi  papers  tucked  under  her  arm.  This  street-selling  had  always 
fetof  hefd?™r/°  ^*^^Pf°"d  spirit,  for  it  wa!  one  of  J^l 
Jhnnlf  J  ^,^"»^"fs  upon  the  universe  that  she  should  be  weU 
thought  of  eternally  and  by  everyone  ;  but  she  had  hitherto 
fcTaif"l*T^  ^^  the  reflection  that  ^hile  there  were  wSn 
tA  ^  *^"t'  T^  ^^^y^  '"  *^°s^  days,  it  ill  became  her  ?o 

Ml  tlTh^^'^^^r""*^^  (""^  ^^«^°"«  k"ew  what  she  wi. 
for  all  that  she  opened  so  many  bazaare)  laughed  down  her  lona 
Jiose  as  she  went  by.  But  now  Ellen  had  IcS  ^l^er  morj 
Stiffening,  and  as  that  had  always  been  her  soeciXv  chfw.c 
distressed  by  the  lack  ;  she  felt  like  a  dre^  shS  that^a  caJekS 
Jrasherwoman  had  forgotten  to  starch.  The  pigging TS 
|assers-by  and  the  manifest  unpopularity  of  her  opSf  pricked 

2^1?,    f  ,     }■      *^^  d^y  ^^  g^ven  over  to  a  high  melan- 

Jholy  of  grey  clouds,  which  did  not  let  the  least  stain  of  we?k 
«itumn  sunhght  discolour  the  black  majesty  ofiL  C^tle  p!(?k 
Mid  that  a  bold  wind  played  with  the  dull  clothes  of  the  Edin' 

dSrf  •  fi  '^""^^  '^'"^  ^'^t  i'^to  fantastic  sha^^Se 
doaks  earned  by  grandees,  were  as  nothing  to  her  ScaSe  tS 
hurricane  tore  the  short  ends  of  her  hair  from  Siderh^rJa? 
and  made  them  straggle  on  her  forehead.     "  I  d^bt  if  I'll  b^ 

5^d  tr^r'f  !^^'"*^  '^  '^''  ^^''  °"' "  she  meditaS  gloomily 
itad  the  people  that  went  by,  instead  of  beine  as  mnTml™ 

p)Her  over  her  and  tormented  her  by  making  :.er  susoert  th-. 
worthlessness  of  her  errand.  It  seemed  the  he  S  of  ^11  v  to 
Work  for  the  race  if  the  race  was  like  this  :  men  who  if  t^heS 
had  dignity,  looked   cold  and  inaccessible  ^^InTdis^t^Z 
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causes ;  men  who  were  without  dignity  and  base  as  monkeys ; 
mountainous  old  men  who  looked  bland  because  the  crevices 
of  their  expressions  had  been  tilled  up  with  fat,  but  who  showed 
in  the  glares  they  gave  her  and  her  papers  an  immense  expert- 
ness  in  coarse  malice  ;  hen-like  genteel  women  with  small 
mouths  and  mean  little  figures  that  tried  for  personality  with 
trimmings  and  feather  boas  and  all  other  adornments  irrelevant 
to  the  structure  of  the  human  body  ;  flappers  who  swung  scarKt 
bows  on  their  plaits  and  otherwise  assailed  their  Presbyterian 
environment  by  glad  cries  of  the  appearance  ;  and  on  all  these 
faces  the  smirk  of  superior  sagacity  that  vulgar  people  give 
to  the  ujitriumphant  ideal.  "  1  must  work  out  the  ethics  of 
suicide  this  evening,"  thought  lillen  chokingly,  "  for  if  the 
world's  like  this  it's  the  wisest  thing  to  do.  But  not,  of  course, 
until  mother's  gone." 

She  mechanically  offered  a  paper  to  a  passing  flapper,  who 
rejected  it  with  a  scornful  exclamation,  "  'Deed  no,  Ellen 
Melville  !  I  think  you're  mad."  Ellen  recognised  her  as  a 
despised  schoolfellow  and  gnashed  her  teeth  at  being  treated 
Uke  this  by  a  poor  creature  who  habitually  got  thirty  per  cent, 
in  her  arithmetic  examination.  "  Mad,  am  I  ?  Not  so  mad 
as  you,  my  de^r,  thinking  you  look  like  Phyllis  Dare  with  yon 
wee,  wee  pigtail.  You  evidently  haven't  realised  that  a  Scotch 
girl  can't  help  looking  sensible.  That  graceful  butterfly  frivolity 
that  comes  so  easy  to  the  EngUsh,  and,  I've  haird,  the  French, 
is  not  for  us.  I  think  it's  something  about  our  ankles  that 
prevents  us."  She  looked  at  the  girl's  feet,  said  "  Ay  1  "  in  a 
manner  that  hinted  that  they  confirmed  her  theory,  and  turned 
away,  remarking  over  her  shoulder,  "  Mind  you,  I  admire  your 
spirit,  setting  out  to  look  like  one  of  these  light  English  actresses 
when  your  name's  Davidina  Todd."  The  wind  was  trying  to 
tear  the  poster  from  the  cord  that  held  it  to  her  waist,  the  cold 
was  making  her  sniff,  and  as  she  gave  her  back  to  this  flimsy 
little  fool  she  caught  sight  of  a  ministei  standing  a  yard  or  two 
away  and  giggling  "  Tee  hee  I  "  at  her.  It  was  too  much.  She 
darted  down  on  him.  "  Are  you  not  Mr.  Hunter  of  the  Middle- 
ton  Place  United  Free  Church  ?  "  she  asked,  making  her  voice 
sound  soft  and  cuddly. 

He  wiped  the  facetiousness  from  his  face  and  assented  with 
a  polite  bob.  Perhaps  she  was  the  daughter  of  an  elder.  Quite 
nice  people  were  taking  up  this  nonsense. 

"  I  heard  you  preach  last  Sunday,"  she  said,  glowing  with 
interest.  He  began  to  look  coy.  Then  her  voice  changed  to 
something  colder  than  the  wind.    "  The  most  lamentable  sairraon 
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Neither  lairning  nor  inspiration.    And 


I 


I  ever  listened  to. 
read  sairraon,  too." 

uDon\*^  black  back  threaded  througn;the  traffic  remorse  feU 
upon  her.  Here  s  an  opportunity  for  doing  quiet  uncom- 
plaining  service  to  the  Cause/'  she  reproached  htrself,  "'and  I^ 
turning  it  into  a  fair  picnic  for  my  tongue."  Everyone  waa 
rubbish  and  she  herself  was  no  exception.'  Her  hair7rne^ly 
down.    And  she  had  to  stay  there  fur  another  hour.  ^ 

But  she  determined  to  endure  It  ;  and  Richard  Yaverland 
who  afar  off  had  formed  the  intention  of  stopping  and  speakinJ 
to  the  girl  with  the  postei  because  she  had  such  half,  w^  sSS? 
reminded  by  the  comic  and  romantic  quality  of  her  attitude 
that  this  w^  the  typist  he  had  met  on\he  previous  evening 
who.c  manifest  discontent   and  ambition  had  come  into  his 
mind  more  than  once  during  his  sleepless  night  and  had  dis- 
ressed  him  until  some  recollected  gesture  or  accent  made  liim 
laugh.    He  shghtly  resented  this  recognition  and  the  cha^g^ 
It  vvorked  on  his  emotional  tone.     For  he  was  compelled  to  tliink 
of  her  as  a  human  being  and  be  sorry  because  she  was  plaiX 
cold  and  miserable ;   and  it  was  his  desire  to  look  on  women 
with  a  magpie  thievish  eye  and  no  concern  for  their  souls 
I  Considenng    he  part  that  most  of  them  played  in  Ufe  it  wi 
I  urmarrantable  of  them  to  have  souls.     The  dimier  tha    o^ 
eats  does  not  presume  to  have  a  so-ol.     But  the  happy  freedom 
of  lie  voluptuary  was  not  for  him  ;  against  his  wih  there  lived 

hi^  ^Th '""^  T '^l"  "°^  ^^°^  *^^^^^  ^*^°^itive  to  spiriS 
things  and  despondent  but  powerfuUy  vigilant  about  the  hapoi- 
ness  of  other  people.     He  said  to  himself,  "  That    ittle  ^fus 

been  lude  to  her.  (He  did  not  know  his  EUen  yet.)  "  I  must 
give  her  a  moment  to  get  her  poor  little  face  straight."  So  until 
he^drew  level  with  her  his  dark  eyes  were  hxed%n  the  cLtle 

i  And  Ell.  n  thought,  "  Why,  here  is  the  big  man  who  has 
been  m  Spain  and  South  America  and  has  the  quee?  sSns  o^ 
tishands!  How  big  he  is  and  dark  !  He  looks  hke  a  king^ong 
«c.e  other,  people  And  how  wonderful  his  eyes  are  I  He  i! 
Pe  hari?//'""'  here,  .eeing  some  distant  beautiful  thfn? 
perhaps  that  mountainside  he  told  us  about  where  the  reflection 
Of  the  sky  IS  like  a  purple  .hadow  on  the  snow.  A  poet  mSt 
fc.ok  hke  that  when  he  is  thinking  of  a  poem  Buf-bu?^f 
|c  Keei^  un  staring  up  there  he  won't  see  m'e  and  buy  a  paoer 
I  should  like  to  interest  him  in  the  Cause.  And  I  daJei^t  sS 
to  him.      She  flushed.    Though  Mr.   Phihp's  claw  had^n^ 
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done  all  the  hurt  it  hoped,  it  had  yet  mauled  its  victim  cruelly. 
"  That  would  look  bold." 

But  in  the  nick  of  time  his  eyes  fell  on  her.    He  gave  a 
start  of  surprise  and  said  in  his  kind,  insolent  voice : 
"  Good  morning.    So  you're  a  Sufiragette." 
She  was  pleased  to  be  pubUcly  recognised  by  such  a  splendid 
person,  and  answered  shyly :   but  caught  a  glint  in  lus  eyes 
which  reminded  her  that  she  wasn't  perfectly  sure  that  he- 
really  had  thought  she  was  thinking  of  the  Argentine  when  she 
had  proposed  writing  to  BrazU  in  Spanish.    Was  it  possible 
that  he  was  not  being  entirely  respectful  to  her  ?    She  would 
not  have  that,  for  she  was  splendid  herself  too,  though  the  idiot 
world  had  given  her  no  chance  to  show  it.    She  pulled  herself 
together,  knitted  her  brows,  and  looked  as  much  Uke  Mr.  Glad- 
stone as  could  be  managed  with  such  a  pliable  profile. 

"  SeU  me  one  of  your  papers,"  he  said.  "  No.  don  t  bother 
about  the  change.  The  Cause  can  let  itself  go  on  the  odd  eleven- 
pence. Well,  I  think  you're  wonderful  to  stand  out  here  in 
this  awful  weather  with  all  these  bUghters  going  by." 

"  When  one  is  wrapped  up  in  a  great  Cause,  rephed  tUen 
superbly,  "one  hardly  notices  these  minor  discomforts.  WiU 
you  not  take  a  ticket  for  the  meeting  next  Friday  at  the  Synod 
Hall  ?  Mrs.  Ormiston  and  Mrs.  Mark  Lyle  are  speaking.  The 
tickets  are  half-a-crown  and  a  shiUing.  But  you'll  find  the 
shilling  ones  quite  good,  for  they're  both  exceptionally  clear 
and  audible  speakers.    Women  are."  . 

"  Next  Friday  ?  Yes,  I  can  come  upthat  night.  Are  you  takmg 
the  chair,  or  seconding  the  resolution,  or  anything  Uke  that  ? 

"  Me  ?  Mercy,  no  !  "  ^jasped  EUen.  Had  he  really  been 
taken  in  by  her  bluff  that  sne  was  grown-up  ?  For  she  had  a 
feeling,  which  she  would  never  admit  even  to  herself  but  which 
came  to  her  nearly  every  day,  that  she  was  a  truant  chUd  mas- 
querading in  long  skirts,  and  that  at  any  moment  someone  naight 
come  and  with  the  bleak  unanswerable  authority  of  a  school- 
mistress order  her  back  to  her  short  frocks  and  the  class-room. 
But  this  was  nonsense,  for  she  really  was  grown-up.  She  was 
seventeen  past  and  earning.    "No.    I'll  be  stewarding  and 

selling  literature."  ,    .,     x-  i  i. 

"  Good."  He  handed  her  half-a-crown  and  took  the  ticket 
from  her,  folded  it  across,  hesitated,  and  asked  appeaUngly: 
"  I  say,  hadn't  you  better  write  your  name  on  this  ?  I  once 
went  to  a  Suffrage  meeting  in  Glasgow  and  they  wouldn't  let 
me  in  because  they  thought  I  looked  the  sort  of  person  who 
would  interrupt.    But  if  you  wrote  your  name  on  my  ticket 
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or  anybody  ?  "  °°  *  ^^  ^  ^  '^^^^^  about  anything 

cultv'fo?"he  haZn^H?''-^"'^  '^'  ^^d'^"«i  ^th  some  diffi- 

the  oVely  ?4e  tU  2'  had  TT^  *°  ^"^  1°  ^"^*^°"  ^^^t 
^his  mind  like  a  hnrnn^^      °-  ^^'u  P'^^^y  P""t  0^  the  scene  on 

i:  "H'S^^&g  TSc^oTofti  lls^^?r^^ 

graceless  embarrassment  tharhe  W  Ihol  l?'th?^^^^      ^^' 

*n  alti     He  wt.r  .  I*  *he  story  of  the  bed  that  was  made 
^0^'.  .  /■         ^  ^*  ^^'  '^^P^y  ^^  said  to  himself :    "  I 

i.  S^  !r^  !J''*  '    ^^«  "ote  of  her  face  was  pure  expectancv 

khS^'lil'r"^^?^  "?  *he  sraaUest  excuse  for  staying 

«ieeting'-'SJs&''and  fr^'^-^" '  J  ^'^  ^'^'"^  y°"  ^t  tSf 
Ae  was  on  h.,w  K    ?^  ,*^^"'  si"^^  he  remembered  how  keen 

f "  Yes^^ieTdo^'thS''-^^''  ^"'^i^^^  ^''''  "^y  ^^  ^*^^  ^^" 
•fterhim\viuL^iev4  ^J)^,,^^^  ^^P^tently.  and  looked 
iie  thoueht     "  T«.^  ^  ^°'  he  looks  most  adventurous  I  " 

f^   nought.       I  wonder,  now.  if  he's  ever  kiUed  a  man  ?  " 
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"  Is  my  frock  hooked  up  all  the  way  down  ?  "  wondered 
Ellen,  as  she  stood  with  her  back  to  a  pillar  in  the  Synod  Hall. 
"  Not  that  I  care  a  button  about  it  myself,  but  for  the  sake  of 
the  Cause  ..."  But  that  small  worry  was  just  one  dark  leaf 
floating  on  the  quick  sunlit  river  of  her  mind,  for  she  was  very 
happy  and  excited  at  these  Suffrage  meetings.  She  had  taken 
seven  shillings  and  sixpence  for  pamphlets,  the  hall  was  filling 
up  nicely,  and  Miss  Traquair  and  Dr.  Katherine  Kennedy  and 
Miss  Mackenzie  and  several  members  of  the  local  militant  suffrage 
society  had  spoken  to  her  as  they  went  to  their  places  just  as 
if  they  counted  her  grown-up  and  one  of  themselves.  And  she 
was  flushed  with  the  sense  of  love  and  power  that  comes  of 
comradeship.  She  looked  back  into  the  hideous  square  hall, 
with  its  rows  of  chattering  anticipant  people,  and  up  to  the 
gallery  packed  with  faces  dyed  yellowish  drab  by  the  near 
unmitigated  gas  sunburst,  and  she  smiled  briUiantly.  All 
these  p)eople  were  directing  their  attention  and  enthusiasm  to 
the  same  end  as  herself :  would  feel  no  doubt  the  same  tightness  of 
throat  as  the  heroic  women  came  on  the  platfonii,  and  would 
sanctify  the  emotion  as  sane  by  sharing  it ;  a^id  by  their  willing- 
ness to  co-operate  in  rebellion  were  making  her  individual 
rebelUous  will  seem  less  Uke  a  schoolgirl's  penknife  and  more 
like  a  soldier's  sword.  "  I'm  being  a  politikon  Zoon  I  "  she 
boasted  to  herself.  She  had  always  liked  the  expression  when 
she  read  it  in  The  Scotsman  leaders. 

And  here  they  were  !  The  audience  made  a  tumult  that  was 
half  applause  and  half  exclamation  at  a  prodigy,  and  the  three 
women  who  made  their  way  on  the  platform  seemed  to  be 
moving  through  the  noise  as  through  a  viscid  element.  The 
woman  doctor,  who  was  to  be  the  chairman,  lowered  her  ciu-ly 
grey  head  against  it  buttingly  ;  Mrs.  Ormiston,  the  mother  of 
the  famous  rebels  Brynhild,  Melissa,  and  Guendolen,  and 
herself  a  heroine,  lifted  a  pale  face  where  defiance  dwelt  among 
the  remains  of  dark  loveliness  like  a  beacon  lit  on  a  grey  castle 
keep ;  and  Mrs.  Mark  Lyle,  a  white  and  golden  wonder  in  a 
beautiful  bright  dress,  moved  swimmingly  about  and  placed 
herself  on  a  chair  like  a  fastidious  lily  choosing  its  vase.  Oh  ! 
it  was  going  to  be  lovely !  Wasn't  it  ridiculous  of  that  man 
Yaverland  to  have  stayed  away  and  missed  all  this  glory,  to 
say  nothing  of  wasting  a  good  half-crown  and  a  ticket  which 
someone  might  have  been  glad  of  ?  It  just  showed  that  men 
were  hopeless  and  there  was  no  doing  anything  for  them. 


&^^MijmMm 


( 


THE  JUDGE  jj 

oft^:ln^^^^^^  at  one 

and  strange  in  a  peaked  cap  and  ?aindiw    fr«^  tremendous 
he  had  recenty  stood  on  s^CfinTdeS^f'^^T:.^  *^°"gh 
cutlassed  seamen,  and  he  w^SL„l\^u  ^^""^^'^  o^^ere  to 
regarded  noise  a^  a  mutinv^fl?"^  ^*  *^^  *"™uit  as  if  he 
for  caJm.     By  his  sfdeTs^rtlitd^rt'^^Sd  "^^  !^'  P^^^^^«"^' 
over  his   ticket.     "The   silly   gowk f-f^i^'^VlJ^^^^^ably 
the  woman  not  read  ?    It  looks  s^fnlffl  ^^^"^  ^"«°-    "Can 
to  thmk  weU  of  the  movemS"    Pr^^T*'  ^^  ^  ^^^t  him 
unmipatient  gesture,  he  took  his  ticEi^;  T*^  ^  .'"^^«  ^"d 
women  and  read  her  the  n4bLr     ''I  ifr?-^'T.*^^  P^^^ng 
Therej  many  would  havrsnapped  a    L^'^V  '     u'^'*  E"«n 
Shehked.too.  thewavheeotfnh^c    .    ^^^  ^°'"  ^^at." 
neighaours,  and  the  neathafdecL^'S  wV '?."l'^^*"^b«g  bis 
cap  and  oilskins  and  feU  to^T^  ^r  J^'?  ^^  ^^o^^  ««  his 
his  eyes  maintained  a  dark  Scf  t?<f  f  ^^  ™otor-goggles  while 
women  on  the  platform      '' Sorion^he'^ur ^°  ^^^'  °"  ^^e 
she  said  to  hei^elf  presently     "No ^dJ.^V'  1°°^"^^  at  them  I  " 
Mrs.  Mark  Lyie.     I  believe  surhm.^*  ^^  '^  **^en  up  by 
beautiful  women.    I  hoT"  she  cnnS    ^J  ""^7  susceptible  to 
ness    '',he  is  as  susceptlwe  to  50^71:^  '"^>  ''^«^r- 
heed  of  Mrs.  Orrniston  !  "    mth^fhl^   u  ^^"^^  ^^  ^viU  take 
at  Mrs.  Orrniston.  bu?  found    he  col   'n.'T?  ^'"^^^  *°  ^<^°k 
clever  way  he  w<int  on  cleaning  fh?        T^  ^^^P  matching  the 
attention   were   fixed  ofheTS^' fhf^J^"^  ^^^  ^^^^  a^ 
tempered  about  his  movements  which  mJ""!,  something  ill. 
Jdancmgly  across  .ind  sav  teSmr  Tv?-       ^^^  ^^^  ^ant  to  eo 
smile  at  some  private IL^  fu^^esfe'd'h  H"?'     ^''  ^^^^  ^ 
his  attention,  and  he  began  to  look  mnnH  fi^^u^,^  'P*^^^  broke 
with  panic  at  the  prosBec    of^i^^     1*^'^  b^' she  was  filled 
Permit  herself  irratiCTenxolr  Hhe'^r.  ?^  ^^  "^t 
i  she  was  feding  was  not  teiror  of  Vm/      P^^tended  that  what 
feminist  againft  all  m en    a^°d  staged  S??;,  ^"V\^  ^^^^  °^  a 
"ymg  out  silently:    " What  havf ?  .    5"^^^^-^*  ^^^  platform 
vviU  have  nothing  to  do  \^th  anv  mln  *?    r.  V^*^  *^  ™^"  ?     I 
I  suppose  I  wUI  have  to  Tse  th^m  T        "^'^  -^  ^  Sre^t    Then 
financial  intrigues.^  '^'"^  ^  P^^^  '"  my  political  S 

thelS'Lj'f  sS.^  Dr*'MuSo"^^r-  ^/^  ^^^  ^^^  hissed 
feasible  square  face  lookpH  r«^  ^  ^°  1"^*  sat  down.  Her 
just  been 'obliii^'osmt^^  stem    as  though  she  S 

?f  tha  applause  it  was  evident  thatch  =,f™  *^V^*  ^^^^vity 

^^  domg.    This  rupture  of  ?hebrthtn^.r^  ^^^^  '^^  ^^d 
f        y^i  iiie  Drignt  occasion  struck  Ellen, 
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.ho  found  herself  suddenly  given  over  t^  j-^t^^^;;^^;^  ch^a.- 

teristic  of  the  ^^^^,S^tTr!^do^\^Tit  should  have 

so  beautiful  ^"J^^.teVofC^fied  women  and  speeches 
beeuservedonlyby  the  bravery  OB  ^  ^^^^ 

lucent  With  reason  and  untrernul^^^^^^^  reJrangement  to 

would  require  no  change  ot  quality  vu        y  ^:,raaxi. 

be  instantly  commemoraW^  ^,.^,  „  ,i 

moving  v^th  tha^  f.  5  conscientiousness,  had  managed  to 
which  suffer  from  it  ^^  "'"J"^"  f^^^ful  into  a  steamy  short- 
turn  a  sacramental  f^^henng^^f  the  f^  ^^^^  ^^  y^^^. 

tempered  activity  1  ke  w^^u^S  ^^^ "  j^^^g^if.  <■  she's  a  better 
self.  Ellen  MelviUe  !  she  ^^^u^^J/^'^'^d  w(rk  she's  done  at 
woman  than  ever  you  11  be  wUb  the  gran  ^^  ^ 

the  Miller's  Wynd  ^ispensaxy        But  tha    t  ^^^^^  ^ 

really  fine  woman  made  the  horsehair  texture  ^^  ^ 

the  more  unpleas^g  for  it  showed  h^^^^^^^^^ 
community  which  had  reached  an  1^^^^^^^^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^^^^ 

hardly  be  bettered  and  ^^^^^^^f  ^'g^^^^^^  these  people  Ellen 
and  yet  was  content  to  be  ^^^f -.  :;V;?"l_ire  that  everybody 
felt  Lrself.  -^^\^^l^'S^:fJZTir^^^^^  Sh'e 

should  be  nice,  to  he  ^  tenuov^  to  contend  %vith  such  as  they. 

^°S^4^V\lTnt.rero^S:r"all!-'  she  thought,  and  her 
heart  turned  over  with  fear.  .  treason 

«■"  S  2rn^  thl  wJdtSlnTU*  ything  so  fine 
to  complain  against  tne  wu.  ^    platform,  and  it 

as  this !     She  stood  very  far  fo^^J^  °n  ^^^^^^      but  did  not 
seemed  as  though  she  had  no  tnends  in  ^^^  .^^  ^^^.^^^^ 

care.    Beauty  was  her'.^'jd  h^^^^  -  ^^     ^^^ 

square  jaw  and  rounded  tem^^^.  ^ec^^  colour  which  is 

shape.    She  wore  a  dress  of  ^eep  PurPf  •  t^j,  ^^^^^.3 

almost  a  sound,  an  emo  ion,  ^^ich  J^J^^"",  Jet  North-country 

,hen  -e  ^^7,,f^n^rr>^nd  b'alin^^^^^^^^  of  a  battle- 

voice  rushed  forth  hke  *  wi"  ^^       ^„  implacable  and 

field,  the  clash  of/^rms  the  cmses  nu  j   ^^^^  ^^^ 

brutish  enemy,  the  sights  ^J  the  dying    w^  y  ^^^ 

common  swift  mortality  01    t  .^  .^  ^^^  ^j.  ^^^^j 

her  followers  brave  deeds  which  seem^^^^^^  ^^  ^j^^ 

aeck  the  hall  hke^w^^^^^^^^^^^  for  Sterrupting 

women  who  were  j^Pr^=""Ynw  thev  lav  now  day  and  night  in 
Mr.  Asquith's  meeting  "?fson  ceUs  S^^^^  '^'^  tree-stumps 
l^attrc  SeXscSsf'Srd'^into^l^n.  but  coarse  vests  because 
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they  would  not  wear  the  convict  clothes,  breathing  the  foul 
sewage-tainted  air  for  all  but  that  hour  when  they  were  carried 
up  to  the  cell  where  the  doctor  and  the  wardresses  waited  to 
bind  and  gag  them  and  ram  the  long  feeding-tube  down  into 
their  bodies.  This  they  had  endured  for  six  weeks,  and  would 
for  six  weeks  more.  She  spoke  with  a  proud  reticence  as  to 
her  sufferings,  about  her  recent  sojourn  in  Holloway,  from 
which  she  had  gained  release  by  hunger-striking  a  fortnight 
before. 

"  Ah,  I  could  die  for  her !  "  cried  Ellen  to  herself,  wet- 
eyed  with  loyalty.  "  If  only  it  weren't  for  mother  I'd  go  to 
prison  to-morrow."  Her  love  could  hardly  bear  it  when  Mrs. 
Ormiston  went  on,  restrained  rage  freezing  her  words,  to  indict 
the  conspiracy  of  men  that  had  driven  her  and  her  followers 
to  revolt  :  the  refusal  to  women  of  a  generous  education,  of  a 
living  wage,  of  opportunities  for  professional  distinction  ;  the 
soci£d  habit  of  amused  contempt  at  women's  doings  ;  the  mean- 
ness that  used  a  woman's  capacity  for  mating  and  motherhood 
t;;  Lind  her  a  slave  either  of  the  kitchen  or  of  the  streets.  All 
these  things  Ellen  knew  to  be  true,  because  she  was  poor  and 
had  had  to  drink  life  with  the  chill  on,  but  it  did  not  sadden 
her  to-  have  her  reluctant  views  confirmed  by  the  woman  she 
thought  the  wisest  in  the  world,  for  she  felt  an  exaltation  that 
she  was  afraid  must  make  her  eyes  look  wild.  It  had  always 
appeared  to  her  that  certain  things  which  in  the  main  were 
sombre,  such  as  deep  symphonies  of  an  orchestra,  the  black 
range  and  white  scaurs  of  the  Pentland  Hills  against  the  south 
horizon,  the  idea  that  at  death  one  dies  utterly  and  is  buried 
in  the  earth,  were  patterns  cut  from  the  stuff  of  reality.  They 
were  relevant  to  fate,  typical  of  life,  in  a  way  that  gayer  things, 
like  the  song  of  girls  or  the  field-checked  pleasantness  of  plains 
or  the  dream  of  a  soul's  holiday  in  eternity,  were  not.  And  in 
the  bitter  eloquence  of  this  pale  woman  she  rapturously  recog- 
nised that  same  authentic  quality. 

But  what  good  was  it  if  one  woman  had  something  of  the 
dignity  of  nature  and  art  ?  Everybody  knew  that  the  world 
was  beautiful.  She  sent  her  mind  out  from  the  hall  to  walk 
in  the  night,  which  was  not  wet,  yet  had  a  bloom  of  rain  in  the 
air,  so  that  the  lights  shone  with  a  plumy  beam  and  all  roads 
seemed  to  nm  to  a  soft  white  cliff.  Above,  the  Castle  Rock  was 
invisible,  but  certainly  cut  strange  beautiful  shapes  out  of  the 
mist ;  beneath  it  lay  the  Gardens,  a  moat  of  darkness,  raising 
to  the  lighted  street  beyond  terraces  planted  with  rough  autumn 
flowers  that  would  now  be  close-curled  balls  curiously  trinuned 
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with  dew,  and  grass  that  would  make  placid  squelching  noises 
under  the  feet ;  and  at  the  end  of  the  Gardens  were  the  two 
Greek  temples  that  held  the  town's  pictures — the  Tiepolo,  which 
shows  Pharaoh's  daughter  walking  in  a  fardingale  of  gold  with 
the  negro  page  to  find  a  bambino  Moses  kicking  in  Venetian 
siinlight ;  the  Raebums,  coarse  and  wholesome  as  a  home-made 
loaf ;  the  lent  Whistler  collection  like  a  hive  of  butterflies.  And 
at  the  Music  Hall  Frederick  Lamond  was  pla\-ing  Beethoven. 
How  his  strong  hands  would  beat  out  the  music  1  Oh,  as  to  the 
beauty  of  the  world  there  was  no  question  ! 

But  people  weren't  as  nice  as  things.     Humanity  was  no 
more  than  an  ugly  parasite  infesting  the  earth.    The  vile  quality 
of  men  and  women  could  hardly  be  exaggerated.    There  was 
Miss  Coates,  the  secretary  of  the  Anti-Suffrage  Society,  who 
had  come  to  this  meeting  from  some  obscure  motive  of  self- 
torture  and  sat   quite  close  by,  jerking   her  pale    face   about 
in  the  shadow  of  a  wide,  expensive  hat  (it  was  always  women 
like  that,  Ellen  acidly  remarked,  who  could  afford  good  clothes) 
as  she  was  seized  by  convulsions  of  contempt  for  the  speaker 
and  the  audience.    Ellen  knew  her  very  well,  for  every  Satur- 
day morning  she  used  to  stride  up  in  an  emerald  green  sports 
skirt,  holding  out  a  penny  in  a  hand  that  shook  with  rage,  and 
saying  something  indistinct   about   women   biting   policemen* 
On  these  occasions  EUen  was  physically  afraid,  for  she  could 
not  overcome  a  fancy  that  the  anklebones  which  projected  in 
geological-looking  knobs  on  each  side  of  Miss  Coates's  large  flat 
brogues  were  a  natural  offensive  weapon  like  the  spurs  of  a 
cock  ;    and  she  was  afraid  also  in  her  soul.     Miss  Coates  was 
plainly,  from  her  yellow  but  animated  pallor,  from  her  habit  of 
wearing  her  blouse  open  at  the  neck  to  show  a  triangle  of  chest 
over  which  the  horizontal  bones  lay  like  the  bars  of  a  gridiron, 
a  mature  specimen  of  a  type  that  Ellen  had  met  in  her  school- 
days.   There  had  been  several  girls  at  John  Thompson's,  usually 
bleached  and  ill-favoured  victims  of  anaemia  or  spinal  curvature, 
who  had  seemed  to  be  compelled  by  something  within  them- 
selves to  spend  their  whole  energies  in  trying,  by  extravagances 
of  hair-ribbon  and  sidecombs  and  patent  leather  belts,  the 
collection  of  actresses'  postcards,  and  the  completes!  abstention 
from  study,  to  assert  the  femininity  which  their  ill-health  had 
obscured.    Their  efforts   were   never  rewarded   by   the   com- 
panionship of  any  but  the  most  shambling  kind  of  man  or  boy  ; 
but  they  proceeded  through  life  with  a  greater  earnestness  than 
other  children  of  their  age,  intent  on  the  business  of  estabhshing 
their  sex.    Miss  Coates  w  is  plainly  the  adult  of  the  type,  who 
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had  found  in  Anti-Suffragism,  that  extreme  gesture  of  political 
abasement  before  the  male,  a  new  way  of  calling  attention  to 
what  otherwise  only  the  person  who  was  naturally  noticing 
about  clothes  would  detect.  It  was  a  fact  of  immense  and 
dangerous  significance  that  the  Government  and  the  majority 
of  respectable  citizens  were  on  the  side  of  this  pale,  sickly,  mad 
young  woman  against  the  brave,  beautiful  Mrs.  Ormiston. 
People  were  horrible. 

And  there  was  Mr.  Philip. 

Oh,  why  had  she  thought  of  him  ?  AU  the  time  that  she  had 
been  in  the  hall  she  had  forgotten  him,  but  now  he  had  come 
back  to  torture  her  untiringly,  as  he  had  done  all  that  week. 
It  had  been  all  very  well  for  her  to  run  through  the  darkness 
so  happily  that  evening,  unvexed  by  the  accusation  of  her 
boldness  because  she  was  not  bold,  for  she  had  not  then  known 
the  might  of  cruelty.  Indeed,  she  had  not  believed  that  anybody 
had  ever  hurt  anybody  deliberately,  except  long-dead  soldiers 
sent  by  mad  kings  to  make  what  history  books,  to  mark  the 
unusual  horror  of  the  event,  called  massacres.  She  had  begun 
to  know  better  late  last  Monday  afternoon.  She  had  returned 
to  her  little  room  after  taking  down  some  shorthand  notes  from 
dictation,  and,  because  there  was  a  thick,  ugly  twilight  and  she 
had  come  dazzled  by  the  crude  light  on  Mr.  Mactavish  James's 
desk,  had  moved  about  for  some  seconds,  with  a  freedom  that 
seemed  foolishness  as  soon  as  she  knew  she  was  observed  before 
she  saw  that  Mr.  Philip  was  standing  at  the  hearth. 

"  Have  you  come  straight  off  the  train  ?  "  it  was  in  her  mind  to 
say.  "  Will  I  ask  Mrs.  Powell  to  get  you  some  tea  ?  "  Buthe  looked 
strange.  The  driving  flame  of  the  fire  cast  flickering  shadows 
and  red  lights  on  the  shoulders  and  skirt  of  his  great-coat,  so 
he  looked  as  though  he  was  performing  some  evil  incantatory 
dance  of  the  body,  while  his  face  and  hands  and  feet  remained 
black  and  still.  There  was  no  sound  of  his  breath.  "Good  mercy 
on  us  I  "  she  said  to  herself.  "  Is  it  his  wraith,  and  has  he  come  to 
harm  in  London  ?  "  But  the  dark  patch  of  his  face  moved, 
and  he  began  his  long  demonstration  to  her  that  a  nan  need  not 
be  dead  to  be  dreadful.  "  Is  there  anything  you  want  of  me. 
Miss  MelviUe  ?  "  the  clipped  voice  had  asked.  It  was  so  plainly 
the  cold  answer  to  an  ogle  that  she  gazed  about  her  for  some 
person  who  deserved  this  reproach  and  whom  he  had  called  by 
hername  in  error.  But  of  course  there  was  no  one.  and  she 
realised  that  he  had  come  back  from  London  her  enemy,  that 
this  accusation  of  her  boldness  was  to  be  the  favourite  weapon 
of  his  enmity,  and  that  he  found  it  the  more  serviceable  way  to 
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accuse  her  of  making  advances  to  him  as  well  as  to  the  client 
from  Rio. 

"  I  want  nothing,"  she  said,  and  left  him.  Since  there 
was  nowhere  else  for  her  to  go,  she  was  obliged  to  wait  in 
the  lobbj'  beside  the  umbrella-stand  till  he  came  out,  quirked 
his  head  at  her  suspiciously,  and  went  into  his  father's  room. 
She  perceived  that  there  had  been  no  need  for  him  to  go  into  her 
room  save  his  desire  to  make  this  gesture  of  hate  towards  her. 
It  came  to  her  then  that,  although  an  accusation  could  not  hurt 
one  if  it  was  false,  the  accuser  could  hurt  by  the  evil  spirit  he 
discharged.  If  a  man  emptied  a  jug  of  water  over  you  from  a 
top  window  in  the  belief  that  you  were  a  cat,  the  fact  that  you 
were  not  a  cat  would  not  prevent  you  from  getting  wet  through. 
In  the  midst  of  her  alarm  she  smiled  at  finding  an  apt  image. 
There  were  still  intellectual  refuges.  But  very  few.  Every 
day  Mr.  Philip  convinced  her  how  few  and  ineffectual.  He  never 
now,  when  he  had  finished  dictating,  said,  "  That's  all  for  the 
present,  thank  you,"  but  let  an  awkward  space  of  silence  fall, 
and  then  enquired  with  an  affectation  of  patience,  "  And  what 
are  you  waiting  on,  Miss  Melville  ?  "  He  treated  her  infrequent 
errors  in  typing  as  if  she  was  a  simpering  girl  who  was  trjdng 
to  buy  idleness  with  her  charm.  And  he  was  speaking  ill  of 
her.  That  she  knew  from  Mr.  Mactavish  James's  kindnesses, 
which  brightened  the  moment  but  always  made  the  estimate 
of  her  phght  more  dreary,  since  just  so  might  a  gaoler  in  a  brigand's 
cave  bring  a  prisoner  scraps  of  sweeter  food  and  drink  when  the 
talk  of  her  death  and  the  thought  of  her  youth  had  made  him 
feel  tenderly.  Only  that  morning  he  had  padded  up  behind 
Ellen  and  set  a  white  parcel  by  her  typewriter.  "  Here's  some 
taiblet  for  you,  lassie,"  he  had  said,  and  had  laid  a  loving,  clumsy 
hand  on  her  shoulder.  What  had  Mr.  Philip  been  saying  now  ? 
And  she  did  so  want  to  be  well  spoken  of.  But  there  was 
worse  than  that — something  so  bad  that  she  would  not  allow 
her  mind  to  harbour  any  visual  image  of  it,  but  thought  of  it 
in  a  harsh,  short  sentence.  "  When  Mr.  Morrison  went  out  of 
iheroomand  we  were  left  alone  he  got  up  and  set  the  door  ajar.  .  .  ." 
Something  weak  and  little  in  her  cried  out,  "  Oh,  God,  stop  Mr. 
PhiUp  being  so  cruel  to  me  or  I  shall  die  !  "  and  something 
fiercer  said,  "  I  will  kill  him.  ..." 

There  was  a  roar  of  applause,  and  she  found  that  Mrs. 
Ormiston  had  finished  her  speech.  This  was  another  iniquity 
to  be  charged  against  Mr.  Philip.  The  thought  of  him  had 
robbed  her  of  heaven  knows  how  much  of  the  wisdom  of  her 
idol,  and  it  might  be  a  year  or  more  before  Mrs.  Ormiston  came 
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to  Edinburgh  again.    She  could  have  cried  as  she  clapped,  but 
fortunately  there  was  Mrs.  Mark  Lyle  yet  to  speak.    Shewatched 
the  advance  to  the  edge  of  the  platform  of  that  tall,  beautiful 
figure  in  the  shining  dress  which  it  would  have  been  an  under- 
statement to  call  sky-blue,  unless  one  predicated  that  the  sky 
was  Italian,  and  rejoiced  that  nature  hail  so  appropriately  given 
such  a  saint  a  halo  of  gold  hair.    Then  came  the  slow,  clear  voice 
building  a  crystal  bridge  of  argument  between  the  platform 
and  the  audience,  and  formulating  with  an  indignation  that  was 
fierce,  yet  left  her  marmoreal,  an  indictment  against  the  double 
standard  of  morality  and  the  treatment  of  unmarried  mothers. 
Ellen  clapped  loudly,  not  because  she  had  any  great  opinion 
of  unmarried  mothers,  whom  she  suspected  of  belonging  to  the 
same  type  of  woman  who  would  start  on  a  day's  steamer  ex- 
cursion and  then  find  that  she  had  forgotten  the  sandwiches, 
but  because  she  was  a  neat-minded  girl  and  could  not  abide  the 
State's  pretence  that  an  illegitimate  baby  had  only  one  parent 
when  everybody  knew  that  every  baby  had  really  two.     And 
she  fell  to  wondering  what  this  thing  was  that  men  did  to  women. 
There  was  certainly  some  definite  thing.     Children,  she  was 
sure,-  came  into  the  world  because  of  some  kind  of  embrace ; 
and  she  had  learned  lately,  too,  that  women  who  were  very  poor 
sometimes  let  men  do  this  thing  to  them  for  money :  such  were 
tlie  women  whom  she  saw  in  John  Square,  when  she  came  back 
late  from  a  meeting  or  a  concert,  leaning  against  the  garden- 
railings,  their  backs  to  the  lovely  nocturnal  mystery  of  groves 
and  moonlit  lawns,  and  their  faces  turned  to  the  line  of  rich 
men's  houses  which  mounted  out  of  the  night  like  a  tall,  im- 
pregnable fortress.     Some  were  grey-haired.     Such  traffic  was 
perilous  as  it  was  ugly,  for  somehow  there  were  babies  who  were 
bom  blind  because  of  it.     That  was  the  sum  of  her  knowledge. 
What  followed  the  grave  kisses  shown  in  pictures,  what  secret 
Romeo  shared  with  Juliet,  she  did  not  know,  she  would  not  know. 
Twice  she  had  refused  to  learn  the  truth.     Once  a  schoolfellow 
named  Anna  McLellan,  a  minister's  daughter,  a  pale  girl  with 
straight,  yellow  hair  and  full,  whitish  lips,  had  tried  to  tell  her 
something  queer  about  married  people  as  they  were  walking 
along  Princes  Street,  and  Ellen  had  broken  away  from  her  and 
run  into  the  Gardens.    The  trees  and  grass  and  daffodils  had 
seemed  not  only  beautiful  but  pleasantly  unsmirched  by  the 
human  story.    And  in  the  garret  at  home,  in  a  pile  of  her  father's 
books,  she  had  once  found  a  medical  volume  which  she  knew 
from  the  words  on  its  cover  would  tell  her  all  the  things  about 
which  she  was  wondering.    She  had  laid  her  fingers  between 
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its  leaves,  but  a  shivering  had  come  upon  her,  and  she  ran  down- 
stairs very  quickly  and  washed  her  hands.  These  memories 
made  her  feel  restless  and  unhappy,  and  she  drove  her  attention 
back  to  the  platform  and  beautiful  Mrs.  Mark  Lyle.  But 
there  came  upon  her  a  fantasy  that  she  was  standmg  again  in 
the  garret  with  that  book  in  her  hands,  and  that  Mr.  Philip  was 
leaning  against  the  wall  in  that  dark  place  beyond  the  window 
laughing  at  her,  partly  because  she  was  such  a  wee  ninny  not  lo 
know,  and  partly  because  when  she  did  know  the  truth  there 
would  be  something  about  it  which  would  humiliate  her.  She 
cast  down  her  eyes  and  stared  at  the  floor  so  that  none  might 
see  how  close  she  was  to  tears.  She  was  a  silly  weak  thing 
that  would  always  feel  like  a  bairn  on  its  first  day  at  school ; 
she  was  bping  tormented  by  Mr.  Philip.  Even  the  very  facts 
of  Ufe  ha(    been  planned  to  hurt  her. 

Oh,  to  be  like  that  man  from  Rio  !    It  was  his  splendid  fate 
to  be  made  tall  and  royal,  to  be  the  natural  commander  of  all 
men  from  the  moment  that  he  ceased  to  be  a  child.    He  could 
captain  his  ship  through  the  steepest  seas  and  fight  the  pirate 
frigate  till  there  was  nothing  between  him  and  the  sunset  but  a 
few  men  clinging  to  planks  and  a  shot-torn  black  flag  floating 
on  the  waves  hke  a  rag  of  seaweed.    For  rest  he  would  steer  to 
small  islands,  where  singing  birds  would  fly  out  of  woods  and 
perch  on  the  rigging,  and  brown  men  would  come  and  run  aloft 
and  wreathe  the  masts  with  flowers,  and  shy  women  with  long, 
loose,  black  hair  would  steal  out  and  offer  palm-wine  in  conches, 
while  he  smiled  aloofly  and  was  gracious.    It  would  not  matter 
where  he  sailed  ;    at  no  port  in  the  world  would  sorrow  wait 
for  him,  and  everywhere  there  would  be  pride  and  honour  and 
stars  pinned  to  his  rough  coat  by  grateful  kings.     And  if  he 
fell  in  love  with  a  beautiful  woman  he  would  go  away  from  her 
at  once  and  do  splendid  things  for  her  sake.     And  when  he 
died  there  would  be  a  lying-in-state  in  a  great  cathedral,  where 
emperors  and  princes  would  file  past  and  shiver  as  they  looked 
on  the  white,  stern  face  and  the  stiff  hands  clasped  on  the  hilt 
of  his  sword,  because  now  they  had  lost  their  chief  defender. 
Oh,  he  was  too  grand  to  be  known,  of  course,  but  it  was  a  joy  to 
think  0*  him. 

She  looked  across  the  hall  at  him.    Their  eyes  met. 

(3) 
There  had  mounted  in  him,  as  he  rode  through  the'damp  night 
on  his  motor-cycle,  such  an  inexplicabU  and  intense  exhilaration, 
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that  this  ugly  hall  which  was  at  the  end  of  his  journey,  with  its 
stone  corridors  in  which  a  stream  of  people  wearing  mackintoshes 
and  carrying  umbrellas  made  sad  noises  with  their  feet,  seemed 
an  anti-climax.  It  was  absurd  that  he  should  feel  like  that,  for 
he  had  known  quite  well  why  he  was  coming  into  Edinburgh 
and  what  a  Suffrage  meeting  would  be  like.  But  he  was  angry 
and  discontented,  and  impatient  that  no  deflecting  adventure 
had  crossed  his  path,  until  he  arrived  at  the  door  which  led  to 
the  half-crown  scats  and  saw  across  the  hall  that  girl  called 
Ellen  Melville.  The  coarse  light  deadened  the  brilliance  of  her 
hair,  so  that  it  might  have  been  but  a  brightly  coloured  tam-o'- 
shanter  she  was  wearing  ;  and  now  that  that  obvious  beauty  was 
not  there  to  hypnotise  the  eye  the  subtler  beauty  of  her  face 
and  body  got  its  chance.  "  I  had  remembered  her  all  wrong," 
he  said  to  himself.  "  I  was  thinking  of  her  as  a  little  girl,  but 
she's  a  beautiful  and  dignified  woman."  And  yet  her  profile, 
which  showed  against  the  dark  pillar  at  which  she  stood,  was 
very  round  and  young  and  surprised,  and  altogether  much  more 
infantile  than  the  proud  full  face  which  she  turned  on  the 
world.  There  was  something  about  her,  too,  which  he  could 
■not  identify,  which  made  him  feel  the  sharp  yet  almost  anguished 
delight  that  is  caused  by  the  spectacle  of  a  sunset  or  a  foam- 
patterned  breaking  wave,  or  any  other  beauty  that  is  intense  but 
on  the  point  of  dissolution. 

The  defile  of  some  women  on  to  the  platform  and  a  clamour 
of  clapping  reminded  him  that  he  had  better  be  getting  to  his 
seat,  and  he  found  that  the  steward  to  whom  he  had  given  his 
ticket,  a  sallow  yoiu;^  woman  with  projecting  teeth,  was  holding 
it  close  to  her  eyes  with  one  hand  and  using  the  other  to  fumble 
in  a  leather  bag  for  some  glasses  which  manifestly  were  not  there. 
He  felt  sorry  for  her  because  she  was  not  beautiful  like  Ellen 
Melville.  Did  she  grieve  at  it,  he  wondered  ;  or  had  she,  like 
most  plain  women,  some  scrap  of  comeliness,  slender  ankles  or 
small  hands,  which  she  pathetically  invested  with  a  magic 
quality  and  believed  to  be  nore  subtly  and  authentically  beauti- 
ful than  the  specious  pictorial  quality  of  other  women  ?  In 
any  case  she  must  often  have  been  stung  by  the  exasperation 
of  those  at  whom  she  gawked.  He  took  the  ticket  back  from 
her  and  told  her  the  number  of  his  seat.  It  was  far  forward, 
and  as  he  sat  down  and  looked  up  at  the  platform  he  saw  how 
vulgarly  mistaken  he  had  been  in  ttunking — as  just  for  the  moment 
that  the  sallow  woman  with  the  teeth  had  stooped  and  fumbled 
beside  hini  he  certainly  had  thought— that  the  Suffrage  movement 
was  a  fusion  of  the  discontents  of  the  unfit.    These  people  on 
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the  platform  were  real  women.  The  speaker  who  had  risen  to 
open  the  meeting  was  a  jolly  woman  like  a  cook,  with  short  grey 
curly  hair  ;  and  her  red  face  wa=  like  tlie  Scotch  face — the  face 
that  he  had  looked  on  many  a  time  in  all  parts  of  the  world 
and  had  always  been  glad  to  see,  since  where  it  was  there  was 
sense  and  courage.  She  was  the  image  of  old  Captain  Guthrie 
of  the  Gondomar,  and  Dr.  Macalister  at  the  I'ort  Said  hospital, 
and  that  medical  missionary  who  had  come  home  on  the  Celebes 
on  sick  leave  from  Mukden.  Harsh  things  she  was  sajing  - 
harsh  things  about  the  decent  Scotch  folks  who  were  shocked 
by  the  arrest  of  Suffragettes  in  London  for  brawling,  haish 
suggestions  that  they  would  be  better  employed  being  shocked 
at  the  number  of  women  who  were  arrested  in  Edinburgh  for 
solicitation. 

He  chuckled  to  think  that  the  Presbyterian  woman 
had  found  out  the  Presbyterian  man,  for  he  did  not 
believe,  from  his  knowledge  of  the  world,  that  any  man  was 
ever  really  as  respectable  as  the  Presbyterian  man  pretended  to 
be.  The  woman  who  sat  beside  her,  who  was  evidently  the 
celebrated  Mrs.  Ormiston,  was  also  a  personage.  She  had 
not  the  same  stamp  of  personal  worth,  but  she  had  the  in- 
definable historic  quality.  For  no  reason  to  be  formulated  by 
the  mind,  her  face  might  become  a  flag  to  many  thousands,  a 
thing  to  die  for,  and,  like  a  flag,  she  would  be  at  their  death  a 
mere  martial  mark  of  the  occasion,  with  no  meaning  of  pity. 

The  third  woman  he  detested.  Presumably  she  was  at  this 
meeting  because  she  was  a  loyal  Suffragist  and  wanted  to  bring 
an  end  to  the  subjection  of  woman,  yet  all  the  time  that  the 
other  woman  was  speaking  her  beautiful  body  practised  fluid 
poses  as  if  she  were  trying  to  draw  the  audience's  attention  to 
herself  and  give  them  facile  romantic  dreams  in  which  the 
traditional  relations  of  the  sexes  were  rejoiced  in  rather  than 
disturbed.  And  she  wore  a  preposterous  dress.  There  were  two 
ways  that  women  could  dress.  If  they  had  work  to  do  they 
coiUd  dress  curtly  and  sensibly  like  men  and  let  their  looks  stand 
or  fall  on  their  intrinsic  merits  ;  or  if  they  were  among  the 
women  who  are  kept  to  fortify  the  will  to  live  in  men  who  are 
spent  or  exasperated  by  conflict  with  the  world,  the  wives  and 
daughters  and  courtesans  of  the  rich,  then  they  should  wear 
soft  lustrous  dresses  that  were  good  to  look  at  and  touch  and  as 
carefully  beautiful  as  pictures.  But  this  blue  thing  v/as  neither 
sturdy  covering  nor  the  brilliant  fantasy  it  meant  to  be.  It 
had  the  spurious  glitter  of  an  imitation  jewel.  He  knew  he  felt 
this  irritation  abo;it  her  partly  because  there  was  sometlung 
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base  in  him,  half  innate  and  half  the  abrasion  his  present  circum- 
stances had  rubbed  on  his  soul,  which  was  willing  to  go  on  this 
stupid  sexual  journey  suggested  by  such  vain,  passive  women, 
and  the  saner  part  of  him  was  vexed  at  this  compliance  ;  he 
thought  he  had  a  real  case  against  her.  She  was  one  of  those 
beautiful  women  who  are  not  only  conscious  of  their  beauty  but 
have  accepted  it  as  their  vocation.  She  was  ensphered  from 
the  world  of  creative  effort  in  the  establishment  of  her  own 
perfection.  She  was  an  end  in  herself  as  no  human,  save  some 
old  saint  who  has  made  a  garden  of  his  soul,  had  any  right  to  be. 

That  little  girl  Ellen  Melville  was  lovt-lier  stuff  because  she 
was  at  grips  with  the  world.  This  woman  had  magnificent 
smooth  wolds  of  shoulders  and  a  large  blonde  dignity ;  but 
life  was  striking  sparks  of  the  flint  of  Ellen's  being.  There 
came  before  him  the  picture  of  her  as  she  had  been  that  day 
in  Princes  Street,  with  the  hairs  straggling  under  her  hat  and 
her  fierce  eyes  holding  back  the  tears,  teUing  him  haughtily  that 
a  great  cause  made  one  indifferent  to  discomfort  ;  and  he  nearly 
laughed  aloud.  He  looked  across  the  hall  at  her  and  just  caught 
her  switching  her  gaze  from  him  to  the  platform.  He  felt  a 
ciuious  swaggering  triumph  at  the  flight  of  her  eyes. 

But  Mrs.  Ormiston  had  begun  to  speak,  and  he,  too  turned 
his  attention  to  the  platform.  He  liked  this  old  woman's 
invincible  quality,  the  way  she  had  turned  to  and  made  a 
battering-ram  of  her  own  meagre  middle-aged  body  to  level  the 
walls  of  authority  ;  and  she  reminded  him  of  his  mother.  There 
was  no  physical  likeness,  but  plainly  this  woman  also  was  one  of 
those  tragically  serious  mothers  in  whose  souls  perpetual  concern 
for  their  children  dwelt  like  a  cloud.  He  thought  of  her  as  he 
had  often  thought  of  his  mother,  that  it  was  impossible  to 
imagine  her  visited  by  those  morally  blank  moods  of  purely 
sensuous  perception  which  were  the  chief  joy  he  had  found  in 
life.  Such  women  never  stood  upright,  lifting  their  faces  to 
the  sunhght,  smiUng  at  the  way  of  the  wind  in  the  tree-tops 
they  seemed  to  be  crouched  down  with  ear  to  i  arth,  listening 
to  the  footsteps  of  the  events  which  were  marching  upon  their 
beloved. 

The  resemblance  went  no  further  than  this  spiritual 
attitude,  for  this  woman  was  second-rate  stuff.  Her  beauty 
was  somehow  shoddy,  her  purple  gown  the  kind  of  garment  that 
a  clairvny.int  might  have  worn,  her  movements  had  the  used 
quaaty  of  photographers'  poses.  Publicity  had  not  been  able 
to  change  the  substance  of  the  precious  metal  of  her  soul,  but  it 
had  tarnished  it  beyond  all  remedy.    She  alluded  presently  to 
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embS?SsS  But  he  remembered  with  a  pnck  of  com- 
D^STtha?  they  had  made  exceUent  music  :  and  that  after 
S^wSthS  business  in  life.  So  with  the  Ormistons.  In  the 
™Lm¥  of  liberty  they  had  inadvertently  become  a  troupe  . 
ffThev  had  fought  like  lions.  And  they  were  giving  the 
vLg  %at  guaraX  that  Ufe  is  really  as  «"«  as  story-books 
sav  which  can  only  be  given  by  contemporary  heroism.  Little 
EUen  Melvilk  on  the  other  side  of  the  hall,  was  hfting  he  most 
S^Sace  Si  fierce  and  glo>^ing  with  hero-worship.  Thats 
Z  I  itdfo  fS  aboSt  Sld^Man  Guthrie  of  the  Gondornar  when 
I  was  seventeen."  he  thought.    "  It's  a  good  age^  .  .  . 

When  he  was  seventeen He  was  not  at  all  sure  that 

those  three  years  he  had  spent  at  sea  were  not  the  best  time 
of  ^s  Se     It  came  back  trhim.  the  salt  enchantment  of  that 
time      the  excitement  in  his  heart,  the  ironic  serenity  of  the 
^o  Jding  wor^^^^^^^  that  dawn  when  he  stood  on  the  deck  of 
hHS  sWp  i  i    sailed  out  of  the  Thames  to  the  open  sea 
The  mouth  of  the  river  was  barred  by  a  rosy,  drowsy  sunnse 
the  sW  had  lost  its  stars,  and  had  blenched,  and  was  being  flooded 
by  a  brave  dayUght  blue ;  the  water  was  changing  ^ro^^^ 
width  to  a  sheet  of  wh  te  sUk.  creased  with  blae  lines  .  tne  low 
Sis  on  the  southern  bank  and  the  flat  spit  between  the  estuary 
and  ?he  Medway  were  at  first  steamy  shapes  that^  might  have 
drowned  seamen^  dreams  of  land    ^ut  they  took  on  earthly 
colours  as  he  watched;    and  to  the  north  Kenth  Island   that 
had  been  a  blackness  running  weedy  fingers  out  into  the  flood, 
showed  its  farms  and  elms  stlnding  up  to  th^- J^dles  in  mist^ 
He  went  to  the  side  and  stared  at  the  ridge  of  hiUs  that  lay 
behindihe  island,  that  this  picture  should  be  clea^m  his  mind 
at  the  last  if  the  storms  should  take  him.    There  were  the 
four  crumbling  grey  towers  of  Roothing  Castle  ;   and  eastward 
theJe  was  Rolthing  Church,  with  its  squmt  spire  and  its  sea- 
Selyews  about^t.  and  at  its  base  the  dazzling  white  speck 
Ihich  he  knew  to  be  his  father^  tomb.    H«£f .  ^^^^^^^^^^ 
should  be  able  to  see  it  even  from  here.    All  his  life  that  mauso 
leum  had  enraged  him.    He  counted  it  a  kmd  of  cowardice  of 
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his  father  to  have  died  before  his  son  was  a  man.  He  suspected 
him  of  creeping  into  his  coffin  as  a  refuge,  of  wearing  its  lead  as 
armour,  from  fear  of  his  son's  revenges  ;  and  the  choice  of  so 
pubUc  a  sanctuary  as  this  massive  tomb  on  the  hillside  was  a 
last  insolence. 

Eastward,  a  few  fields'  length   along  the  ridge,   was   the 
belvedere  on  his  father's   estate.    He    had  not  looked  at  it 
for  years,  but  from  here  it  was  so  little  like  itself  that  he 
could  bear  to  let  his  eyes  dwell  on  it.     It  was  built  at  the  fore 
of  a  crescent -shaped  plantation  on  the  brow  of  the  hill,  and  the 
dark  woods  stretched  away  on  each  side  of  the  temple  hke  great 
green  wings  spread  by  a  small  white  bird.     And  eastward  yet 
a  mile  or  so,  at  the  end  of  a  line  of  salt-stunted  oaks,  was  the 
red  block  of  Yaverland's  End.     Under  that  thatch  was  his 
mother.     She  would  be  asleep  now.     Nearly  always  now  she 
dropped  off  to  sleep   before  dawn.    With   a  constriction   of 
the  heart  he  thought  of  her  as  she  would  be  looking  now,  lying 
very  straight  in  her  narrow  bed,  one  arm  crooked  behind  the 
head  and  the  other  rigid  by  her  side,  the  black  drift  of  her  hair 
drawn  across  her  eyes  hke  a  mask  and  her  imcovered  mouth 
speaking  very  often.     Many  of  her  night?  were  spent  in  argu- 
ment wir   the  dead.     At  the  picture  he  felt  a  rush  of  love  that 
dizzied  h.  .  .  and  he  cursed  himself  for  having  left  her,  until  the 
I  serenity  of  the  white  waters  and  the  limpid  sky  imposed  reason 
;  on  his  thoughts  as  it  was  imposing  harmoniousness  on  the  cries 
I  of  the  seagulls  and  the  shouts  of  the  sailors.     Then  he  recognised 
:  the  necessity  of  this  adventure.     It  was  his  duty  to  her  to  go 
out  into  the  world  and  do  great  things.     He  had  said  so  very 
definitely  to  himself,  and  had  turned  back  to  his  work  with  a 
j  scowl  of  resolution.     So  that  boy,  thirteen  years  before  .  .  . 
\       He  shivered  and  wished  he  had  not  thought  of  the  time 
when  he  meant  to  do  great  things,  for  this  was  one  of  the  nights 
when  he  felt  that  he  had  done  nothing  and  was  nothing.     He 
saw  his  "oul  as  something  detached  from  his  body  and  inimical 
;;to  it,  an  enveloping  substance,  thin  as  smoke  and  acrid  to  the 
Jsniell,  which  segregated  him  from  the  participation  in  reality 
i  which  he  felt  to  be  his  due,  and  he  changed  his  position,  and 
-  cleared  his  throat,  and  stared  hard  at  the  people  round  him  and 
at  the  woman  on  the  platform  in  hopes  that  some  arresting 
gesture  might  summon  him  from  this  shadow}'  prison.    But  the 
audience  sat  still  in  a  sheeplike,  grazing  sort  of  attention,  and 
Mrs,  Ormiston  continued  to  exercise  her  distinguished  querulous- 
ness  on  the  subject  of  male  primogeniture.    So  he  remained 
rooted  in  this  oppressive  sense  of  his  own  nothingness. 
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"  Oh,  come,  I've  had  an  hour  or  two  !  "  he  reassured  himself . 
There  were  those  three  days  and  nights  when  he  stood  at  the 
wheel  of  the  Father  Time,  because  the  captain  and  every  man  who 
was  wise  about  navigation  were  dying  in  their  bunks  of  New 
Guinea  fever  ;  days  that  came  up  from  the  seas  fresh  as  a  girl 
from  a  bathe  and  turned  to  a  torturing  dome  of  fire ;  nights 
when  he  looked  up  at  the  sky  and  could  not  tell  which  were  the 
stars  and  which  the  lights  which  trouble  the  eyes  of  sleep-sick 
men.  There  was  that  week  when  he  and  Perez  and  the  two 
French  chemists  and  the  handful  of  loyal  workmen  held  the 
Romanones  Works  against  the  strikers.  He  was  conscious  that 
he  had  behaved  well  on  these  occasions  and  that  they  had  been 
full  of  beauty,  but  they  had  not  nourished  him.  They  had 
ended  when  they  ended.  Such  deeds  gave  a  man  nothing  better 
than  the  exultation  of  the  actor,  who  loses  his  value  and  becomes 
a  suspended  soul,  unable  to  fulfil  his  function  when  the  curtain 
falls.  "  But  you  are  condemning  the  whole  of  human  action  !  " 
he  expostulated  with  himself.  "  Yes,  I  am  condemning  the 
whole  of  human  action,"  he  replied  tartly. 

There  remained,  of  course,  his  scientific  work.  That  was 
indubitably  good.  He  had  done  well,  considering  he  had  not 
gone  to  South  Kensington  till  he  was  twenty  and  had  broken 
the  habit  of  study  by  a  life  of  adventure,  simply  because  the 
idea  of  explosiveness  had  captured  nis  imagination.  That  rust 
is  a  slow  explosion,  that  every  movement  is  the  result  of  a  physical 
explosion,  that  explosives  are  capricious  as  women  about  the 
forces  to  which  they  yield,  so  that  this  one  will  only  ignite 
with  heat  and  that  only  with  concussion — these  facts  had  from 
his  earliest  knowledge  of  them  been  gilded  with  irrational  delight, 
and  it  had  been  no  effort  to  him  to  work  at  the  subject  with  an 
austere  diligence  that  had  shown  itself  worth  while  in  that  last 
paper  he  had  read  at  the  Paris  Conference.  That  was  a  pretty 
piece  of  research.  But  now  for  the  first  time  he  resented  his 
chemistry  work  because  it  was  of  no  service  to  his  personal  life. 
Before,  it  had  always  seemed  to  him  the  special  dignity  of  his 
vocation  that  it  could  conduct  its  researches  \vithout  resorting 
to  the  use  of  humanity  and  that  he  could  present  his  results 
unsigned  by  his  own  personality.  He  had  often  pitied  doctors, 
who,  instead  of  dealing  with  exquisitely  consistent  chemicals, 
have  to  work  on  men  and  women,  unselected  specimens  of  the 
most  variable  of  all  species,  which  was  singularly  inept  at  variat- 
ing  in  the  direction  of  beauty ;  and  it  seemed  miraculous  that 
he  could  turn  the  yeasty  worldngs  of  his  mind  into  cool,  clear 
statements  of  hitherto  unstated  truth  that  woidd  in  no  way 
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felt  Science  to  be  so  elori^nd  u  *^"^'  melancholic.  He  haS 
discover,  was  l^l&Tt^^'Zl^f.'  *°.™^^^  *^«  ^^^t 
no  man  but  a  Spirit.       ^         authentic  voice  of  God  who  is 

the  net  oTlTfe^'and  nVt£  &  "^^"5^^-    He  was  caught  in 
him ;  as  well  expec"  a  S  who  7£  ?^^' }}  ^^  °'  ^^y  Se  t^ 
foot  ma  man-tr^  to  iS  comforte?bv?h"^K  '^'  "^^^*  ^'^  ^ 
The  only  God  he  could  have  a^v  ,,1T  ^^  ^^f^^J'  <>^  the  stare. 
Salvationists  talk  about,  who  /or>  ^"^^  ^  *h«  ^'"d  the 
^,^™Pftthepublic-hourean&1n    if '''"S  ^"^^^n  men 
and  Black  Maria  with  a  «lu  .•     ?*"^  between  the  pickDockp? 
in  Science  that  woS'^ 'life  £S'ou7'of  thf  H  ,?f  f  ^-  "SSLg 
conviction  of  impotence,  thisTh^l  „Vi^h-^^"  °^  loneliness,  this 
He  perceived  that  he  had  reallT^ol  .5l^7'^""*^^  maturi^ 
that  It  was  the  meaning  of Te  wo^nl^  v 'k^  ^"^  "^^'^nd 
li  *%'?^^"^  ^^s  day  in  the  laK^l  T*^^'^'*^  "^^'^^^  had 
office  of  the  mind  it  used  to  be   to  ?i  ^.  ^'°^  *^'  ^^P*-  ^wift 
drudgery  checkered  with  fits  of  rL!°  .7  interminable  stretch  of 
moods  when  he  felt  unabL  tn^    /     "^^Z  ^PP^^^^s- "eurotic 
desolating  spaces  when  he  sto^^at  ?h?  ^"'^  "movements,  ^d 
j    \l^Jgh  grassy  embankment  whirhro      ^"dow  and  stared  at 
to  break  the  outward  forrr.f^  ran  round  the  hut,  desienS 
and  thought  griiSy  over  thp    ^"^  ''^P^«^°"  ^hat  might  IS? 
I  made  of  his  ^rk^^  mlt^LT'^^'''^  "^^  that  wereToT' 

tjat  one  set  of  fools' S^lXw  InS  tTl^l^^^^  ^^^-  - 
Oh,  this  was  hell  I  another  set  of  fools  to  glory  ? 

attitult^ctL'te'tribe^?  "°L  ^'^^^-^  the  platform  in 
and  speaking  witra  sSv^p*°  ^^f'^f^n^yu^"*'^^  «^'^^oi?' 
morality.    For  a  moment  her  aliS°  °/  ^\^  horrors  of  S-' 

marned  mothers  made  him  thi^kftrn  *^*J'  ^°"g«  ^^  S- 
of  his  mother's  head,  and  the^  the  .S^^  F'"""*  f  "*  ^^^^^ted  poise 
0  her  phrases  came  home  to  h/m  Vl""  f  "^^g^^^s  qualities 
had  been  going  on  like  thi  ^  ^"  u  "^  wondered  how  lone  shp 
these  peopl,  w1io?o;ki*^^,^d  he  fared  round  to  see  Vow 

to  imagine  other  than  fX  STw  J^r^-*  ^?^  ^'»P<>^l>le 
anticipation  his  eyes  feU  oJ  ml'  TJ^  taking  it.  Without 
Scotch  and  clapping  sturdX     g}  ^^  ^^'""^  ^^'  looking  vety 

KK  ^3crde?g;sn?te^^^^^^^ 

-    -^ow verymucVauX^S^rr  SSyTgi}r:-£ti 


I  i 


!« 


i 


•  (3 


I  • 


[^^ 


.rw^iMsrmu 


66 


THE  JUDGE 


that  these  allusions  to  sex  had  called  to  her  mind  no  physical 
presentations  whatsoever  could  have  stood  there  with  perked 
head  and  made  cymbals  of  her  hands.  Evidently  she  did  nothing 
by  halves  ;   her  mind  was  white  as  her  hair  was  red. 

He  felt  less  appalled  by  this  speech  now  that  he  saw  that  it  was 
powerless  to  woimd  simplicity,  but  he  still  hated  it.  It  was  doing 
no  good,  because  it  was  a  part  of  the  evil  it  attacked  ;  for  the 
spirit  that  makes  people  talk  coarsely  about  sex  is  the  same 
spirit  that  makes  men  act  coarsely  to  women.  It  was  not 
Puritanism  at  all  that  would  put  an  end  to  this  squalor  and 
cruelty,  but  sensuality.  If  you  taught  that  these  encounters 
were  degrading,  then  inevitably  men  treated  the  women  whom 
they  encountered  as  degraded  ;  but  if  you  claimed  that  even 
the  most  casual  love-making  was  beautiful,  and  that  a  woman 
who  yields  to  a  man's  entreaty  gave  him  some  space  of  heaven, 
then  you  could  insist  that  he  was  under  an  obligation  of  gratitude 
to  her  and  must  treat  her  honovu-ably.  That  would  not  only 
change  the  character  of  immorality,  but  would  also  dirninish 
it,  for  mtn  have  no  taste  for  multiplying  their  responsibilities. 

Besides,  it  was  true.  These  things  were  very  good.  He 
had  half  forgotten  how  good  they  were.  The  meeting  became 
a  babble  in  his  ears,  a  transparency  of  hstening  shapes  before 
his  eyes.  ...  He  was  back  in  Rio  ;  back  in  youth.  He  was 
waiting  with  a  fever  in  his  blood  at  that  dinner  at  old  Hermes 
Pessoa's  preposterous  house,  that  was  built  like — so  far  as  it  was 
like  anything  else  on  earth— the  Villa  d'Este  mingled  with  the 
AJhambra.  The  dinner,  considered  as  a  matter  of  food,  had  come 
to  an  end,  and  for  some  little  time  had  been  a  matter  of  drink  ; 
most  of  the  guests  had  gathered  in  a  circle  at  the  head  of  the  hsdl 
round  fat  old  Pess6a,  who  had  sent  a  servant  upstairs  for  a  pair 
of  tartan  sooks  so  that  he  could  dance  the  Highland  fling.  He 
had  got  up  and  strolled  to  the  other  end  of  the  room,  where  the 
great  black  onyx  fireplace  climbed  out  of  the  light  into  the  layer 
of  gloom  which  lay  beneath  the  ceiling  that  here  and  there 
dripped  stalactites  of  ornament  down  into  the  brightness. 
Against  the  wall  on  each  side  of  the  fireplace  there  stood  six 
great  chairs  of  cypress  wood,  padded  with  red  Spanish  leather 
that  smelt  sweetly  and  because  of  its  great  age  was  giving  off  a 
soft  red  dust.  These  chairs  pleased  him  ;  they  were  the  only 
old  things  in  this  mad  new  house,  in  this  mad  new  society.  He 
had  pulled  one  out  and  lain  back,  feeling  rather  ill,  becai'.se  he 
had  eaten  nothing  and  his  heart  was  beating  violently.  He 
hated  being  there,  but  he  had  to  make  sure.  Much  rather  would 
he  have  been  out  in  the  gardens,  standing  beside  one  of  those 
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magnolias,  watching  the  stars  travel  across  the  bay.  "Then 
mamage  is  nght."  he  said  to  himself.  "  Where  There  is  Vea^ 
love  one  wants  to  go  to  church  first  " 

receS^oTpetce  ^  1"?^"^  °t?  '^^P^^  ^"^*^  ^°^  *«  this 
recess  oi  peace.    An  elderly  Frenchman  w  th  a  pointed  black 

K  ^?  f^^'^'/^i^English  boy  with  tear.  onClong  eye 
lashes   sat  themselves  down  in  two  of  these  great  chaiS^with 

i'e mttefv^S'  ''''V'f  ^"^  °"^  S^^^'  ^^0"!  which  th^ydraSk 
aJ.emately  with  an  effect  of  exchanging  vows,  while  the  bov 

Sr?^.ni'T^r^fT"'  sobbing  that  it  ;.ould  all  neve? 
have  happened  if  he  had  still  been  with  Father  ErringtSn  of 
the  Sacred  Heart    n  Liverpool,  and  the  older  ma^Sat^ 
patenially.   mystically,   and  yet  with   a  purring  satisfSon 
the  Church'^'^  "°'  ^"'^"     ^'  ''  "^^^y^  th^is  wh^en  one  foi^s 

There  came  later  another  Frenchman,  a  fat  and  vcrv 
drunken  banker,  who  sat  down  at  his  rieht  ^i^T  rn!^^)J  ^ 
from  time  to  time  of  the  lacHf  elegance'^n  th"s  debTufc 

the  wall  in  front  of  him,  where  curtains  of  crimson  brocade  and 
gold  galoon  hung  undrawn  between  the  lustred  tili  and  the 
high  windows,  black  with  the  outer  nieht  but  Z^J^^  ^ 
oi^d  with  reflections  of  the  innertast.  !)pp^^  fhere^  h^^^^^^ 
Bouguereau.  which  irritated  him-nymphs  ou^t  not  tolook^  if 
hey  had  come  newly  unguented  from  /cabinet  de  toLue  mow 
It  stood  an  immense  Cloisonne  vase,  about  the  neck  of  wWch 

ZVZ  '  K-^'f  ''^^-  ^'^^^"^-  ««  remembereS  having  s^eS 
U  there  on  his  last  visit  six  months  before.  She  must  have 
bt-en  an  exceptionally  careless  lady.  Out  here  there  wer^ 
many  ladies  who  were  careless  of  their  honour,  but  most  of  them 

TfLToSh'^T^  !S°"^  'rP^^'  possessions'like  sUk  st^kinr 
A  fresh  outburst  in  the  babel  at  the  other  end  of  the  room  d?d 
not  make  him  turn  round,  though  the  French  banker  had  cried 

hau"  H.''^;  ^'^J-  ''f-  "'^^"' "  ^^  had  bounded  up  tSe 
hall.     He  sat  on.  hating  this  ug  y  place  of  his  dpJav   u,hn»  lu 

•renchman  and  the  boylept  up\j;  iLlncerl  voluptTou^wt^r 

about  God  and  the  comfort  of  the  Mass  "P^"""s  wmsper 

At  last  he  rose  to  his  feet.     It  was  a  quarter  to  twelve  anrf 

aws  an.^"'  '°  ^"•.  "^  "^'"*  "P  *he  haJl.  treading  on  lobster 
±:4""l^°!"f^7%-g'  ^."d  looking  about  him  L  a  certafn 
If^T'     u  ""  ^""^^  "°*  ^^^  him  among  the  group  of  reveller,  that 

a  tnd  ct.:r'  '''r  ^  ^^^^  ^olJingXrsl^^d  Ir  SiuL 
a  hand  closed  over  his  heart  as  he  feared  that  for  once  the 
person  whom  he  sought  had  gone  home  before  mo?ning     But 
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presently  he  saw  a  long  chair  by  the  wall,  and  on  its  cushions 
a  blotched  face  and  a  gross,  full  body.  He  bent  over  the  chair 
and  whispered,  "  De  Rojas,  de  Rojas  I  "  But  the  fat  man 
slept.  Hatred  gushed  up  in  him,  and  a  joy  that  the  night  was 
secure,  and  he  passed  on  to  the  folding-doors.  But  from  the 
little  group  that  was  gathered  round  the  table,  which  before 
the  dinner  had  supported  the  Winged  Victory  that  now  lay 
spread-eagled  on  the  floor,  there  stepped  Pessoa.  He  bade  him 
good-night  and  thanked  him  for  a  riotous  evening,  but  perceived 
that  Pessda  was  waving  a  cocked  revolver  at  him  and  saying 
something  about  Uonore.  What  could  he  be  saying?  It 
appeared  incredible,  even  to-night,  that  he  should  really  be 
saying  that  every  departing  guest  must  kiss  L^onore's  back  and 
swear  that  it  was  the  most  beautiful  back  in  Brazil. 

He  looked  along  the  avenue  of  revellers  that  had  turned 
grinning  to  see  how  his  English  stiffness  would  meet  the  occasion, 
and  saw  poor  Leonore.  She  was  sitting  on  the  table,  one  hand 
holding  her  pink  wrapper  to  her  breast  and  the  other  patting 
back  a  yawn,  and  her  nightdress  was  pulled  down  to  her  waist 
so  that  her  back  was  bare.  Such  a  broad,  honest  back  it  was, 
for  she  was  the  thick  type  of  Frenchwoman,  and  might  have 
stood  as  a  model  for  Millet's  "  Angelus."  She  looked  over  her 
shoulder  and  smiled  at  him  benignantly,  perplexedly,  and  he 
saw  that  she  was  unhappy.  They  had  fetched  her  down  from 
her  warm  bed,  whither  doubtless  she  had  gone  with  hopes  of 
having  a  good  night's  rest  for  once,  since  Hermes  was  giving  a 
stag-dinner.  They  had  not  even  given  her  time  to  wipe  off  all 
the  cold  cream,  some  of  which  lay  in  an  ooze  round  her  jaw 
and  temples,  or  to  take  the  curl-papers  out  of  her  haii,  which 
still  sported  some  white  snippets  of  the  Jomal  de  Commercio. 
She  bore  no  malice,  the  good  soul  was  saying  to  herself,  but  once 
a  woman  is  in  her  bed  she  likes  to  stay  there  :  still,  men  are 
men,  and  mad,  so  what  can  one  expect  ? 

He  would  not  treat  her  lightly,  nor  spoil  his  sense  of  dedica- 
tion to  one  woman.  He  flicked  the  revolver  out  of  Pess6a's 
hand  and  flung  it  through  the  nearest  window.  The  thick 
glass  took  a  little  time  to  fall. 

"  My  friends  will  wait  on  you  in  the  morning,"  Pessda  had 
spouted,  and  he  had  said  the  appropriate  courteous  things,  and 
gone  up  to  Leonore,  and  kissed  her  hand  and  said  something 
chaffing  in  her  ear,  at  which  she  smiled  sleepily,  and  said  in 
English,  "  Go  on,  you  bad  man  !  "  She  spoke  so  slowly  and 
so  meaninglessly,  as  stupid  people  do  when  they  speak  a  foreign 
tongue,  chat  the  words  seemed  to  be  uttered  by  some  lonely 
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fhe'le„^felui^"c"lt\-°^^"^  '"  ^''  ^^°^^  "^°"th.  Then 
^d^wS  oufillL' Mi°sh  a^^^^^^^^^^  I^  folding-doors, 
where  Indian  flunkeys  in  DmTTnvirf  u-  ^^^-  ^^trance-hall, 
and  he  set  his  back  ?o  thU  W      ^  gave  him  his  coat  and  hat, 

that  radiated    from  ?ts  L^urtSn'^'''  °^'"P°^^  ^"^  ^^^^'^ 
which   were   polIuUcns    oT  the   ml  ,^'"?°^„ ''ays   of  light 
that  blotched  face   ?Sat  gross  fuU^^^^*"     ^f    *^°^g»»*   «' 
of  strong  moonlight     He^w^wIlkW^i  '  •  '  ^j  ^^  a  night 

where  m  there.    The  thon^hf  <,tr,Z^  t-        •  .      "'^  '^  ^0"*^- 

twitched  reSntfX  i^der  IhTt'J^    '*fi^  I- ^.^"^  poinsettias 

father  and  son  ha?Sen?enits  ^  thi'f  ^"  "'^^^  ^^^"  » 

had  never  been  blocffup  tecLe  de U^^^  ^^  ""^^^ 

good  neiehbouns     Tf  .♦  w      f  u      ®  '^^J^  ^"^  ^^  were  such 

marbirsSSui'4^1„''^v      "  "K'^'?-"?""'  "  "■« 
portico  and  did  not  daw  !.^'in    '  i.'  &'  '*?°^  '"  ""«  P'''»«<i 

not  so  very  muVltrthS  in  a  Sr-^STix  hilLl'T''" 
his  mother  used  to  meet  his  father -J!,^  u^'^?'  *'""« 

."iran^USf  F'l^  ?      -■■^•'^  '"'  SSS 
things  tSt  he  wS  sav  tn  W  .     "^  '^^^^ly'  rehearsing  cruel 

could  /lme^befr;hi:!i%r,t  .rZ^  T.'S'^,  °.'  "•    «« 
.wo  y^.  that  by  its-^^^'Li'^dX^^ITS^^rj- 
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and  alienated  him  from  women.  He  knew  as  a  matter  of 
historical  fact  that  he  had  been  her  lover,  but  it  meant  no  more 
to  him  than  his  knowledge  that  Antony  had  once  loved  Cleo- 
patra and  Nelson  Lady  Hamilton  ;  of  the  quality  of  her  kisses, 
the  magic  that  must  have  filled  these  hours,  he  could  recollect 
nothing.  Perhaps  it  was  not  fair  to  blame  her  for  that.  Perhaps 
it  was  not  her  fault  but  the  fault  of  Nature,  who  is  so  deter- 
mined that  men  shall  go  on  love-making  that  she  makes  the 
delights  of  love  the  least  memorable  of  all.  But  it  was  her 
fault  that  she  had  given  him  nothing  spiritual  to  remember. 
When  he  came  to  think  of  it,  she  had  hardly  ever  said  anything 
that  one  could  carry  away  with  one.  She  was  one  of  those 
women  who  moan  a  lot,  and  one  cannot  get  any  solid  satisfaction 
out  of  repeating  a  moan  to  oneself.  He  grinned  as  he  thought 
of  the  alarm  of  his  laboratory  boy  if  he  should  ever  try  in  some 
cheerless  stretch  of  his  work  to  remind  himself  of  Maiiquita  by 
saying  over  to  himself  her  characteristic  moan.  Nothing  she 
had  ever  said  or  done  when  they  were  lovers  was  half  so  real  to 
him  as  the  tears  she  shed  when  she  cast  him  off  because  the  priest 
had  told  her  that  she  must ;  when  she  broke  the  tie  between 
them  with  a  blank  dismissal  which,  if  it  had  been  given  by  a 
man  to  a  woman,  these  Suffragettes  would  have  csdled  a  vile 
betrayal. 

He  could  remember  well  enough  his  rage  when  he 
took  her  to  him  in  that  last  embrace  and  she  would  not  give 
him  both  her  hands,  because  in  one  she  held  the  ebony  cross  of 
her  rosary,  to  make  her  strong  to  do  this  unnatural  thing.  Well, 
perhaps  it  was  natural  enough  that  that  hour  should  seem  most 
real  to  him,  for  it  was  then  that  he  had  found  out  their  real 
relationship.  To  him  it  had  seemed  as  if  they  were  two  children 
wandering  in  the  unfriendly  desert  that  is  Hfe,  comforting  each 
other  with  kisses,  finding  in  their  love  a  refuge  from  coldness 
and  unkindness.  But  in  her  fear  he  perceived  that  she  had 
never  been  his  comrade.  She  had  thought  of  him  as  an  external 
power,  Uke  the  Church,  who  told  her  to  do  things,  and  in  the 
end  the  choice  had  been  for  her  not  between  a  dear  and  pitied 
lover  and  a  creed,  h\<'  between  two  tyrants;  and  since  one 
tyrant  threatened  damnation  while  the  other  only  promised 
love,  a  sensible  woman  knew  which  to  choose.  All  he  had 
thought  of  her  had  been  an  illusion.  The  years  he  had  given  to 
his  love  for  her  were  as  wasted  as  if  he  had  spent  them  in  drunken- 
ness or  in  prison. 

Oh,  women  were  the  devil  I  All  except  his  mother.  They 
were  the  clumsiest  of  biological  devices,  and  as  they  handed  on 
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brains  that  men  Ui  in  SJ    .,  ^5°''  ^'"'"'  ""^  "mpUcated 

plicated  hitsXt"t?m?„'i?L™^?hSrX:i"lHll^ 
men  to  look  at  the  Qtarc  Ko/,«.       I^l.  neaas  ,    tney  hated 

men  who  loved  tLm  p^itatdv  ScL^  ''I'T  '  '^'^  ""^''^ 
with  thp  TnTx^ar^tZ  \,A-       ■  y  ."^cause  such  love  was  tainted 

Tthe  folinSce"^.''^^^'"^^  ?"^'*y  ^^^t  «P^«  them 
there  were^her  womeT  wi  .k  "'P^"'^*'""'  ^"d  yet  surely 
who.  if  one  loved  Swoi^Hr,^^  "^^  ^  '^°"'^"  somewhere 

would  eitSeVJ^i^n^Vgol^d^eUo"^  ^^o 

accustomed  to  it,  but  wouldlifn  inHiic  ^^en  one  had  grown 
who  would  not  be  a  rnerrfiim  nfl-t^  ??^  research.  A  woman 
a  chemical  subst^Te  so  S.^^nf"^  subnussiveness  but  real  as 
and  and  out  her TowrtS  ^d'uf'^  °^r^'  ^''  ^^^^^ions 
irreducible  to  fini  tenS  s?tharoni  n!  ^  '^'™'^  substance, 
woman  who  wodd  g^exSld  aC  Vf'J^"^'  ^°  ^"  ""^-    ^ 


(4) 

it  over  ?^,;     £d  h?Lk^   f  ^  ™l^*  ''^  'he  couldn't  come 
ck         7,        ,         asKcd  if  he  might  see  her  homp 
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"  But  where  are  you  stopping  ?  "  and  when  he  made  answer 
that  he  was  staying  at  the  Caledonian  Hotel,  she  exclaimed  in 
a  tone  of  relief,  "  Ah.  but  I  live  at  Hume  Park  Square  out  by 
the  Meadows !  " 

"  I  want  to  see  you  home,"  he  said  inflexibly. 

"  Oh,  if  you  want  the  walk  !  "  she  answered  resignedly. 
"Though  you've  a  queer  taste  in  walks,  for  the  streets  are 
terrible  underfoot.  But  I  suppose  you're  shut  up  all  day  at 
your  work.  You'll  just  have  to  sit  down  and  wait  till  I've 
checked  the  Uterature  and  handed  in  the  takings.  I  doubt 
yon  stout  body  in  plum-coloured  velveteen  who  bought  R.  J. 
Campbell  on  the  Social  Evil  with  such  an  air  of  condescension 
has  paid  me  with  a  bad  threepenny -bit.  Aren't  folks  the 
limit  ?  "  She  was  so  full  of  bitterness  against  the  fraudulent 
body  in  plum-coloured  velveteen  that  she  forgot  her  shyness 
and  looked  into  his  eyes  to  appeal  for  sympathy.  "  Ah,  well  I " 
she  said,  stiffening  again,  "  I'll  be  back  in  a  minute." 

He  leaned  against  a  pillar  and  waited.  The  hall  becarne 
empty,  became  melancholy ;  mysteriously  and  insultingly  its 
emptmess  seemed  to  summarise  the  proceedings  that  had  just 
ended.  It  was  as  if  the  place  were  waiting  till  he  and  the  few 
darkly  dressed  women  who  still  stood  about  chewing  the  speeches 
were  gone,  and  would  then  enact  a  satire  on  the  evening  ;  the 
rows  of  scats  which  turned  their  polished  brown  siurfaces  towards 
the  platform  with  an  effect  of  mock  attentiveness  would  jeeringly 
imitate  the  audience,  the  chairs  that  had  been  left  higgledy- 
piggledy  on  the  platform  would  parody  the  speakers.  And 
doubtless,  if  there  is  a  beneficent  Providence  that  really  picks 
the  world  over  for  opportunities  of  kindhness.  halls  wWch  are 
habitually  let  out  for  political  meetings  are  allowed  means  of 
reUeving  their  feelings  which  are  forbidden  to  other  collections 
of  bricks  and  mortar.  But  he  mustn't  say  that  to  Ellen.  To 
her  political  meetings  were  plainly  sacred  rituals,  and  in  any 
case  he  was  not  sure  whether  she  laughed  at  things. 

She  called  to  him  from  the  doorway,  "I'm  through,  Mr. 
Yaverland  !  "  She  was  wearing  a  tam-o'-shanter  and  a  mackin- 
tosh, which  she  buttoned  right  up  to  her  chin,  and  she  looked 
just  a  brown  pipe  with  a  black  knob  at  the  top,  a  mere  piece 
of  plumbing.  He  thought  it  ver>'  probable  that  never  before 
in  the  history  of  the  human  race  had  a  beautiful  girl  dressed 
herself  so  unbecomingly.  But  that  she  had  done  so  seemed  so 
peculiarly  and  deliciously  amusing  that  as  he  walked  by  her 
side  he  could  hardly  keep  from  looking  at  her  smiUngly  iii  a 
way  that  would  have  piuzled  and  annoyed  her.    And  outside 
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the  hall,  when  they  found  that  the  mist,  like  a  sour  man  who 
will  not  give  way  to  his  temper  but  keeps  on  dropping  dis- 
agreeable remarks,  was  letting  down  just  enough  of  itself  to 
soak  Edinburgh  without  giving  it  the  slightest  hope  that  it 
would  rain  itself  out  by  the  morning,  he  caught  again  this  queer 
flavour  of  her  that  in  its  sharpness  and  its  freshness  reminded 
him  of  the  taste  of  fresh  celery.  He  asked  her  if  she  hadn't 
an  umbrella,  and  she  replied,  "I've  no  use  for  umbrellas  ;  I  like 
the  feel  of  the  rain  on  my  face,  and  I  see  no  sense  in  pajdng  threc- 
and -eleven  for  avoiding  a  positive  pleasure." 

By  that  time  Ellen  was  almost  sure  that  he  was  smiling  to 
himself  in  the  darKness,  and  was  miserable.  It  was  a  silly .  homely 
thing  to  have  said.  "  Ah,  what  for  can  he  be  wanting  to  see 
me  home  ?  "  she  thought  helplessly.  "He  is  so  wonderful. 
But  then,  so  am  I !  So  am  I !  "  And  as  they  went  through  the 
dark  targle  of  small  streets  she  turned  loose  on  him  her  en- 
thusiasm 'or  the  meeting,  so  that  he  might  see  that  women  also 
have  their  serious  splendours.  "  Hadn't  it  been  a  magnificent 
meeting  ?  Wasn't  Mrs.  Ormiston  a  grand  speaker  ?  Could 
he  possibly,  if  he  cared  anything  for  honesty,  affirm  that  he 
bad  ever  heard  a  man  speaker  who  came  within  a  hvmdred 
miles  of  her  ?  And  wasn't  Mrs.  Mark  Lyle  beautiful,  and  didn't 
she  remind  him  of  the  early  Christian  martyrs  ?  Didn't  he 
think  the  women  who  were  forcibly  fed  were  heroines,  and 
didn't  he  think  the  Liberal  Governments  were  the  n.ost  abomin* 
able  bloodstained  tyrants  of  our  times  ?  "  Though,  mind  you, 
I'd  be  with  the  Liberal  Party  myself  if  they'd  only  give  us  the 
vole."  It  was  rather  like  going  for  a  walk  with  a  puppy  barking 
at  one's  heels,  but  he  liked  it.  Through  her  talk  he  noticed 
lialc  things  about  her.  She  had  had  very  little  to  do  with  men, 
perhaps  she  had  uever  v.alkcd  with  a  man  before,  for  she  did 
not  naturally  take  the  wall  when  they  crossed  the  road.  Her 
voice  was  soft  and  seemed  to  ding  to  her  lips,  as  red-haired 
people's  voices  often  do.  Her  heels  did  not  click  on  the 
pavements  ;  she  walked  noiselessly,  as  though  she  trod  on 
grass. 

Suddenly  she  clapped  her  bare  hands.  "  Ah,  if  you're  a 
sympathiser  you  must  join  the  Men's  League  for  Womt.i's 
Suffrage.  You  will  ?  Oh,  that's  fine !  I've  never  brought 
in  a  member  yet.  .  .  ."  She  paxised,  furious  v  th  herself,  for 
she  was  so  very  young  that  she  hated  ever  to  o^vn  that  she  was 
doing  anything  for  the  first  time.  It  was  her  aim  to  appear 
infinitely  experienced.    Usually,  she  thought,  she  succeed^. 

To  end  the  silence,  so  that  she  might  say  something  to  which 
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he  could  listen,  iio  said,  "  I  was  converted  long  before  to-night, 
you  know.     My  mother's  keen  on  the  movement." 

"  Is  she  ?  "  She  searched  her  memory.  "  Yet  I  don't  know 
the  name.     Does  she  speak,  or  organise  ?  " 

Oh,  she  doesn't  do  anything  in  public.  She  lives  very 
quietly  in  a  little  Essex  village,"  he  answered,  speaking  with  an 
involuntary  gravity,  an  effect  of  referring  to  pain,  that  made 
her  wonder  if  his  mother  was  an  invalid.  She  hoped  it  was 
not  so,  for  if  Mrs.  Yaverland  was  anything  like  her  son  it  was 
terrible  to  think  of  her  lying  in  the  stagnant  air  of  ill-health 
among  feeding-cups  and  medicine  bottles  and  weak-tasting 
foods.  The  lot  of  the  sick  and  the  old,  whom  she  conceived  as 
exceptional  people  specially  scourged,  drew  tears  from  her  in 
the  darkness,  and  she  looked  across  the  road  at  the  tall  wards 
which  the  infirmary  thrust  out  like  piers  from  its  main  corridor. 
"  Ah,  the  poor  souls  in  there  !  "  she  breathed,  looking  up  at  the 
rows  of  windows  which  disclosed  the  dreadful  pale  wavering  light 
that  lives  in  sick-rooms.  "  It  makes  you  feel  guilty,  being 
happy  when  those  poor  souls  are  lying  there  in  pain. "  Yaverland 
did  not  seek  to  find  out  why  she  had  said  it,  any  more  than 
he  asked  himself  how  this  night's  knowledge  of  her  was  to  be 
continued,  or  what  she  meant  the  end  of  it  to  be,  though  he 
was  aware  that  those  questions  existed.  He  simply  noted 
that  she  was  jeing  happy.  Yes.  they  were  curiously  happy 
for  two  people  who  hardly  knew  each  other,  going  home  in  the 
rain. 

They  were  passing  down  the  Meadow  Walk  now,  between 
trees  that  were  like  shapes  drawn  on  blotting-paper  and  lamps 
that  had  the  smallest  scope.  "  Edinburgh's  a  fine  place,"  he 
said.    "  It  can  handle  even  an  asphalt  track  with  dignity." 

"  Oh.  a  fine  place."  she  answered  pettishly.  "  if  you  could 
get  away  from  it."  He  felt  faintly  hostile  to  her  adventurous- 
ness.  Why  should  a  woman  want  to  go  wandering  about  the 
world  ? 

From  a  dream  of  foreign  countries  she  asked  suddenly. 
"  How  long  were  you  a  sailor  ?  " 

"  Three  years.  From  the  time  I  was  seventeen  till  I  was 
twenty." 

Then  it  struck  him :  "  How  did  you  know  I'd  been  a  sailor  ?  " 

"  I  just  knew, "she  said,  with  something  of  a  sibylline  air. 
Evidently  he  wa.s  thinking  how  clever  it  was  of  her  to  have 
guessed  it.  and  indeed  she  thought  it  was  a  remarkable  example 
of  her  instinctive  understanding  of  men.    And  Yaverland,  on 
bis  side,  was  letting  his  mind  travel  down  a  channel  of  feeling 
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which  he  knew  to  be  silly  and  sentimental,  like  a  man  who 
hPAir  ^""^•"^'■/'^  oi  wine  though  he  knows  it  ^fl  m^e 
hs  head  swim,  and  was  wondering  if  this  clairvoyance  mean? 

Ivfr  fZ'J"^  ^  IV'  *'P  ^'''''''  '^'^-  B"t  't  soon  flS 
over  Ellens  ramd  that  the  reason  why  she  thought  that  he 
had  been  a  sai  or  was  that  he  had  looked  like  one  when  he  came 
'"'°hJ^.'  ^."^l  K^  ^'^  raindashed  oilskins.  She  wo^de?ed  if  she 
ought  to  teU  him  so.  An  unhappy  silence  fell  upon  heV  which 
he  did  not  notice  because  he  was  thinking  how  Tange' irwaS 
hat  even  in  this  black  lane,  between  blank  wails  thrSwhkh 
they  were  passing,  when  he  could  not  see  her.  wiien  shrwaS 
no  saying  anything,  when  he  could  get  no  persond  intimatTo^ 

*;  the  distrir.     TK^^^"  *f  t^'  ^"""'^^y  ^^^"s<^  0*  the  squalor 
of  the  district.    This  must  be  a  mews,  for  there  were  sodden 

shreds  of  straw  on  the  cobblestones,  and  surely  that  wS^the 

thud  of  sleeping  horses'  hooves  that  sounded  lite  the  bT^  of 

??  .h^lTT'  °"  t°^'  T'^'  ^h'"d  the  high  wooden  dTo« 
If  she  lived  near  here  she  must  be  very  plor.  Eut  without 
embarrassment  she  turned  to  him  in  the  shadow  of  a  brkk  wi 
surmounted  by  broken  hoarding  and  pointed  do^Jn  a  pavfd 
entry  to  a  dark  archway  pierced  in  what  seemed.T  the^light 
that  shone  from  a  candle  stuck  in  a  bottle  at^  ^curtained 

Te  °"she°s^d'  "^ '^r"'"'"  ""'^  ^''^-     "  The  Sq^ar^s'Srougl 

here,    she  said.       Come  away  in  and  I'll  find  you  a  member- 

ship  form  for  the  Men's  League.  .  .  ."  memoer- 

Beyond  the  archway  lay  the  queerest  place     It  was  a  littli. 

S'L^ir^'  'A^y  '°^*y  P'^^  ^^^°^^'"n  thrre^sid^^^i'f 
which  small  squat  houses  sat  closely  with  a  quarrelling  air 
as  If  each  had  to  broaden  its  shoulders  and  press  ou7itsefboi^' 

ackw^ds  &hrr'  n.'y  ^*^  "^'^^'--  and  knS 
Dackwards  into  the  mews.    They  sent  out  in  front  of  them 

the  shmmes   shces  of  garden  which  left  room  for  nothing  but^ 

payed  walk  from  the  entry  and  a  fenced  bed  in  the  middle^  where 

ta^ThTn'J  ,?°^/"^°"g  ^T'  ^'^^  ^'^'^''  which  the  rdn 
was  shaking  as  a  temer  shakes  a  rat.  Huddled  houses  and 
wmkmg  lamp  and  agued  bushes,  all  seemed  aHve  and  s^coSd 
cousins  to  the  goblins.  On  the  fourth  side  were  ra1"k.^  that 
evident  y  gave  upon  some  sort  of  public  park,  for  bevonf  them 
very  tall  trees  which  had  not  been  stunted  bv  gS  "oil  S 
up  mtermmable  stains  on  the  white  darkness,  and  "SneaS 
heir  drippings  paced  a  policeman,  a  black  figur^  walkin^^  h 
^at  appearance  of  moping  stoicism  that  iSicemen  wfaTat 
night.    He.  too,  participated  in  the  fantasy  of  the  place,  for  it 
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seemed  possible  that  he  had  never  arrested  anybody  and  never 
would  ;  that  his  sole  business  was  to  keep  away  bad  dreams 
from  the  little  people  who  were  sleeping  in  these  little  houses. 
They  were  probably  poor  little  people.,  for  poverty  keeps  early 
hours,  and  in  all  the  square  there  was  but  ne  lighted  window. 
And  that  he  perceived,  as  he  got  his  bearings,  was  in  the  house 
to  which  Ellen  was  leading  him  down  the  narrowest  garden  he 
had  ever  seen,  a  mere  cheese  straw  of  grass  and  gravel.  It 
was  a  comer  house,  and  of  all  the  houses  in  the  square  it  looked 
the  most  put  upon,  the  most  relentlessly  squeezed  by  its  neigh- 
bours ;  yet  Ellen  opened  the  door  and  invited  him  in  with  some- 
thing of  an  air. 

"  It's  very  late,"  he  objected,  but  she  had  cried  into  the 
darkness.  "  Mother,  I've  brought  a  visitor  !  "  and  an  inner  door 
opened  and  let  out  light,  and  a  voice  that  was  as  if  dusk  had 
fallen  on  Ellen's  voice  said.  "  What's  that  you  say.  Ellen  ?  " 

"  I've  brought  a  visitor,  mother."  she  repeated.  "  Go  on 
in ;  I'll  not  be  a  minute  finding  the  form.  .  .  .  Mother,  this  is 
Mr.  Yaverland.  the  client  from  Rio.  He  says  he'll  join  the 
Men's  League  and  I'm  just  going  to  find  lum  a  membership 
form." 

She  went  to  a  desk  in  the  comer  of  the  room  and  dashed  it 
open,  and  fell  to  rummaging  in  a  pile  of  papers  wiih  such  noisy 
haste  that  he  knew  she  was  afraid  she  ought  not  to  have  asked 
him  in  and  was  trying  to  carry  it  off  under  a  pretence  of  urgency  ; 
and  he  found  himself  facing  a  little  woman  who  wore  a  shawl 
in  the  low-spirited  Scotch  way.  as  if  it  were  a  badge  of  des- 
pondency, and  who  was  saying,  "  Good  evening,  Mr.  Yaverland. 
Will  you  not  sit  down  ?  I'm  ashamed  the  hall  gas  wasn't  lit." 
A  very  poor  little  woman,  this  mother  of  f.llen's.  The  hand 
that  shook  his  was  so  very  rough,  and  at  the  neck  of  her  stuff 
gown  she  wore  a  large  round  onyx  brooch,  a  piece  of  such  ugly 
jewellery  as  is  treasured  by  the  poor,  and  the  sum  of  her  tentative 
expressions  was  surely  that  someone  had  rudely  taken  some- 
thing from  her  and  she  was  too  gentle-spirited  to  make  com- 
plaint. She  was  like  some  brown  bird  that  had  not  migrated 
at  the  right  season  of  the  year,  and  had  been  surprised  as  well 
as  draggled  by  the  winter,  chirping  sweetly  and  sadly  on  a  bare 
bough  that  she  could  not  have  believed  such  things  of  the 
weather.  Yet  once  she  must  have  been  like  Ellen  ;  her  hair 
was  the  ashes  of  such  a  fire  as  burned  over  Ellen's  brows,  and 
she  had  Ellen's  short  upper  lip,  though  of  course  she  had  never 
been  fierce  nor  a  swift  runner,  and  no  present  eye  could  guess 
if  she  had  ever  been  a  focus  of  romantic  love.  'The  aged  are 
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can  tdthc  'raim^/'  '^"'^''^  °"  ^^'  ^^  fr°™  ^Wch  none 
round  th'n,^  ^^'  ^'^"^'^  °"^"  ^^''^  °^  ^'h^*  <^o'"Pany  gathered 

wh.^rl'h/hlTK  *''"'  ^  ^'"S  very  old  to  be  Ellen's  mother,  for 

f  hriSf.nf^  "^^  seventeen  his  mother  had  still  been  a  creature 

of  brUhant  eyes  and  triumphant  moments,  but  perhapsTt  w2 

poverty  that  had  rnade  her  so  dusty  and  so  mea«-e     '' Y^ 

hey  are  very  poor."  he  groaned  to  himself     The^^Sn  was?o 

sieei  engravmgs  of  Highland  cattle  enjoying  domestic  life  iinH*.r 
adverse  dimatic  conditions,  and  QueL>i?toriTSg  reS 
a  leg  up  by  sigmng  things  in  the  pr^ence  of  bishoK  and  hInK 
mggere  Bible^rigravings  which  they  obvioS  tSdn'rUke 
since  here  and  there  were  little  home-made  pS^made  out 

hL'^f  n.^,^  P^^*""  *°'"  ^""^"^  ^'^  magazini.  bS  wSch  thev 
had  kept  because  no  second-hand  dealer  would  give  any  moneJ 
for  them,  and  the  walls  had  to  be  covered  somehow  And 
there  was  nothing  pretty  anywhere.  somenow.    And 

I  he  little  brown  bird  of  a  woman  was  asking  in  a  kind 
interested  way  if  he  were  a  stranger  to  eSK  Ld  he 
was  eUing  her  how  long  he  had  been  in  BroxSTd  wtat  he 
dul  there  and  when  he  mentioned  cordite  she  ma^  S^e  ch^ck  ne 
concerned  noise  that  elderly  ladies  always  made  when  the!; 
heard  that  his  work  lay  among  hieh  exoUiv^r  A^5  pii  ^ 
rootings  in  the  untidy  iiesk  c^mSod T.  ^s^dden  sw!  n"o? 

sTJateV'-^fnitr  ?  *''  i°°^'  ''  "^^^^  Mrs'^WilSon 
wj^k  aiid  su^h  ;  L^^*'  ."!.^  ^°''.  y^  '^"  ^«  ^°  "«at  ^ith  your 
rvrlaim^^    ' '  n  I  ^^^^  ""l'^^^  ^^1  about  the  house  !  "  and  Ellen 
an  oTnf  t^,^^*  ^'•^^the  *^l"g'  ''  '""^t  be  upstaiS^!  "  and 
ThLl  ^%  '°°?  "^^^  ^^'  ^^^«  ^"'•ncd  away  from  them 
They  heard  a  clatter  on  the  staircase,  followed  bvSnt 
noises  overhead  as  if  a  chest  was  being  dasl  ed  open  a^d  tL 
contents  flung  on  the  floor.    "  Dear,  deai^ '  eSatTd  ^fc 
Mdville  adonngly^   She^gan  to  look  lum  over  wlfh  a  matS 

niuost'ylr'^la'n/'rhetrd."'  "°"''^  '"  *'^  ^^'°^*^'  y^'^ 

he  an^ll-J  *"  Th^^^  ^^^'?^  '!i  ^P^'"  ^"^  South  America." 
ne  answered.     Their  eyes  met  and  they  smiled.     In  effect  she 

"  Ye:"irha^1'  aT""^  ^  ^^  '^'"°-    ^^  »^«  ^^'  ---^! 
"  I  hke  a  man  to  travel,"  she  went  on,  tossing  her  head 
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and  looking  altogether  fierce  Ellen's  mother.  "  I  never  go  into 
the  bank  without  looking  at  the  clerks  and  thinking  what 
sumphs  they  are,  sitting  on  their  high  stools."  She  seemed 
to  have  come  to  some  conclusion  to  treat  him  as  one  ol 
the  family,  for  she  retrieved  her  knitting  from  the  mantel- 
piece and  tmned  her  armchair  more  cosily  to  the  fire, 
and  began  a  sauntering  of  the  tongue  that  he  knew  meant 
that  she  liked  him.  "  I  hope  you  don't  think  Ellen  a  wild 
girl,  running  about  to  these  meetings  all  alone.  It's  not  what 
I  would  like,  of  course,  but  I  say  nothing,  for  this  Suffrage 
business  keeps  the  bairn  amused.  I'm  not  much  of  a 
companion  to  her.  I'm  getting  on,  you  see.  She  was  my 
youngest." 

"  The  youngest  ! "  he  exclaimed.  "  I  didn't  know.  I 
thought  she  was  an  only  child."  He  flushed  at  this  betrayal  of 
the  interest  he  felt  in  her. 

"  She's  that  now.  But  I  had  three  others.  They  all  died 
before  Ellen  was  bom.  They  sickened  for  influenza  on  a  bad 
winter  voyage  my  husband  and  I  made  from  America."  She 
mourned  over  some  remote  grievance  as  well  as  the  sorrow 
"  One  was  a  boy.  He  was  just  turned  five.  That's  a  snapshot 
of  Ronnie  on  the  mantelpiece.  A  gentleman  on  board  took  it 
the  day  he  was  taken  ill." 

He  stood  up  to  look  at  it.  "  He  must  have  been  a  joUv 
little  chap." 

"  He  was  Ellen's  build  and  colour,  and  he  was  wonderfully 
clever  for  his  age.  He  would  have  been  something  out  of  the 
ordinary  if  he  had  lived.  I  knew  it  wasn't  wise  to  sail  just 
then.  I  said  to  wait  till  the  New  Year.  ..."  Her  voice 
changed,  and  he  perceived  that  she  was  making  use  of  the 
strange  power  to  carry  on  disputes  with  the  dead  which  is 
possessed  by  widows.  The  tone  was  a  complete  reconstruction 
of  her  marriage.  There  was  a  gim  in  it,  as  if  she  had  learned 
to  expect  contradiction  and  disregard  as  the  habitual  response 
to  all  her  remarks,  and  at  the  back  of  that  a  terror,  far  more 
dignified  than  the  protest  to  which  it  gave  birth,  at  the  dreadful 
things  she  knew  would  happen  because  she  was  disregarded, 
and  a  small,  weak,  guilty  sense  that  she  had  not  made  her  protest 
loudly  and,  perhaps,  cleverly  enough.  Life  had  behaved  very 
meanly  to  this  woman.  When  she  was  young  and  sweet  Iut 
sweetness  had  been  violated  and  crushed  by  something  harsh 
and  reckless  ;  and  now  she  was  not  sweet  any  longer,  but  just 
a  wisp  of  an  old  woman,  and  nobody  would  ever  bother  about 
her  again  ;   and  life  gives  one  no  second  chances.    Yavcrland 
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lamented,  as  Ellen  had  done,  the  fate  of  those  exceptional 
|>eople  who  are  old  or  not  perfectly  happy. 

!"  You're  not  Irish,  are  you  ?  "  she  enquired  seriously  ;  and 
mmediately  he  knew  that  her  husband  had  been  Irish,  and 
hat  she  held  a  naive  and  touching  belief  that  no  one  but  a 
fnan  of  his  race  would  have  behaved  as  he  had  done,  that  all 
loither  men  would  have  been  kind.  Particularly  now  that 
lEllen  was  growing  such  a  big  girl  she  didn't  want  any  Irish 
icoraing  into  this  little  home,  where  at  least  there  was  peace 
pnd  quiet. 

f      "No,"  he  said  reassuringly,    "I'm  not  Irish.     My  people 
iiave  been  in  Essex  for  hundreds  of  years.     I'm  afraid,"  he 
fadded,  for  so  evident  was  it  that  most  of  her  fellow-creatures 
Iliad  dealt  cheatingly  with  her  that  decent  people  felt  a  special 
fobligation  to  treat  her  honestly,   "  my  grandmother  was  an 
|0'Connor,   but  she  was  half  French.     Lord,  what's  that  ?  " 
I       It  seemed  as  if  a  heavy  sea  was   breaking  on  the  back  of 
i  the  house  as  on  a  sea-wall.     The  gasolier  trembled,  the  floor 
throbbed,  the  little  goblin  dwelling  pulsated  as  if  it  were  alarmed. 
Only  the  continued  calm  of  Mrs.  Melville  at  her  knitting  and 
the  coarse  threads  of  music  running  through  the  sound  persuaded 
him  that  this  riot  was  the  result  of  some  genial  human  activity. 
"Oh,  I  suppose  you  notice  it,  being  a  stranger,"  said  Mrs. 
Melville.     "  We  hardly  hear  it  now.     You  see,  they've  turned 
!  the  Wesleyan  Hall  that  backs  on  to  the  Square  into  a  dancing- 
hall,  and  this  is  the  grand  noi.se  they  make  with  their  feet.    It  s 
not  a  nice  place.     '  (iontlcmen  a  shilling,  ladies  invited,'  it  says 
^  outside.     Still,   we   don't   complain,   for   the   noise  is   nothing 
i  noticeable  and  it  reduces  the  rent." 

Tliis  was  a  masterpiece  of  circumstance.  By  nothing  more 
than  a  thin  wall  which  shook  to  music  was  this  little  home  divided 
from  a  thick-aired  place  where  ugly  people  lurched  against  each 
other  lustfully  ,  and  yet  it  had  been  made  an  impregnable  fort 
of  lovehness  and  decency  by  this  virtuous  agoing  woman,  whose 
shght  silliness  was  but  a  holy  abstinence,  a  refusal  to  side  with 
common  sense  because  that  was  so  often  concerned  in  cruel 
decisions,  by  this  giri  who  was  so  young  that  it  seemed  at  the 
sight  of  her  as  if  time  had  turned  back  again  and  earth  rolled 
unstai!)ed  by  histor>',  and  so  beautiful  that  it  seemed  as  if 
Henceforth  eternity  co-.^ld  frame  nothing  but  happiness.  The 
smile  of  lillen  had  made  a  faery  ring  where  heavy-footed  dancers 
coiild  not  enter  ;  her  gravity  had  made  a  sanctuary  as  safe  as 
any  church  crowned  with  a  belfry  and  casketing  the  Host. 
And  he,  participating  in  the  safety  of  the  place,  pitied  tii.-  men 
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behind  the  shaking  wall,  and  all  men  over  the  world  who  had 
committed  themselves  to  that  search  for  pleasure  which  makes 
joy  inaccessible.  They  had  chosen  frustration  for  their  destiny. 
Because  they  desired  some  ecstasy  that  would  lighten  the 
leaden  substance  of  life  they  turned  to  drunkenness,  which  did 
no  more  than  jumble  readity,  steep  the  earth  in  aniline  dyes, 
tinge  the  sunset  with  magenta.  Because  they  desired  love  they 
sought  out  women  who,  although  dedicated  to  sex,  were  sexually 
cancdled  by  repeated  use,  like  postage-stamps  on  a  much  re- 
directed letter,  who  efficiently  went  through  the  form  of  passion, 
i^et  presented  it  so  empty  of  all  exaltation  that  their  lovers 
eft  them  feeling  as  if  they  were  victims  of  a  practical  joke. 

And  here,  not  half  a  dozen  yards  from  some  of  these  seekers, 
was  one  who  could  bring  to  these  desires  a  lovelier  death  than 
they  would  meet  on  the  dirty  bed  of  gratification  or  the  hard 
pallet  of  renunciation.  Because  the  untouched  truth  about 
her  could  give  ecstasy  one  would  not  lose  the  power  of  seeing 
things  as  they  are,  and  she  made  one  forget  the  usual  sexual 
story.  Although  she  was  formed  for  love  and  the  intention  of 
being  her  lover  was  now  a  fundamental  part  of  him,  she  was  so 
busy  with  her  voice  and  body  in  playing  quaint  variations  on 
the  theme  of  herself  that  he  did  not  mind  how  long  might  be 
the  journey  to  their  marriage.  She  was  more  interesting  than 
any  other  person  or  thing  in  the  world.  She  was  going  to  have 
more  interesting  experiences;  because  her  unique  simplicity 
comprehended  a  wild  impatience  with  lies  she  would  have  a 
claim  on  reality  that  would  give  her  unprecedented  wisdom. 
Now  he  could  understand  why  saints  in  their  narrow  cells  despise 
sinners  as  dull  stay-at-homes. 

And  when  she  burst  into  the  room  again  he  saw  that  all  he 
had  been  thinking  about  her  was  true.  It  might  be  that  every- 
body else  on  earth  would  see  her  as  nothing  but  a  red-haired 
girl  in  an  ill-fitting  blue  serge  dress  with  an  appalling  tartan 
silk  vest,  but  still  it  was  true. 

"  Here  you  are,"  she  said,  "  you  put  your  name  there."  She 
bent  over  him  as  he  wrote  and  wished  she  could  put  something 
on  the  form  to  show  how  magnificent  he  was  and  what  a  catch 
she  had  made  for  the  movement. 

Well,  there  was  no  possible  excuse  for  staying  any  longer, 
and  the  poor  old  lady  was  yawning  behind  her  knitting.  He 
rose  and  said  good-bye,  wondering  as  he  spoke  how  he  could 
make  his  entrance  here  again  and  how  he  could  break  it  to  thest- 
women,  who  were  like  hardy  secular  nuns,  that  he  came  for  love. 
If  this  had  been  a  Spanish  or  a  Cariocan  mother  and  daughtir 
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how  easy  it  would  have  been  1  The  elder  woman's  eyes  would 
have  crackled  brightly  among  her  wrinkles  and  she  would  have 
looked  at  her  daughter  with  the  air  of  genial  treachery  which 
old  women  wear  when  they  contrive  a  young  girl's  marriage, 
and  she  would  have  dropped  some  subtle  hint  at  the  next  con- 
venient assignation  ;  and  the  girl  herself  would  have  stood  by 
hke  a  dark  living  scythe  in  the  Latin  attitude  of  modesty,  very 
straight  from  the  waist  to  the  feet,  but  the  shoulders  bent  as  if 
to  hide  the  bosom  and  the  head  bowed,  mysteriously  intimating 
that  she  knew  nothing  and  yet  could  promise  to  submit  to 
everjrthing.  But  here  was  Mrs.  Melville  sa5ang  something 
quite  vague  about  hoping  that  he  would  drop  in  if  he  was  passing, 
and  Ellen  lifting  to  him  a  stubborn  face  that  warned  him  there 
would  be  a  thousand  resistances  to  overcome  before  she  would 
own  herself  a  being  accessible  to  passion.  Yet  this  harsh  in- 
expertness  about  life  was  the  essence  that  made  these  people 
delightful  to  him.  It  was  unreasonable,  but  it  was  true,  that  he 
adored  them  because  they  were  diflficult. 

"  Ellen,  run  out  and  light  the  hall  gas  for  Mr.  Yaverland." 
And  from  the  courtesy  in  the  tone  and  something  gracious  in 
Ellen's  obedience  he  saw  that  they  were  too  poor  to  keep  the 
gas  burning  in  the  hall  all  the  evening,  and  so  the  lighting  of 
it  ranked  as  a  ceremonial  for  an  honoured  guest.  They  were 
dear  people. 

As  he  buttoned  his  oilskins  to  the  chin  while  Ellen  stood 
ready  to  open  the  front  door  he  did  not  dare  look  at  her  because 
his  stare  woiild  have  been  so  fixed  and  bright.  He  set  his  eyes 
instead  on  the  engravings,  which  for  the  most  part  represented 
Robert  Bums  as  the  Scotch  like  to  picture  their  national  poet, 
with  hair  sleek  and  slightly  waved  like  the  coat  of  a  retriever 
hanging  round  a  face  oval  and  blank  and  sweet  like  a  tea-biscuit, 

"  You  seem  to  admire  Bums,"  he  said. 

"Me ?  No,  indeed.  Those  are  my  grandmother's  pictures. 
I  think  nothing  of  the  man.  His  intellectual  content  was 
miserably  small." 

"  That's  a  proposition  he  never  butted  up  against "; 

;;  What  ? "  r  -t,  . 

"A  woman  who  said  that  his  intellectual  content  was 
miserably  small.    You're  one  of  Time's  revenges.  .  .  ." 

She  didn't  follow  his  Uttle  joke,  although  she  smiled  faintly 
with  pleasure  at  being  called  a  woman,  because  she  was  distress- 
fully wondering  if  her  reluctance  to  let  him  go  was  a  premonition 
of  some  disaster  that  lurked  for  him  outside.  She  so  strangely 
wanted  him  to  stay.    She  could  actually  have  wound  her  arras 
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about  him,  which  was  a  queer  enough  thing  to  want  to  do,  as 
if  the  feelers  of  some  nightmare-crawling  homed  beast  were 
twitching  for  him  in  the  darkness  beyond  the  door.  This  in- 
ordinate emotion  must  have  some  meaning,  and  it  could  have 
none  other  than  that  Great  Granny  Macleod  had  really  had 
second  sight,  and  she  had  inherited  it ;  it  was  warning  her  that 
something  dreadful  was  going  to  happen  to  him  on  his  way  to 
the  hotel.  "  Well,  if  I  see  anything  in  the  papers  to-morrow 
morning  about  a  big  man  being  run  down  by  a  motor-car  in  the 
fog,  I'll  know  there's  something  in  the  supematiu-al,"  said  the 
cool  elf  that  dwelt  in  her  head.  But  agony  transfixed  her  Uke 
an  arrow  because  her  thought  reminded  her  that  this  glorious 
being  whose  eyes  blazed  with  serenity  as  other  people's  eyes 
blaze  only  with  rage,  was  susceptible  to  pain  and  would  some 
day  be  subject  to  death. 

"  Good-night,"  he  said.  He  did  not  know  why  her  breath 
had  failed  and  why  she  had  raised  her  hand  to  her  throat,  but 
he  knew  that  his  presence  was  doing  marvellous  things  to  her, 
and  he  was  sure  that  they  were  beautiful  things,  for  everything 
that  passed  between  from  now  on  till  the  end  of  time  would  be 
flawlessly  beautiful.  "  Good-night,"  he  said  again,  and  stopped 
when  he  had  gone  a  yard  or  two  down  the  path  simply  that  they 
might  speak  to  each  other  again.  "  You  must  shut  the  door. 
You're  letting  in  the  rain  and  cold." 

"  No,"  she  said  dreamily,  sleepily,  and  slowly  dosed  the 
door. 

He  went  on  in  the  impatient  mood  of  a  man  who  has  been 
secretly  married  and  must  leave  his  wife  in  a  poor  lodging  until 
he  can  disclose  his  marriage. 


CHAPTER  III 


(I) 

When  she  opened  the  door  with  her  latchkey  on  Monday 
evening,  late  from  a  class  in  Advanced  Commercial  Spanish  at 
Skerry  s  College,  and  sat  down  in  the  hall  to  take  her  boots  off, 
her  mother  cried  out  from  the  kitchen,  "  Ellen,  I've  got  the 
grandest  surprise  for  you  !  " 

These  fanciful  women  !  "  And  what's  that  ?  "  she  cried 
back  tolerantly,  though  the  dark  thoughts  buzzed  about  her 
head  like  bees.  She  thought  she  could  feel  better  if  she  could 
only  tell  someone  how  Mr.  Philip  had  sat  by  her  lire  like  a  nasty 
wee  black  imp  and  said  that  awful  thing.  But  she  must  not 
tell  her  mother,  who  would  only  be  fretted  by  it  and  ask  like  a 
little  anxious  mouse,  "  You're  sure  you've  not  said  anything, 
dear  ?  You're  sure  you've  been  a  careful  girl  with  your  work, 
dear  ?  "  and  would  brace  herself  with  heartrending  bravery  to 
meet  this  culminating  misfortune.  "  Ah,  well,  dear,  if  you  do 
have  to  look  roimd  for  a  new  post  we  must  just  manage."  So 
she  must  keep  silent  and  seem  cheerful,  though  that  memory 
was  rolling  round  and  round  in  her  brain  like  a  hot  marble. 

"  Away  into  the  dining-room  and  see  what  it  is,"  said  Mrs. 
Melville,  coming  out  with  the  cocoa-jug  in  her  hand.  She  had 
put  on  her  brighter  shawl,  the  tartan  one. 

"  You  look  as  we'd  been  left  a  fortune,"  said  Ellen. 

"  No  fear  of  that.  If  your  grand-aunt  Watson  remembers 
you  with  a  hmidred  pounds  that's  all  we  can  expect.  But  there's 
something  fine  waiting  for  you.  Finish  taking  off  that  muddy 
boot  before  you  come.    Now  I  " 

She  flung  open  the  door. 

"  Roses  I  "  breathed  EUen.    "  Mother-roses  I  " 

On  the  table  between  the  loaf  and  the  syrup-tin  there  was  a 
jug  filled  with  red  and  white  roses  ;  on  the  mantelpiece  three 
vases  that  had  long  held  nothing  but  dust  now  held  roses. 
and  doubtless  felt  a  resurrection  joy ;  and  on  the  book-cases 
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roses  lifted  stiff  stems  from  two  jam-jars.     EUen.   beine   a 
dave  of  the  eye.  grew  so  pale  and  so  gay  at  the  sight  of  the 
llowCTs  that  almost  everybody  in  the  world  except  one  man 
would  have  jeered  at  her.  and  she  put  her  arms  round  her 
mothers  neck  and  kissed  her,  though  she  knew  the  gift  could 
not  have  come  from  her.    The  flowers  were  beautiful  in  so 
many  ways.    They  were  beautiful  just  as  roses,  because  "  roses  " 
issuch  a  lovely  word  ;  as  clear  patches  of  red  and  white  because 
red  and  white  are  such  lovely  colours ;  and  because  a  red  rose 
has  so  strange  an  air  of  complicity  in  human  passion,  and  the 
first  White  rose  was  surely  grown  from  some  phosphorescent 
cutting  that  dropped  through  the  starlight  from  the  moon.    And 
these  were  the  furled,  attenuated  blooms  of  winter,  born  out  of 
due  season  and  nurtured  in  stoked  warmth,  like  the  deUcate 
children  of  kmgs,  and  emanating  a  faint  reluctant  scent  like  the 
querulous  sweet  snule  of  an  invalid.    They  looked  hard  and 
cold   as  if  they   had  protected    themselves   against  the  cold 
weather  by  imitating  the  substance  of  precious  stones 

They  were  an  orgy  and  a  prophecy,  these  flowers.  Thev 
were  an  outburst  of  unnecessary  loveliness  in  a  house  that  did 
not  dare  open  its  doors  to  anything  but  necessities ;  and  thev 
showed,  since  they  blossomed  hero  though  the  rain  roared  down 
outside  that  the  world  was  not  after  all  an  immutably  un- 
pleasant place,  and  could  be  turned  upside  down  very  enioyablv 
If  one  had  the  money  to  buy  things.  It  really  was  worth  while 
stni^ghng  to  get  on.  .  .  .  "^ 

1^  Mother,  where  did  they  come  from  ?  " 
*'  Ah  I  "  said  Mrs.  Melville  waggishly. 
"  Och.  tell  me  !    I  don't  imagine  you  went  out  and  pawned 
the  family  jewels.    Och.  do  tell  me  I    Come  on  i  " 

A  boy  brought  them  up  from  Gilbey  the  florist's  this 

TT*K^-  ^  u""^"^  ?^''^  *^"*^°  ^0^  ^^e°  I  opened  the  door 
And  the  wee  brat  of  a  boy  tried  to  convey  to  m^that  he  wasn't 
used  to  coming  to  such  a  place.  He  wore  a  look  like  a  missionary 
Mn??  ''*  ^^"'^-  .  Jhey  ^^"-e  left  for  Miss  Melville,  mind  yo?^ 
Not  for  your  poor  old  mother.    And  they're  from  Mr.  YaverlLd 

m^telpiec^^'  ""^  "^  ^**"^*  ^''"'"  g^^^^other  on  the 

side^"^"'^  ^^^^'  ""^^P*"^**^  °^^  *^e  roses,  dropped  to  her 

"I  would  have  thought  he  had  more  sense."  she  said  sulkily. 
^^^^  .money  to  burn  he  should  have  sent  this  lot  to  the 

"  Och,  Ellen,  are  you  not  pleased  ?  " 
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"  What's  the  man  thinking  of  to  fill  us  up  with  flowers  as  if 
we  were  an  Episcopal  church  on  Easter  Sunday  ?  " 

"  Ellen,  you've  no  notion  of  manners.  Gentlemen  often 
send  flowers  to  ladies  they  admire.  When  your  Aunt  Bessie 
and  I  were  girls  many's  the  fine  present  of  flowers  we  got  from 
ofiicers  at  the  Castle." 

"I've  neither  time  nor  taste  for  such  things.  It  makes  me 
feel  like  a  hospital.  He'll  be  sending  us  new-laid  eggs  and  lint 
banda|;es  next.    The  man's  mad." 

"  Ellen,  you're  a  queer  girl,"  complained  Mrs.  Melville.  "  If 
this  argy-bargying  about  votes  for  women  makes  you  turn  up 
your  nose  at  bonny  flowers  that  a  decent  fellow  sends  you  I'm 
sorry  for  you — it's  just  tempting  Providence  to  scorn  good 
mercies  like  this.  I'll  away  and  take  the  fish-pie  out  of  the 
oven." 

It  was  strange  that  as  soon  as  her  mother  had  left  the  room 
she  began  to  feel  differently  about  the  roses.  Of  course  they 
were  very  beautiful ;  and  they  were  contenting  in  a  quite  magic 
way,  for  besides  satisfying  her  longing  for  pretty  things,  they 
seemed  to  have  deprived  of  urgency  all  her  other  longings,  even 
including  her  desire  for  a  vote,  for  eminence  of  some  severe  sort, 
for  an  income  of  three  hundred  pounds  a  year  (which  was  the 
most  she  believed  a  person  with  a  social  conscience  could  enjoy), 
for  a  perpetual  ticket  for  the  Paterson  Concerts  at  the  MacEwan 
Hall,  and  for  perfect  self-possession.  She  felt  as  if  these  things 
were  already  hei?,  or  as  if  they  were  coming  so  certainly  that 
she  need  not  fret  about  them  any  more  than  one  frets  about  a 
parcel  that  one  knows  has  been  posted,  or  concerning  some 
desires,  as  if  it  did  not  matter  so  much  as  she  had  thought 
whether  she  got  them  or  not.  Especially  that  dream  of  being 
one  of  a  company  of  men  and  women  whose  bodies  should  be 
grave  as  elms  vath  dignity  and  whose  words  should  be  bright 
as  butterflies  with  wit  struck  her  as  being  foolish.  It  was  as 
ifile  as  wanting  to  be  born  in  the  days  of  Queen  Elizabeth.  What 
she  really  wanted  was  a  friend.  She  had  felt  the  need  of  one 
sinci-  Rachael  Wing  went  to  London.  Surely  Richard  Yavcrland 
meant  to  be  her  friend,  since  he  sent  flowers  to  her.  But  she 
wished  the  gift  could  have  been  made  secretly,  and  if  he  came 
to  pay  a  visit  she  should  be  quite  alone.  For  no  reason  that 
slie  could  formulate,  the  thought  of  even  her  mother  setting  eyes 
on  them  together  seemed  a  tl^eat  of  disgrace.  She  wished  that 
they  could  be  standing  side  by  side  at  the  fire  in  that  five  minutes 
when  it  is  sheer  extravagance  to  light  the  gas  but  so  dark  that 
one  may  stare  as  one  cannot  by  day,  so  that  she  might  look  at 
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what  the  driving  flamelight  showed  of  his  black,  sea-rouriiened 
ma^uficcnce.  At  her  perfect  memory  of  him  she  fdt  a  SSTS 
exblarauon  which  left  her  confused^and  elTd  andtcne^Ient 
^i*u  i^  fil''  "?*'*^' '  she  said,  for  Mr^.  MefviUc  had  come  back 
with  the  fish-p.e.  and  was  bidding  her  with  an  offended  briskn^ 
o  St  forward  and  eat  her  meal  while  it  was  hot.  "  they're"^ 
loveh^t  thmgs.     I  can't  think  what  for  I  was  so  croS^"    ^ 

that  T  1  /jfi  I*"  '•  -^u^'^^  '^  ""'e  bonny  comes  our  way 
that^  I  do  think  we  might  be  grateful  when  we  get  a  treat." 
,^  I  m  sorry.     I  can't  think  what  came  over  me." 

like  vourTaZr     V    *•  ^T cT'-  y^"'^'^  sometimes  terribly 
iiKe  your  lather.     You  must  fight  again<;t  it  " 

roses.  ^^  '**  '*°'^"  *°  '"PP^"'  '°^''^"^  "P  ^'""^  th«>^  'ood  at  the 

iust*  mlS^dt^u^^oToiL'^^^^  '''  '^^  ^^^'^^    ^-^"-  -<^  - 

was  b JS/fl'"'''"^  *^'**  T'^'l-     ^*  *^  ^«»  known  that  gas 
was  bad  for  flowers  even  when  I  was  young,  though  we  didn? 

dayl'S'lerthe  "^o^'^Z'-i  it^^^t  t^H^ 
a  look  at  tiicm  at  breakfast."  v,umciu  myseii  witn 

fKinL'Tf "^"m  -^    ^- J'^y*'"^  y^"*"  ^o*^'^'  lassie.     But  do  you  not 

TaLXS  in  {he  fohiie -''"'•  '"*  ''  '^"'^  ^  '^  ^^^^  -- 

men'J"l!.*'fi  ''  7u^^  ^^""^  '^'^-  ^^  «'^  ^  satisfactory  arrange- 
ment, for  then  there  was  a  bright  soft  light  on  the  S  and 
wh.te  petals,  and  a  drapciy  of  darkness  about  the  mean  waUs 
o   the  room,  and  a  thickening  of  the  atmosphere  whkhWdSe 

un!^  ^V^\°^^-^l  ^^"^^'^  ^^''^'  so  *hit  the  girl  dreamed 
untormented  and  without  knowing  that  she  dreamfd. 

.  Ah.  well !  sighed  Mrs.  Melville  after  a  silence  with  that 
air  of  irony  w  uch  she  was  careful  to  impart  to  her  sadTemarkt 
S.  Lw^r.^'l  *°  ''rr'  ^y  impression  that  she  rSScd 
ll  !  1^  ^*'i ^'^•'*^.^  h"-  "  ^  don't  know  how  maS  yeare 
It  is  since  I  sat  down  with  roses  on  the  table  "  ^  ^ 

I  never  have  before."  said  Ellen. 
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It  was  indeed  much  more  as  the  friend  that  Ellen  wanted 
than  as  the  declared  lover  he  had  intended  to  be  that  Yaverland 
came  to  Hume  Park  Square  on  Saturday  in  answer  to  the  letter 
of  thanks  which,  after  the  careful  composition  of  eight  drafts, 
she  had  sent  him.  All  week  he  had  meant  to  ask  her  to  marry 
him  at  the  first  possible  moment.  By  day,  when  the  thought 
of  her  nished  in  upon  him  like  a  sweet -smelling  wind  every  time 
he  lifted  his  mind  from  his  work,  and  by  night,  when  she  stood 
red-gold  and  white  on  every  wall  of  his  room  in  the  darkness 
it  grew  more  and  more  incredible  that  he  could  meet  her  and 
not  tell  her  that  he  wanted  to  spend  all  the  rest  of  his  life  with 
her.  He  felt  ashamed  that  he  was  not  her  husband,  and 
at  the  back  of  his  mind  was  a  confused  consciousness  of 
inverted  impropriety,  as  if  continuance  in  his  present  course 
would  bring  upon  him  denunciations  from  the  pulpit  for  living 
in  open  chastity  apart  from  a  woman  to  whom  he  was  really 
married.  There  was,  too,  a  strange  sense  of  a  severer  guilt, 
as  if  by  not  letting  his  love  for  her  have  its  way  he  was  com- 
mitting the  crime  a  scientific  man  commits  when  he  fails  to 
communicate  the  result  of  a  valuable  research.  Even  when  he 
went  out  to  mount  his  motor-cycle  for  the  ride  to  Edinburgh 
he  meant  to  force  on  her  at  once  as  much  knowledge  of  his  love 
as  her  youth  could  hold. 

But  going  down  the  garden  he  met  the  postman,  who  gave 
him  a  letter  ;  and  before  he  opened  it  it  checked  his  enterprise. 
For  the  address  was  in  his  mother's  handwriting,  and  though 
it  was  still  black  and  exquisite,  like  the  tracery  of  bare  tree-boughs 
against  the  sky,  it  was  larger  than  usual,  and  he  had  often 
before  noticed  that  she  wrote  like  that  only  when  her  eyes  had 
been  strained  by  one  of  her  bouts  of  sleeplessness.  "  Why 
doesn't  she  go  to  a  doctor  and  get  him  to  give  her  something 
for  it  ?  "  he  asked  himself  impatiently,  annoyed  at  the  casting 
o!  this  shadow  on  his  afternoon  ;  but  it  struck  him  what  a 
lovely  and  characteristic  thing  it  was  that,  though  his  mother 
had  suffered  great  pain  from  sleeplessness  for  thirty  years,  she 
had  never  bought  peace  with  a  drug.  Nothing  would  make 
her  content  to  tamper  with  reality.  He  found,  too,  in  her 
letter  a  phrase  that  bore  out  his  suspicion,  a  complaint  of  the 
length  of  the  winter,  a  confessed  longing  for  his  return  in  the 
New  Year,  which  was  a  breach  of  her  habitual  pretence,  which 
never  took  him  in  for  an  instant  and  which  she  kept  up  perhaps 
for  that  very  reason,  that  she  did  not  care  when  she  saw  him  again. 
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v^de  window  in  her  room  wWch  she  W  '^'  '  "'"«  ^^  ^^e 
the  Thames  estuarv  and  thTcii,.  %^P*  uncurtained  so  -u  > 
marshes  should  lie^in^er  her  evriik^^'''  '*  '^''  '"to  ie 
contest  with  memory  would  not  W.  ^  '"^^-    "«^  nightlong 

ust  finished  smiling  at  a  joke  thS  wLc   ^PP^^^^e  of  having 
to  prolong  her  merrimen     but  bei^^n  °f  ^"'*"  e°°^  ^^ough 
another;   it  would  only  have  m^n!  v.^  ^"^^^  ^^^^V  to  smile  at 
would  be  straight  and  grS  her  sWn'l'^?"'"  "^^y*    "er  h^ 
face  heavy  except  when  Stv      •      f^^*^^"-  the  flesh  of  her 
mvoked  that  expression  wSch  h?  '^  m'  '*^^"«  ^^^^  looked  on 
would  become  gi5ish  and  2iie  and.X'^'^  ''^^  ^^-    "er  faJ" 
fulness  would  lettle  into  a  Ji^kff'f^^^  ."foment  of  forget! 
the  marshes  had  reminded  her  ^fwT    '^^Pe^'"    Something%n 
how  one  frosty  mor^fng  she  and  h^ l'    ^^l^^^ '^^^^ber^ 
h.t  H-^'/^^°"gh  cold  diicW  i^r  ir/ .^.^^  ^^^«d  ^th 
that  divided  the  pasture?    f1!i  ^     ^^^°"&  *he  grassy  terrace 
to  a  ditch  Whose  ^b%h?water^r  ^k^°^  *°  t^«  eJsIoS 
the  bank  to  the  wit'  sloS  w^t^  ^^i^h^  * ^'  ^o^ng'l^^, 
black  ice;  or  she  had  remeLbfred  hot      ^  """^  *°  ^  *tch  8/ 
the  sky  was  a  yellow  clo?  S  c.?  u-  ^'  °°®  summer  night  when 
^ass  under  the^ea  w^°*^U  ^^^52%  ^^^^^ad  sa^  inTheT^'g 
she  had  remembered  the  e^d  '^'^  '"  ^^^  ^^P-    And  thef 

thirty  ye"s.%Tit*'slm^"f,  *^"^  could  hurt  after 
thari  if  had  ever  done  belief '  h^^'^^^  *°  him  to  day 
that  the  love  that  wouinapwnTf  hi^^""^,.  ^^  could  see 
be  a  living  thing  in  thirty  ?S^''i'7^  ^^^'^  lover  would 
mutably  glorioiK  as  hi/  m^  ™^-  •  •  •  It  would  be  im- 
nnnably  gSevous.  Yet  suddTnll  h.%H  ^'  ^^'^  ^^  ^te^ 
Ellen  or  the  prospect  of  tri^?!^  ?^  ^'^  "°*  ^ant  to  thiS  of 
seemed  disloyaJty  m  L''L*t""'P^^t  wooing  any  more     ?/ 

was  going  thrVgrone'^fTefb^dfe  ^T  '^-  ^i^mothe 

^liK^  ^^--  •^^  l^e^-J? falk  fo^r^^.^^^; 

somtt"i?S;?h'aW^tdT^^^^^^^  ^«  -y  to  Edinburgh 

van  rumbled  aheld  of  him  ^Sh  »  i  ^^^P^'"'  ^  heavy  motor- 
him  wonder  at  the  spirit  of  h  \co  S'^t'^f  '°"^^^  ^^^  ^^de 
a trTS  tt^r3^rt^,tee?d1?;  ^^  ^  ^L^-^^  on 
Wheels  shatte.d  hk^^^  ^g  .  o^^^^,^ 
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wildly  in  the  shafts,  and  a  lad  lying  under  the  hedge  with  blood 
spattered  on  a  curd-white  face.    Men  and  a  hurdle  had  to  be 
fetched  from  the  farm  that  was  in  sight,  the  doctor  had  to  be 
summoned  from  a  village  three  miles  away,  and  then  he  was 
asked  to  wait  lest  there  should  be  need  of  a  further  errand  to 
a  cottage  hospital.    He  was  in  a  jarred  mood  by  then,  for  the 
farm  people  had  been  inhumanly  callous  to  the  lad's  suffering, 
but  were  just  human  enough  to  know  that  their  behaviour  was 
disgusting,  and  were  disguising  their  reluctance  to  lift  their 
httle  fingers  to  save  a  stranger's  life  as  resentment  against 
Yaverland  himself  for  his  peremptory  way  of  requesting  their 
help.    They  had  known  from  his  speech  that  he  came  from 
the  south,  so  as  he  sat  in  the  kitchen  they  exchanged  comments 
on  the  incapacity  of  the  English  to  understand  the  sturdy  in- 
dependence of  the  Scotch.    He  began  to  fret  at  this  delay  among 
th^  beastly  people  in  their  sour  smoke,  and  to  think  greedUy 
of  how  by  this  time  he  might  have  been  with  Ellen  listening  to 
the  grave  conversation  that  sat  as  quaintly  on  her  loveliness 
as  tortoiseshell  spectacles  on  an  elfin  nose,  and  looking  at  that 
incomparable  hair. 

But  it  struck  him  that  this  impatience  was  a  rotten  thing  to 
feel  when  it  was  a  matter  of  helping  a  poor  chap  in  pain.    He 
rose  and  opened  the  door  to  see  if  the  doctor  was  coming  out 
of  the  room  across  the  passage  where  the  patient  lay ;   but  he 
could  hear  nothing  but  the  lad's  moans.    He  shivered.    They 
reminded  him  of  the  night  when  for  the  first  time  he  had  heard 
his  mother  make  just  such  anguished  sounds  as  these.    He 
was  twenty-one  then,  and  a  student  at  South  Kensington,  and 
It  was  on  one  of  his  week-ends  at  Yaverland's  End.    He  had  sat 
up  late  working,  and  as  he  was  passing  his  mother's  door  on 
his  way  to  bed  he  heard  the  sound  of  a  lament  sadder  than 
any  weeping,  since  it  had  no  hint  of  a  cUmax  but  went  on  and  on 
as  if  It  knew  the  sorrow  that  inspired  it  would  not  fail  all  through 
eternity.     It  appalled  him,  and  he  felt  shy  of  going  in,  so  he 
went  on  to  his  room  and  sat  on  his  bed.    After  an  hour  he  went 
out  into  the  passage  and  listened.    She  stiU  was  moaning. 
Without  knocking,  lest  her  pride  should  forbid  him  to  come  in. 
he  went  into  her  room. 

She  was  sitting  at  the  table  by  the  window  playing  patience,  and 
she  stared  over  her  shoulder  at  him  with  tearless  eyes.  But  aU  the 
windows  were  flung  open  to  let  out  misery,  and  shenadlit  several 
candles  as  well  as  the  electric  hght ;  and  winged  things  that  had 
nsen  from  the  marshes  to  visit  this  brightness  died  in  those  candle- 
aames  without  intervention  from  her  who  would  at  ordinary  times 
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try  to  prevent  the  death  of  anything.  She  wore  nothing  over  her 
nightgown,  and  her  lilac  and  gold  kimono  lay  in  the  middle  of 
the  floor.  Men  who  were  lost  in  the  bush  stripped  themselves, 
he  had  often  heard  it  said  ;  and  he  had  seen  panic-stricken  women 
on  the  deck  of  a  foundering  ship  throw  off  their  coats.  She 
had  turned  back  to  her  cards  immediately,  and  he  had  not 
spoken,  but  in  some  way  he  knew  that  she  fully  understood. 
"  Take  those  books  off  the  armchair  and  sit  down,"  she  ordered 
in  her  rough,  soft  voice. 

For  some  time  he  sat  there,  while  over  and  over 
again  she  shuffled  and  dealt  and  played  her  game  and 
started  another  at  a  speed  which  dazzled  his  eyes ;  until 
she  rose  and  said  indifferently,  "  Let's  go  to  bed.  It  must  be 
past  four."  There  was  an  upward  inflection  in  her  naming  of 
the  hour  that  showed  she  believed  it  later  than  she  saxd,  that 
she  felt  that  this  long  agony  must  have  brought  her  quite  close 
to  the  dawn,  but  she  had  not  dared  to  say  so  for  fear  of  the 
disappointment  which  she  knew  followed  always  on  her  imagining 
of  brighter  things.  But  it  was  not  yet  three.  "  I  can't  think 
why  we're  sitting  up  like  this,"  she  continued  scornfully,  and 
her  face  crumpled  suddenly  as  she  fell  sideways  into  his  arms, 
crying,  "  Richard  !  Richard  !  "  His  heart  seemed  to  break 
in  two.  He  held  her  close  and  kissed  her  and  comforted  her, 
and  carried  her  over  to  the  bed,  entreating  her  to  lie  quietly 
and  try  to  forget  and  sleep.  "  But  I  have  so  many  things  to 
remember,"  she  reminded  him.  Turning  her  face  away  from 
him,  and  drawing  the  bedclothes  about  her  chin,  she  began  to 
talk  very  rapidly  about  the  intense  memories  that  pricked  her 
like  a  thousand  thorns.  But  at  the  sound  of  Roothing  Church 
clock  striking,  so  far  off  and  so  feebly  that  it  told  no  hour  but 
merely  sweetly  reminded  the  ear  of  time,  she  rolled  over  again 
and  looked  at  him,  smilingly,  glowingly,  sadly.  "  Ah,  darling  !  " 
she  said.  "It  is  very  late.  Perhaps  if  you  hold  my  hand  I 
will  drop  off  to  sleep  now."    But  it  was  he  that  had  slept.  .  .  . 

And  she  was  going  through  a  bad  time  like  that  now. 

When  at  last  he  was  free  to  continue  his  ride  to  Edinburgh 
he  did  not  greatly  want  to  go.  He  would  have  turned  back 
to  Broxburn  had  he  not  reflected  that,  although  Ellen  and  her 
mother  had  not  named  any  particular  day  for  his  visit,  they 
might  perhaps  expect  him  this  afternoon.  Indeed,  he  became 
quite  certain  that  they  were  expecting  him.  But  nothing 
seemed  agreeable  to  him  in  his  abandonment  to  this  rituaUst 
desire  to  live  soberly  for  a  little  so  that  he  might  share  the 
sorrow  of  the  woman  who  was  enduring  pain  because  she  had 
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given  him  life.  He  certainly  would  not  make  love  to  Ellen. 
He  hoped  that  she  was  not  so  wonderful  as  he  had  remembered 
her. 

But  though  his  spirit  doubled  on  his  track  it  did  not  lead 
him  back  to  solitude.     Perhaps  when  the  sun  falls  over  the  edge 
of  polar-earth  the  Arctic  fox  laments  that  he  must  run  through 
the  night  alone,  for  in  the  white  livery  he  must  assume  at  the 
year's  death  he  feels  himself  beast  of  a  different  kind  from  the 
brown  mate  with  whom  he  sported  all  the  summer-time  ;   and 
hears  a  soft  pad  on  the  snow  and  finds  her  running  by  his  side, 
white  like  himself.     So  it  was  with  Yaverland  when  he  came 
to  Hume  Park  Square,  for  the  Ellen  he  found  was  a  dove,  a 
nun,  a  nurse.     Up  to  the  moment  she  opened  the  door  to  him 
she  had  been  a  sturdy,  rufous  thing,  a  terrier-tiger,  exasperated 
because  she  had  imperilled  her  immortal  soul  by  coming  off  her 
Princes  Street  pitch  when  a  truly  conscientious  woman  would 
have  gone  on  selling  Votes  for  Women  for  at  least  live  minutes 
longer  ;   and  because  she  had  had  to  pretend  to  her  mother  all 
through  tea  that  she  hadn't  really  expected  him ;   and  because 
after  her  mother  had  gone  out  she  had  begun  to  read  the  Scots- 
man's report  of  an  anti-Suffrage  meeting  in  Lcadon.    "  Yon 
Lord  Curzon's  an  impudent  birkie,"  she  said,  with  a  rush  of  tears 
to  her  eyes  that  seemed  even  to  herself  an  excessive  conmient 
on  Lord  Curzon ;  then  the  knock  came.    "  It'll  be  my  old  boots 
back  from  the  mending,"  she  had  told  herself  bitterly,  and  went 
to  the  door  like  a  shrew.     And  because  there  had  been  some 
secret  diplomacy  between  their  souls  of  which  they  knew  nothing. 
some  mutual  promises  that  each  would  attempt  to  give  what 
the  other  felt  was  lacking  in  the  universe  at  the  moment,  the 
first  sight  of  him  made  her  change  herself  from  top  to  toe  to  a 
quiet,  kind  thing. 

The  little  sitting-room  was  drowsy  as  a  church,  its  darkness 
not  so  much  lit  as  stained  amber  by  candlelight,  and  her  voice 
was  quiet  and  pattering  and  gentle,  like  castanets  played  softly. 
She  made  him  tea,  though  it  was  far  too  late,  and  he  had  politely 
said  he  did  not  want  any,  and  afterwards  she  sat  by  the  fire, 
listening  without  exclamation  to  the  story  of  the  accident, 
making  no  demand  on  him  for  argument  or  cheerfulness,  some- 
times letting  the  conversation  sag  into  silence,  but  always 
showing  a  smile  that  such  a  tir^e  meant  no  failure  of  goodwill. 
The  unique  quality  of  her  smile,  wliich  was  exquisitely  gay 
and  comically  irregular.  Ulting  the  left  comer  of  her  mouth  a 
little  higher  than  the  right,  reminded  Yaverland  that  of  course 
be  loved  her.    It  would  make  it  all  right  if  he  wrote  to  his 
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mother  about  her  at  once.  He  reflected  how  he  could  word  the 
letter  to  convey  that  this  girl  was  the  most  glorious  and  desir- 
able bemg  on  earth  without  lapsing  into  the  exuberance  of 
phrase  which  was  the  one  thing  that  made  her  turn  on  him 
the  speculative  gaze,  not  so  much  expressive  of  contempt  as 
admitting  that  the  word  contempt  had  certainly  passed  through 
her  mind,  which  she  habitually  turned  on  the  rest  of  the 
world.  .  .  . 

But  Ellen   was  speaking  now,  apologising  because  she  had 
made  him  eat  by  candlelight,  offering  to  light  the  gas,  explaining 
that  she  and  her  mother  had  burned  candles  all  the  week  because 
they  hurt  his  roses  less.    "  But  surely."  he  said,  "  these  roses 
can  t  be  the  ones  I  sent  you  ?    That  was  five  days  ago.    These 
look  quite  fresh."    Her  face  became  vivacious  and  passionate  • 
she  came  to  the  table  and  bent  over  the  vases  with  an  excite- 
ment that  would  have  struck  most  people  as  a  little  mad.     "  Of 
course  these  are  your  roses  !  "  she  exclaimed.  "  Fivedays  indeed ! 
I  hey  U  keep  a  fortnight  the  way  mother  and  I  do  them.    When 
they  begin  to  droop  you  plunge  the  stalks  into  boiling  water. ..." 
vt    u    y^^^^^^^  ^^^  with  quiet  delight.    In  the  course  of  his 
lite  he  had  given  flowers  to  several  women,  but  none  of  them 
had  ever  plunged  their  stalks  into  boiling  water.    Instead  they 
had  stood  up  very  straight  in  their  shiny  gowns  and  lifted  the 
Howers  m  a  pretence  of  inhaling  the  fragrance  which  the  strong 
scent  they  used  must    certainly  have  prevented  them  from 
smellmg,  and  had  sent  out  from  their  little  mouths  fluttering 
murmurs  of  gratitude  that  were  somehow  not  references  to  the 
flowers  at  all,  but  declarations  of  femaleness.    Surely  both  the 
woman  who  performed  that  conventional  gesture  and  the  man 
who  witnessed  it  were  very  pathetic.     It  was  as  if  the  man 
brought  the  flowers  as  a  symbol  of  the  wonderful  gifts  he  might 
have  given  her  if  they  had  been  real  lovers,  and  as  if  the  wonian 
answered  by  those  female  murmurings  that  if  they  had  been 
real  lovers  she  would  have  repaid  him  with  such  miracles  of 
tenderness     The  gesture  was  always  followed,  he  remembered, 
by  a  period  of  silence  when  she  laid  the  flowers  aside  for  some 
servant  s  attention,  which  was  surely  a  moment  of  flat  ironic 
regret. 

But  the  roses  that  he  had  brought  Ellen  were  no  symbol 
but  a  real  gift.  They  satisfied  one  of  her  starvations  She 
was  eanmg  over  them  wolfishly,  and  presently  straightened 
herself  and  stared  at  a  dark  wall  and  told  how  early  one  spring 
she  had  gone  to  a  Primrose  League  picnic  ("  Mother  brought 
me  up  as  a  Consairvative.    It's  been  a  great  grief  to  her  the  way 
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I've  gone")  at  Melville  Castle.  There  had  been  lilac  and 
laburnums.  Lilac  and  laburnums  I  She  had  evidently  been 
transported  by  those  delicate  mauve  and  yellow  silk  embroideries 
on  the  grey  canvas  of  the  Scottish  countryside,  and  his  roses 
had  taken  her  the  tame  journey  into  ecstasy,  just  as  the  fact 
■  of  her  had  brought  him  back  into  the  happiness  away  from 
which  he  had  been  travelling  for  years.  They  had  a  magical 
power  to  give  each  other  the  things  they  wanted. 

But  she  was  uneasy.  The  clock  had  struck  seven,  and  she 
had  seemed  perturbed  by  its  striking.  "  Do  you  want  me  to 
go  ?  "  he  asked,  with  the  frank  bad  manners  of  a  man  who  is 
making  love  in  a  hurry. 

"  Och,  no  !  "  she  answered  reluctantly,  "  but  there's  the 
shopping." 

"  Can't  I  come  and  carry  the  things  for  you  ?  " 

She  brought  her  hands  together  with  a  happy  movement 
that  at  the  last  instant  she  checked.  But  indeed  she  was  very 
glad.  For  nowadays  if  anybody  was  unkind,  and  on  Saturday 
nights  people  were  tired  and  busy  and  altogether  disposed  to 
be  unkind,  she  immediately  noted  it  as  fresh  evidence  that  there 
did  indeed  exist  that  human  conspiracy  of  malevolence  in  which 
the  sudden  unprovoked  unceasing  cruelty  of  Mr.  Philip  had  made 
her  believe.  But  if  the  client  from  Rio  were  with  her,  things 
would  not  happen  perversely  and  she  would  not  think  dark 
thoughts.    "  That'll  be  fine.    You'll  make  a  grand  jumentum." 

"Ju ?" 

"  Jumentum,  jumenti,  neuter,  second.  A  beast  of  burden. 
It's  a  word  that  Caesar  was  much  addicted  to." 

When  she  came  in  again  from  the  haJl  he  saw  with  delight 
that  she  had  put  on  her  hat  and  coat  in  the  dark,  and,  though 
she  went  to  the  mantelpiece,  it  was  not  to  revise  the  rough  drsUft 
of  her  dressing  at  the  glass,  but  to  fish  some  money  out  of  a 
ginger-jar.  She  brought  the  coins  over  to  ihe  table  and  began 
to  arrange  them  in  little  heaps,  evidently  making  some  calculation 
concerning  the  domestic  finance,  while  her  face  assumed  a 
curious  expression  of  contemptuous  thrift.  It  was  as  if  she 
was  making  her  reckoning  with  scrupulous  accuracy  and  at  the 
same  time  ridiculing  her  own  penury  and  promising  herself 
that  there  would  come  a  time  when  she  should  make  calculations 
concerning  the  treasures  of  emperors.  She  was  deluding  herself 
with  dreams  of  the  time  when  she  should  have  crowned  herself 
queen  or  made  herself  the  hidden  tyrant-saviour  of  an  industry. 
He  detested  her  ambition :  he  felt  it  to  be  a  kind  of  spiritual 
adultery;   he  moved  his  clen-^hed  hand  forward  on  the  table 
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she  smiled  a  distuSedS  th.,  ^'  ^".^^^^  *«  his  face,  an 
that  one  beauUful  anirn^^'^^e  t?Sh  '*  ^'!f  ^^'^  ^^*'" 
wonder  at  his  beautv  and  fh?rf  i!  ^°*her,  and  then  poeti 
each  other  sof  aSd  at^iasTit  t?.      P^'f^  ^^^"^^  ^^ey  ]Se. 

because  the  happiniVwi\^^nS?rntotSJ:;T^  °^'°'"^^^ 
because  there  was  somethine  sh^  nnlSf  .  ^^*  physical  miser] 
did  not  know  what  it  wa^^AnH  Z^  *°  ^t""'  ^^V-  ^"d  sh 
he  ^rfectlv  knew  Uat  s^e  dtT  no'    ^"^  '™'"^  *°°'  ^^^"^* 

itsju"ttering*'in^"of?haSot  s'Sd^^t   "^■T^^*•   -^    ^^ 
and  at  its  death  the  dSknes!  seemed    n  Z^K^^'"'''  ^^'"'- 
the    comers    of  the    room  and    n?.!c   *?  ^"^  forward  from 
other.    Very    soon  she    woSi    »f.  ?    ^u-"^    '^^^^   *«  ^ach 
would  be  an  exquis  ?e   cxch^ne  Llr.  /"k    ^^-  ^"^   *here 
texture  of  the  coat   that    hc^»,^*^^*  hetvreen  the  rough 
smooth  skin  thatTs  lips' wo'idmS  "fi^t'th^'P  ^^    '^' 
The  passion  that  possessed  him  Zll         .     *^^^^  ^^^^  "<«• 
sensation.     He  desh?d?er  bodv  ^rT  I?  '1'°°^  *^^t  '^  l^'"ed 
was  inhabited  by  her  soS^  inri^-^f^l'  t"*  ^'^y  because  it 
HefeltanexdtatLn  LSltionth^r.'  ^''\^?^  ^^°°^«  ^^al. 
with  light,  and  theCu^erth"  h^  hfn^.'"^^?^^^^^^ 
seemed  now  only  a  richlv  coSn^yfii    ^u?  *^°"Sbt  of  as  Ellen 
her     If  he  want^ed  to  hoM  hS^  L^^  ^  °*1  ^"""'^  ^he  fact  of 
might  shatter  these  frdl  subsTanc^^  lu^  k  ""t'  °"^y  *hat  he 
let  their  liberated  souls  strSiTont^l    ""  ^^^  ^™'''"^c«  ^nd 
foUowed  a  moment  when  Sf      *  ^'^^  *^°"^^ts'  hair.    There 

in  his  hear'lhe  X  7 t^lZtl'f ''''''  ^'^  ^  "^  ^"^ 
the  coins  on  the  tablelnd  he  iLST^  ^^^  •'^*  °"t  among 
course  !  "  But  immediSdv  L  k.^*^,  "^""^  °°  ^^  ^nd  said,  "  Of 
it.  The  world  wSThe  saSjJ^^  iTnf"  ^^^  ^^  ^^^  ^^^ 
on  the  other  side  of  the  tabS  anH  i     ^"en  was  sitting  there 

She  murmured   petdanflv     "?    ^^  -'^^"'^'^  ""^^  ^-^al. 
mother  said.  .  .     I^I?t  *!m.^i  '^"u*   remember  a  thing 
and  swept  the  money'Sto  he??octt"'lh  ''''  ^ •  *°  ^"y-' 
bhnded.  as  though  aU  day  she  had  *^,,^S%^^^  ^^tigued  and 
burnished  armies  passing  in  strnna  c  "^.^^^hed  a  procession  of 
she  said,  and  whileT?o^und  St  S'S  '    Y',  &«  °"'" 
went  and  stood  in  the  earH^n    J?     •     ^,.^°^^  '"  ^he  lobby  she 
stone  of  the  path.  dn^nkfn?1n  IheTii^  ^''  5^^^^  °"  ^he  cold 
to  the  chiU  of  the  evemnX  if*u  ^^^  air  abandoning  herself 

But  they  were  hapm^  amoJt  at  nZt     '/^^^e  hom  him, 
cents.  She  had  a  minTklTri,^^-^,  ^^^Ti^^ 


"%^^i._-¥. 


THE  JUDGE  g, 

a  prize-fight  ?    Oh    Yav-M-ianH  I  ^    '  u     ^    ,   "^  ^^  ^^^'"  seen 

moonhght   with   their  yeUow  gas-jets     He   liked  ^^c  *^^ 

men,  showed  that  she  oS^lmtlH  fn  .V    u  ^  f  ^'"^"t  °"  ^^ 
stocked  bX°i  ™?H  >i  ."^  5  bakery-such  a  marvello  Jy 

thought  prodigious  savp  fnr  .  ,  ^^^  °*^^''  "^*'°"  wo^d  have 
she  snuledScatinp^l  ^.  if-  ^^^^'""^  ""'  ^  christening,  while 
mawkish  ioJI7oAil^f'  ?f  *^°"^^  ^^  ^'^'  ^^le  were 
bruiscR.    Bu^  in  the  b»S'c    J^^u°"iP^y  °*  ^  friend  of 
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.>T«  H?«  *hat  passed  between  her  and  the  shopmen,  and  found 

iJfit  h^H  h"  ^'^"^  'h  ^'^"^  ^"S"^h  '^^'^"^^  oi  such  occLTons 
S  S^nit  .  ^t" '"  ^  ^'^^'•^"t  tongue.     It  had  the  tweedy  texture 

llA.:£cLr£^^--'  demonia^c^rrSneS:-! 

Ellen  out  fnThC'tf  ""^  *^^  ^^^  *°  *^^  ^^^^  t^  *<>  be  served. 
advertCLin/?h.  r  ^*^"g  "P  at  a  Peters  milk  chocolate 
aavertisement  that  hung  on  the  waU.  a  vodelline  sort  of  lanH. 

SVofTc!i?t"r*""^^'^  '  vanlllafce  rSng  dolttt 
fn^rK  K  ^^"^'^^^  bl^«  '  She  was  under  the  iUusion  that  it  was 

siK  h^rS""'  '*  ^"^^  .^°''^'^"  P^^'^-  Yaverland  watched  Th^ 
f^iH  K^    .l'*.^u°'^''  '^'*''"g  breakfast  sausage,  for  EUen  had 

Wm  tiS  tht J^'  ^"^  r.°^  *^^  "*y  ^^*J^«^  ^d  it  seemed  to 
wSi.nJ     K  T^  something  noble  about  the  old  man  in  his 
white  apron  which  remmded  one  of  his  civic  dignity.    Doubtlew 
^ZZ'''  ;"  v'  "'''"  '°^  ^e  ^o'^d  remind^one  that  he  S 
lanTto'riS:  o  r"?  *^'°°*^  of  Edinburgh,  of  all  loXd  ScoN 
S«.        /*"u  °*  o""^"^  life  to  a  more  than  ordinary  mae- 
SkSon  tf  nrH^'"  to  quaUfy  that  magnificence  by  somtTySSl 
thoTh  «!.    ° "^"^  ^'^^^    ^^«  °^d  "^*"  seemed  to  like  Slen 
ItlStt^l  "^"^  ""^1  "^l  ^^"*  ^s  ham  and  said,  "  If  ffi 
LnH^o  '  *^«"  t'™«s  have  been  hard  for  the  pigs  latdy."  Yaver- 

i^t  s?much  onTh.'^'^T^  "^^'^^^^  ^"  a?tfntion?hat  dwdt 

al^^cT^lr/srltiue  P^°^^  ^°"^  -^"^^"^  ^^-  STanl^ 
Och.  no.  thank  you.  Mr.  Lindsay." 

was  taMn^\imTnn,lM^'  '1^°^  S"^"'^  ^^°PW  "s*  ^^  she 
fW  i^V  ™  .^^  through  St.  Patrick's  Square.  "  Look  at 
that  lighted  window,  where  they've  got  a  bl2e  bhnd  I    Tliat^s 

where  JQuinceystopped  ..''shejaide'xcitedrand^^^^^^ 

ch^ge  in  hal'fpeni  ?'^'  "''^^  '^'  '^^  °''  ^^^^  ^^^-^  *«  ^^^^  y°" 
;;  Well,  to-morrow's  Sunday,  you  see." 

Im  afraid  I  don't.  I'm  stupid,  \Vhv  do  vou  want 
halfpence  more  on  Sunday  than  on  ^y  other  day  ?  '> 

Why.  for  the  plate.    For  the  collection.    In  church.    But 
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we  always  put  in  threepenny-bits.  Mother's  picked  up  a  lot 
of  English  ways.  What's  taken  you  ?  "  She  stared  up  in 
wonder  at  his  laughter,  until  it  broke  on  her  that  she  had  un- 
wittingly given  him,  an  EngUshman,  food  for  the  silly  English 
taunt  that  the  Scotch  are  mean.  "  Och,  you  don't  under- 
stand," she  began  to  stammer  hastily.  "  I  didn  t  mean  that 
exactly." 

And  then  a  hot  rage  came  on  her.  Why  should  she  make 
excuses  for  her  own  people,  because  tliis  stranger  who  was  less 
than  nothing  to  her  chose  to  giggle  ?  Wasn't  he  using  his  size, 
which  was  sheer  luck,  his  experiences  in  foreign  lands,  of  which 
she  was  bitterly  jealous,  and  his  maleness,  which  until  she  got 
a  vote  was  a  ground  for  hostility,  to  "  come  it  over  "  her  ?  She 
said  acidly,  "  I'm  glad  you're  amused.  I  suppose  youdon't  do 
such  things  in  England  ?  "  and  at  his  laughing  answer,  "  I 
don't  know;  I've  never  been  to  Church  in  England.  But  I 
shouldn't  think  so,"  her  neatly-brushed  and  braided  temper 
came  down.  She  came  to  a  sudden  stop.  They  were  on  the 
unfrequented  pavement  of  Buccleuch  Place,  a  street  of  tall 
houses  separated  by  so  insanely  wide  a  cobbled  roadway  that 
it  had  none  of  the  human,  close-pressed  quality  of  a  street,  but 
was  desolate  with  the  natural  desolation  of  a  ravine,  and  under 
these  windowed  cliffs  she  danced  with  rage,  a  tiny  figure  of 
fury  with  a  papei-bag  flapping  from  each  hand  like  a  pendulous 
boxing-glove,  while  he  stood  in  front  of  her  in  a  humble,  pinioned 
attitude,  keeping  his  elbows  close  to  his  side  lest  he  should  drop 
any  parcels. 

He  loved  every  word  of  it,  from  the  moment  she 
explosively  told  him  that  it  was  all  very  well  to  hee-haw  up 
there  like  a  doited  giraffe,  and  his  mind  felt  the  same  pleasure 
that  the  palate  gets  out  of  a  good  curry  as  she  told  him  that 
the  English  were  a  miserable,  decadent  people  who  were  held 
together  only  by  the  genius  and  application  of  the  Scotch,  that 
English  industry  was  dependent  for  its  existence  on  Scotch 
engirieers,  and  that  English  education  consisted  solely  of  Uni- 
vairsities  that  were  no  more  than  genteel  athletic  clubs,  and 
begged  him  to  consider  the  implication  of  the  fact  that  the 
Scotch,  though  a  smaller  people  than  the  EngUsh,  had  defended 
a  larger  country.  .  .  . 

He  woke  up  at  that.    He  had  been  tranced  in  a  pleasant 

reverie,  for  though  she  was  angry  he  knew  that  she  would  not 

get  too  angry.     She  was  running  away  from  him,  but  m  a  circle. 

Scotland   bigger   than    England ! "    he   jeered.    "  Think 

of  the  map  !   Bigger  than  England  !  " 
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practically  on  end  hus  taW^^  h^r^  "^  '^"^^  "^''^^  ^t^n^*"^ 
Consequehtlv  I  w^  corrnrt  ?«^  ^^'^  ^"^  ^^^^^^^  O"  the  map 
than  lng?and."  She  drew  bl.'K'"^  *''"*  ^°*'""^  '^  biggj 
to  twitch  and  her  eves  t^  .^i  v  °  P..^"'  ^"^  ^^'^  ''P«  d 
she  began  to  rieSe  at  h.r  ^.s  half-ashamedly,  and  ther 

when  h^e  joinedTn  Ihev'bu^  iX^'^^'f  ^^  "^^  ^^ 
the  night  with  the  r  Whter  froJ.  ^^k^^J.*  ^'^'"^^  ^^ve  ij 
to  move.  They  were  standL^  nT.  ?n^  *^7  ^'^  "«*  «^sh 
ment.  staring  in';entTy%fe"acntSertfac^  ^rvL':  ^°''  P^' 
the  reality  under  the  distortinn«  n.f  *  S  u  T"^  *°  remember 
light.  It  was  a  predoS  moment  ^n  f  ^^  *^"  ^*''°"g  ^oon- 
quiteknowwhat  todo  wlthU  71,12*7^'^'  ^"^  *^«y  ^id  not 
to  be  grave  or  gay  It  was  as  ifthZ  i^^  ?u  "''""  '^"°^  whether 
of  shot  tissue  Ind  could  noT  ic2  ^t'^.l'^^^^^  them  a  sheet 

the  light  and  show  hs  meJTv  r^v  ..i      ^^T  *  •  ^°^^  '*  "P  *» 
rich  gold.  ^y  """^y  ^^•^"'"  or  let  it  sag  and  glow 

»'f^^^^^^^^^^^  ^- Jejound  himself  saying 

Scotch.  You're  a  person  an  h,,,!"  ..^'^  (prgotten  you  were 
of  you  a.  belonging^ranytuJt^°""^^'  ^*^  '^^'^  ^^ink 
he  wa^Stt^i^;/.^^  "^— ^'  "father  was  Irish;   but 

funn^%Srbltthe%Sticau"X'^^^^  *^f  ^^«  -- 

more  than  this  last  man°f^statL^  n7  h^  I  ^'^■^''^^  ^""^  ^^'  any 
clear beautv of herfacTwifrln-.J-^''  ^""^iness  spoiled  the 
black  shadows  un^er'he^W^^^^^^^ 

alert  like  the  face  of  a  nScis Ss     ''  S  dtrf '  ^"^  '^"^^  ^nd 
he  repeated.     "  I  didn't  thnkf'h.f     k  ?"t*  ""^an  to  be  rude," 
touchVou.  Asif  Icoddsav^mA^      ^u^^  '  "aid  could  possibly 
His  voice  era  l^ld  Hke  a  t^ovT   hI f'f.°"*  ^^^  *^"*  ^^"^  •  ■  -^ 
towards  her,  and  a  temSsens^tha  lo'J  ^^^^  °^  tenderness 
It  was  stripping  him  ofthVJrmn.^r   f  V^    i°^^  "^as  not  all  delight, 
that  it  hadtt  thl  b^ini  of  h?/^^^^^^^   and  self-possession 
t  was  leaving  him  tEawanH       ^i^^  ^'^^^  *°  acquire,  and 
and  attract?!  to  pain  tharhXrnofh^  substance.  Icce^sible 
,.,  And  it  was  al^o  no  p™     S*      '^^^^^ 

into  the  you.h-r„he;?y^^;  ZtS-etSSldTrrrnSlfSSp^ 
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voice,  "  You  are  not  good  enough  for  me."  And  of  coiu^  it 
would  be  true,  it  would  be  true.  Then  she  would  walk  on  and 
turn  the  corner  to  her  home,  and  he  would  be  left  alone  among 
these  desolate  tall  houses,  eternally  hungry.  He  could  imagine 
how  she  would  look  as  she  turned  the  comer,  the  forward  slant 
of  her  body,  :hc  upward  tilt  of  her  head,  the  awful  irrevocable 
quality  of  her  movements,  the  ghosthke  glamour  the  moon- 
light would  lay  on  her  as  if  to  warn  him  that  she  was  as  separate 
from  him  as  though  she  wtre  dead.  He  would  not  be  able  to 
pursue  her,  for  there  was  sometliing  about  her  which  would 
prevent  him  from  ever  trying  on  her  those  ordinary  compulsions 
which  men  are  accustomed  to  apply  to  women  ;  quiet,  menacing 
devotion,  or  persistent  roaring  importunities,  or  those  forcible 
embraces,  of  which  he  thought  with  the  disgust  he  now  felt 
for  the  sexual  processes  of  everybody  in  the  world  except  himself 
and  Ellen,  which  induce  the  body  to  betray  the  reluctant  mind. 
Because  he  loved  her  he  was  obliged,  in  spite  of  himself,  to 
acknowledge  the  sacredness  of  her  will,  even  though  that 
acknowledgement  might  frustrate  every  hope  of  his  love.  He 
greatly  disliked  that  obligation. 

She  was  abstractedly  murmuring  defensive  things  about 
the  Scotch.  "  And  Scotland  is  such  a  lovely  place.  Even 
round  here.  Dalmeny.  Cramond  Brig.  Hawthomden.  And 
oh,  the  Pentlands  I  Have  you  not  been  to  the  Pentlands  yet  ? 
Oh,  but  they're  the  grandest  place  in  the  world.  There  are 
lochs  hidden  behind  the  range  the  way  ycu'd  never  think.  And 
waterfalls.  The  water  comes  down  red  with  the  peat.  And 
miles  and  miles  of  heather." 

"Take  me  there,  EUen." 

"  Would  you  like  to  come  ?  Let's  go  next  Saturday.  I've 
got  the  whole  day  off.  Mr.  James  said  it  was  my  due  what 
with  the  overtime  I've  been  doing.  It'll  be  lovely.  I've  had 
nobody  to  go  with  since  Rachael  Wing  went  to  London.  But 
would  you  truly  care  to  come  ?  It's  just  moors.  You'll  not 
turn  up  your  nose  at  it  ?  " 

"  Anywhere  I  went  with  you  I'd  like." 

She  started  and  began  to  walk  on.  It  was  as  if  the  sheet  of 
tissue  had  giown  too  heavy  for  her  young  hand  and  she  had 
dropped  it.  Although  he  went  on  talking  about  how  much  he 
liked  Scotlana,  and  how  inteUigent  he  found  the  workmen 
at  the  cordite  factory  at  Broxburn,  she  hardly  answered  but 
moved  her  head  from  side  to  side  like  a  horse  galled  by  its  collar. 
"  Had  he  thought  her  a  bold  girl,  fixing  up  a  walk  with  him 
so  eagerly  ?    And  ought  he  to  have  called  her  by  her  Christian 
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arch  into  Hume  Park  Square  she  saw  a  nt^P-^T.^  !,^'?"&h  *^« 
window  and  said,  "  Mo?her':  home  befof  us' "  *''  ^'"'"S--"^ 

coufi^fherhf^Tor^t'did'lt^^^^^  f.^  ^^^  ^^^^^  "- 
spoke  she  had  sighed  and  thLt  YivtT''H*^!.  l"'*  ^^^^^  '^^ 
perceived  that  sho  ^i^wi  k        ^^^^^^^nd  had  heard  her  and 

b^  alone  together  PeAa^''s'o"met?.r"  '""^y  ^"^^  "o  longe? 
come  upon  her  if  she  had  know '*S'"^  -'^^  ^'^'  ^^"Id  ha%e 

victoiyf  how  he  contempfateSTr  wSInS'eTs'rio''  'f  ^'"^ 
passion  of  timeless  wondpr  Z^iJ^f  wuimgness  to  lov-  him  m  a 

stepping  from  star  trsta^^nt^^^^^^  i"  ^""""^^  ^'^'^  ^^^^^"' 
eJh  of  his  heSt  and  how  even  whL  h.^  ^?'  ^f'^  ^^^'"""^ 
at  his  unworthiness  he  w^  Sv  conf i^- '  *.t '°^''""  ^^^^^ 
marriage.  For  there  was  a  S7  '^^'"/"^"g  their  immediate 
would  Lve  b?en  more^oronH./  f^'^^  ^^.^^*  '^^^  ^^^^  that 

nught  have  winked     Ac  <:n,^r,  oo  *i!  concti    tble  that  she 

that  he  loved  EUen  thl?  he  wa^t^H  7  '"''''  ^.°""  ^'  ^^^^  her 
plenty  of  money   that  he   var^rrieS  "IZ7.^'''  '^^'  ^^  ^^^ 

the  spiritual  vibSions  of  hU  So^tte  U,"!"'  *'  ""'''  ^"'^ 
to  bob  like  a  cork.  She  was  r^Sli^H  '™ '",'1°  ™man  seemed 
trusted  him    but  at  The  Timp  S    i   "**  P'''^"'-  »"<•  P'ain'y 

^c^Thib-d'-^^^^^^^^^^^ 

radiantly  and  eterna/y  happy*!?  ^^^J  a^':KXaTr„c^ 
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"  Is  it  not  beautiful  ?  Is  it  not  just  beautiful  ?  "  cried 
Ellen.  And  indeed  at  last  it  was  beautiful,  and  warranted 
that  excited  gait,  that  hopping  from  leg  to  leg  and  puppyish 
kicking  up  of  dead  leaves  with  which  she  had  come  along  the 
road  from  Balemo  station.  It  had  seemed  to  Yaverland  an 
undistinguished  pocket  of  the  country,  and  there  had  been 
nothing  that  caught  his  attention  save  the  wreck  of  a  ropeworks 
close  by  the  village,  which  had  been  gutted  by  fire  two  or  three 
nights  before  and  now  stood  with  that  Jane  Cakcbread  look 
that  burned  buildings  have  by  daylight,  its  white  walls  blotched 
like  a  drunkard's  skin  with  the  smoke  and  water,  and  its  charred 
timbers  sticking  out  under  the  ruins  of  the  upper  storey  like 
unkempt  hair  under  a  bonnet  worn  awry.  There  were  men 
working  among  the  wreckage,  directing  each  other  with  guttural 
disparaging  cries,  moving  efficiently  yet  slowly,  as  if  the  dire- 
ness  of  the  damage  had  made  them  lose  all  heart.  Ellen  stopped 
to  watch  them,  laying  her  neck  over  the  top  plank  of  the  fence 
as  a  foal  might  do  ;  there  was  nothing  that  did  not  interest  her. 
But  after  that  it  had  seemed  a  very  ordinary  green-and-grey 
piece  of  Scotland,  and  he  thought  tenderly  of  her  love  of  it  as 
one  of  those  happy  delusions  that  come  to  the  very  young,  who 
set  the  world  suffused  with  beauty  even  as  a  person  who  looks 
out  of  half-opened  eyes  sees  everything  fringed  with  prismatic 
hues. 

But  the  road  had  lifted,  a  wildness  had  come  on  the  hedge ; 
where  there  had  been  bushes  were  slim  wind-distorted  trees, 
and  when  the  wall  of  the  trim  little  estate  on  the  right  came  to  an 
end  they  stood  suddenly  in  face  of  a  broad  view.  To  the  right 
of  the  white  road  that  drove  forward  was  a  wide  moor  of  dark 
moss-hags,  flung  like  a  crumpled  cloth  on  a  slope  that  stretched 
as  far  as  the  eye  could  see  to  the  base  of  black  hills  about  which 
clambered  white  mists.  To  the  left  were  green  fields,  set  with 
tentative  assemblies  of  firs,  which  finally,  where  the  road  dipped, 
drew  together  in  a  long  dark  wood.  These  things  were  a 
delicate  frieze  in  ft  ont  of  a  range  of  hills  that  rolled  eastwards, 
the  colour  of  clouds  and  almost  as  formless  as  clouds,  yet  carving 
such  proud  lines  against  the  sky  that  they  seemed  to  be  crouched 
in  attitudes  of  pride  and  for  all  their  low  height  had  the  austere 
and  magnificent  quality  of  mountains.  This  was  a  country 
he  could  like  very  well.  Against  its  immensity  human  life 
appeared  as  unimportant  as  he  did  not  doubt  that  it  was  in 
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those  penods  when  his  own  pnvate  affairs  were  not  pressine 

mJ.  f T  u"\  '"'^  ^  '^'l  °*  *he  personality  of  inaSfe 
things  as  he  had  very  rarely  had  except  at  sea.  The  fir  coose 
by  which  they  stood  showed  as  much  character  as  any  sffi 
her  behaviour  under  the  weather,  and  these  mountli^^S 
LnLTf  '^T? A^u^  '"5^^"  P^'«  g^«^  «^  response  to  a  J^co^'s 

fK   ^^^-i^'"    ^^'■''^     "^^^"P^    '■^^    f™"i   the   moss-haes    and 
then  sailed    pee-weeting  towards   the    hills,  as   if  despatched 
by     the    moor    to    warn    them    of    the    coming    of    these 
strangers  ;   and  it  was  as  if  the  range  answered  shortly.  "  Av 
I  ken  that    I  ken  that."    The  broad  view  was  as  solemn  £ 

tn'^?;,^^"'^  S-  '^'  'r'-''"^'  '^''^  ^'^^  ^  dancing  exWlaTatio^ 
m  the  air,  which,  when  it  was  still,  was  sweet-flavoured  ^vith 

i'turTed"h?t^  *h'  ^^'  fi?  *?^  bog-myrtle,  and  when  it  w^ 
disturbed  by  the  diamond-hard  wind  was  ice-cold  and  seemed 
to  intoxicate  the  skin.  There  was  a  sound  of  wheek  Snd 
them  and  they  stepped  aside  to  let  a  carriage  pass  down  alS 
that  turned  aside  from  the  road  at  this  point  and  ran  timoro'fs^y 
between  the  moor  and  the  white  wall  of  the  neat  estate.  Th 

aLd  t°o  hi^'L'"  7"^  "^^  '^''  '^'  ^''^^  °"  '^'  ^^"d  that  wa 
raised  to  her  bonnet  was  a  mere  ivory  web  between  the  meta- 
carpal bones,  and  her  eyes  had  gone  back  to  that  indetemTnlte 
hue  which  IS  seen  in  the  eyes  of  a  new-bom  baby  ;  but  X  sat 
^'ItJ^'fiiVV^*^'  ^P""  ""^'^^^  ^"'^  d'^-^^t^d  on  the  wo  straLgSs 
L.nH.f^-'"lT^-  ^^'^  *^^*  ^^*^°"*  d°"bt  extracted  evemS 
essential  in  heir  appearance.  He  liked  this  harsh  countrl 
these  harsh,  infrangible  people  that  it  bred  ^oumry. 

Do  you  not  think  it's  rather  fine  ?  "  asked  Ellen    in  so 

tTe  cli^l^r  i  7^'  l^f  ^'  P^^^^^^^d  ^he  was  afra"d  ?ha? 
the  climax  she  had  worked  up  to  hadn't  come  off  and  that  he 

wS  ZTl^  ^}a'1  P^^tlands.  It  seemed  a  little  surprising  to 
^Z  A^  i"^"}^  ^°^  ""'^^^  ^^  ^"  his  mind  without  bfing 
told,  and  he  hastened  to  tell  her  he  thought  it  was  glorious 

Sk  l"i?i'*^  f '^  ^'"""^  ^''  ^^^^  ^*  that,  and  she  gSed  a?  the 
hills  with  such  an  exultant  fixity  that  he  was  able  to  stare  at 
her  a  his  ease  She  was  looking  very  Scotch,  and  like  a  sm^ 
boy.  for  her  velvet  tam-o'-shanter  wa^  stuck  down  on  her  hSkd 
and  she  wore  a  muffler  that  nearly  touched  her  rather  pink  little 
nose.     Her  jacket  was  too  big  for  her  and  her  skirt  very  short 

boor^lfl.^''"  f ''"^''  ^'^'  "'.^"^  ^^*  °^  ^^^«^  cobbler-botched  S 
boot,  hke  plant-Mems  rising  out  of  flower-pots,  and  these  ex- 
trcme  sartonal  disproportions  gave  her  a  sort  of  "  father's 


THE  JUDGE 


lOS 


waistcoat  "  look.    Yet  at  a  change  of  the  wind,  at  the  shght«t 
alteration  of  the  calm  content  of  their  relationship,  she  would 
disclose  herc.lf  indubitably  romantic  as  the  sickle  moon,  as  music 
heard  at  dusk  in  a  garden  of  red  roses.     He  supposed  that  to 
every  man  of  his  horse-power  there  ultimately  came  a  Juliet, 
but  none  but  him  in  the  whole  world  had  a  J^^iet  of  so  many 
merry  disguises.     He  looked  at  the  range  and  thought  that 
somewhere  behind  them  was  the  spot  where  he  would  teU  her 
that  he  loved  her.     It  gave  him  a  foolish  pleasure  to  imagine 
what  manner  of  place  it  would  bc-whether  there  would  be  grass 
or  heather  underfoot  and  if  the  hill-birds  would  cry  there  also. 
"  Well  it's  no  use  you  and  me  seeing  which  of  us  can  gape 
the  longest  if  we  mean  to  get  to  Glencorse  before  the  light 
eoes  "  said  EUen.     "  We'd  best  step  forward.     I  m  glad  you 
like 'the  place.     I  love  it.    And  this  bit  of  the  road  s  bonny. 
W^en  Rachael  Wing  and  I  were  stopping  up  in  the  plough- 
man's cottage  at  Kirktown  over  by  Glencorse  Pond  we  got  up 
one  day  at  sunrise  and  came  over  here  before  the  stroke  of  four. 
And  if  you'll  believe  it.  the  road  was  thick  with  rabbits  runnmg 
about  as  bold  as  brass  and  behaving  as  sensibly  as  Chnstians. 
The  poor  things  ran  like  the  wind  when  they  saw  us.     I  wsh 
we  could  have  explained  we  meant  no  harm,  for  I  suppose  it  s 
the  one  time  in  the  day  when  they  count  on  having  the  world 
to  themselves."  .  ,  . ,     „  p^^.  ._ 

••  I've  felt  like  that  about  a  jaguar,  he  said.  Came  on 
it  suddenly,  on  a  clearing  by  a  railway  camp  on  the  Leopoldma. 
It  had  been  tidying  up  a  monkey  and  was  gomg  home  a  b  t 
stupid  and  sleepy.'  Lord,  the  sick  ^"8^^/",  ^^s  eyes  when  it 
saw  me.  I'd  have  given  anything  to  be  able  to  stand  it  a  dnnk 
and  offer  to  see  it  home."  , . 

"  Och'  "  she  murmured  abashed.  "  Me  talking  about  rabbits, 
and  you  accustomed  to  jaguars.  I  suppose  you  never  take 
notice  of  a  rabbit  except  to  look  down  your  nose  at  it.  But 
we  can't  rise  to  jaguars  in  Scotland  But  I  once  saw  a  red 
deer  running  in  the  woods  at  Taynuilt. 

"  I've  seen  a  red  deer  too,"  he  said,  when  I  was  motor- 
cycling up  to  Ross  this  summer."  It  flashed  across  his  mind 
then  as  it  had  flashed  across  the  road  then,  and  a  thought  came 
to  him  which  he  felt  shy  to  speak,  and  then  said  quickly  and 
caught  in  his  breath  at  the  end,^  "  The  sunset  was  on  it.  it 
looked  the  colour  of  your  hair."  ..     ..  ,  ™„ 

"  Well  if  it  did,"  she  cried  with  sudden  petulance,  pity  me, 
that  has  to  carry  on  a  human  head  what  looks  natural  on  a 
wild  beast's    back.      Och,  come  along!      Lets   run.      1    liKe 
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running.     I'm  cold     Th      ' 


with  some  coconuts  I  Ve  in  it  .^  f  i"*  ^.°"  rattling's  jusT  a Tn 
m  m^ase  you'd  "ke  i^ "uil ng Vp'"^ J„^f  ^  nigh't  aidllipj^^S 
But  why  in  Heaven's  nam«  -^v^   "1*  "^^  protractor '' 

over  my  lunch,  and  yjiTw^/f  T  ^""^'^  ^^  do  a  rider 
Yaveriand  stopped     ■•S"P5'""?'°r  handy.- 

moden,  comraS^'  be  S  m°^  ''""Z'""'  "^'t  I  ?    tS 
yes,"  beamed  Ellen  fac^    5  ^  ,"^®"  ^^d  women         "    "  /S  u 

L^4?^.-"'  -"-  you  ve,;  ?ot  %;Ta?1'i,l-„%' 
.,  Surely,-  said  EUen. 

"^^^'^S&h  ••"'-  -  «-  Vices  than 
protractor,  pl^^e™'"  ""^  °"=  "^'h  "■=  coconut  ice  and   tl„ 

t-  'o\X'tt„^°^t^eis7?*H"'' -"  ">-.- you'I, 

-"  s^ihS^^-^x^ft  t!"  s.,  r^ ,« 

-  -  care  .or  s^etS  EX^ -^/^  S^  ^|i' 
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And  there's  a    magnetic    compass  I    picked  up    on    George 

no^rff°"<r^f  "*^^''  J^rf'  ^  ^"d  °^  P^'^^^  ^n  finding  t?e 
fhm,;htS      f"   t^"k?    And-fancy   this   being  here!    I 

S.Hnn  f  ^-  T  "^^.'.I.^P  ^^  *he  afternoon  with  finding  a 
SanlS'^^"'-  J  '^"'^^  ^H  ^"«  *°  be  a  miner  in  the  preciSus 
stone  mines  m  Mexico.    If  I  was  a  boy  I  would  go.    And  the 

wlLT  .Ph'P''^-,   ^''''/  "'^t^^  °"  ^  Geographical  Socie?; 

lecture  on  the  geology  of    Yellowstone    Park  I  went  to  last 

spring     Very  instructive  it  was.     And  here's  a  diagram  I  did 

f      RnnS  L'T  ^°^Ji"g,f°'-  the  Bible  examination  on  the  Second 

S  ?ndl^lT";*^'  ^'r  °^  ^^'  "°"^«  °*  I^^^^l  ^"d  the  House 
I  of  Judah  drawn  to  scale  on  square  paper,  five  years  to  a  square 
and  set  parallel  so  that  you  can  see  which  buddy  was  ruling  on 
out  S?tV^rf°?f  c^^?  another  buddy  was  on  the  other.  I  cime 
out  fifth  m  all  Scotland.  And  this  is  a  poem  I  wrote.  It's  not 
L1n?i?^"i"  The  subject  was  excellent-reflections  of  an 
absinthe-dnnker  condemned  to  death  for  the  murder  of  his 
mistress-but  I  couldn't  give  it  the  treatment  it  desairved.  No. 
you  will  nui  see  it.  I'll  just  tear  it  up.  There.  It'll  do  the 
whaups  no  harm  scattering  over  the  moor,  for  they've  no  esthetic 
sensibilities.  But  I  shouldn't  be  surprised  if  you  had,?hough 
I  ve  heard  that  the  English  don't  care  much  for  art.  I'm  not 
much  good  at  the  poetry  but  I  have  the  grace  to  know  it.  and 

fri^Vf  ^?vf  '*  ''?•  ^-  "'^^"  '"y  °^^  blouses,  though  I  know 

,     I  can  t  equal  the  professional  product  that's  sold  in  the  shops. 

because  It  com^  cheaper     But  ^^'ith  the  Carnegie  hbrary  handing 

'    ^u^S^?'''^"'^  P'°^"'*  for  nothing,  I  sel  no  rSn  wh/f 

-^    I  thtvT    ^^  °'^-  I^'^s.     That's  all  in  this  pocket.    But 

.t  .1    V     ^i'"^'^-'"  l^e  other.     Oh,  mercy,  there's  nothing 

Lfi '\'^P*  *^^^P^  of  woollen  gloves  I  had  forgotten.    Not 

another  thing.     And  no  wonder.     There's  a  hole  in  it  the  si^ 

things  m  that  pocket.    A  wee  ammonite,  I  remember     Och 

]]  Oh  yes,  I  have,"  said  Yaverland. 

to  death'''^N^°i''V°*c  Tl*  ""^^"^y  yo"''-^  lo°ki"g  tickled 
ih.n  I  °  '^°"'^^'"  ^^°tch  comedians  have  such  f  success 
when^they  go  among  the  English  if  they're  all  as  easilyamusTd 

yo^r^Z.^:^^^  '  ^°y'^'"  ^«  ^^d.    -In  a  way. 
"  I  wish  I  was,"  she  an 


answered  bitterly.    "  But  I'm  a  girl, 


100 


THE  JUDGE 


waf  ^^^Z^J:S%iVT^^^  -  -  there 

think  there  y.S^t&  grand  iSch  ^trTw^  '  ^°°^'  5^°"  d^^"'* 
look  how  the  firs  stand  a?  the  wJlr'  '^^"^  ^VJ  *^^^«  '  And 
and  I  came  there  wS  a  cfump  o7bell  L*"  -^^^  ^^^  R^^hael 
of  rock.  A  bonny  pinky  r?d  Tt  wl  J  7,  ^"f *  u°"  *^^*  P^'"* 
Avenue  marches /pLh^ilff    s  h^ot  W  ^f p  ^.^^^  ^^^«'^- 

ata!frL?rdt^;cfe\\%-^^^^^^^  -ved  him 

was  more  intense^tCa^v^W  r.'*  *^"  "^^"^y  ^^  t^^ 
felt,  that  her  loud  StSCe  fs  bitt?^^  >,^r°"  T"^^  ^^^^ 
ness  ^  a  starving  mATgZt  o^erf7r^t%'^  °*  ^^*^^^^- 
vinced  that  these  sudden  ^lo.i,-       ^,      ^^  ^^  not  con- 

and  her  flights  TrUlese  m^mrn's'Lo  th/ ff ^f  ^"'  "°^-' 
of  gaiety,  represented  any  rea? contest  J.i?  ^-^  oPPortunity 
be  lovely  and  amusing  for  surh  n  ?nf  i  ""^^  P^"-  Life  must 
These  were  but  youth^s  monHv  f  i  ^^^  ^^  ^"^"^^"g  Pei^on. 
them  as  calmly  i  on  the  so±?Snf  ^'^-  •  ^'  ^^^^^  iSk  on 

winds  that  blew  from  the  bkckhilk  T^^'^I-''^  '^^  ^y  ^^e 
in  a  dam  that  was  pierced  in  th^^S'?""'^-'u'  ^"*  '^^""^^^ 
spider's  web  of  enrineeriL  ^  "^"^^^  '^',*^  ^^'"e  metaUic 
utilitarian  EUen  ha?e  dSedl^  "^  T^i^  '"^'^^^t^^  ^nd 
formed  a  glade  of  gloom  by  th?;!.,^!^^^^  ,^"1  ^^.^  ^  which 
uttered  the  very  son^  of  meknS  '  ""^^^  ""^  *^"^  ^°"ghing 
t^^ir1.■;g  wind  into  shapes  SeS-  th.?/  ^"'^  Tf  ^^  ^^^ 
And  this  magnificent  a^ennp  fS^l^K'  ^^*  **^^  ^^  ^'^^  EUen. 
the  bridge,  and  sdemnly  Scended  th^S  f  'K''^''  '^'  ^^ 
palace  that  certainly  w^  not  thl  "'"^^  as  if  to  a  towered 

the  princess  that  ha^d^  kingtrVhS  "°*  ""'*  "^^^"^  ^- 
of  disfom1oJ?:vhir^^^^^^^^^  that  fever 

back  to  eartS  r^^^S^  ^^  brid^  an^^         , 
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might  have  done,  took  no  notice.  But  she  shivered  because 
this  tangible  lump  of  misery  was  still  within  her.  She  must 
run  about,  or  the  beating  of  her  heart  would  become  an  agony. 
"  Rachael  and  I  found  a  water-rat  under  the  bridge,"  she  cried ; 
"  preening  its  whiskers  it  was,  quite  the  thing,  till  it  saw  us 
and  ran  off  in  a  terrible  fuff.  Let's  go  and  see  if  there's  one 
now."  She  turned  round,  stared  for  a  minute  at  the  south-west, 
where  ill  weather  discoloured  the  hills  like  a  bruise,  and  said 
reproachfully,  "  Surely  the  rain  will  never  come  to  spoil  to-day." 
To-day  was  to  be  such  a  lovely  holiday.  And  then  she  ran 
round  the  stone  spur  of  the  bridge  and  crouched  down  beside 
the  arch  on  the  damp  turf. 

There  was  no  rat  there  now.  The  water  was  in  spate  with  the 
autumn  floods  and  the  muddy  ledge  on  which  he  had  sat  at  his 
toilette  was  an  invisible  thing  that  sent  up  a  smear  of  weed  to 
tremble  on  the  surface.  But  she  continued  to  crouch  down 
and  watch  the  bum.  Better  than  anything  in  nature  she  loved 
running  water,  and  this  was  grey  and  icy  and  seemed  to  have 
a  cold  sweet  smell,  and  she  liked  the  slight  squeaking  noises  her 
boots  made  on  the  quaggy  turf  when  she  shifted  her  balance.  It 
was  quiet  here,  and  the  gentle  colours  of  the  soft  grey  sky,  the 
stern  grey  stream,  the  amber  grasses  that  shook  perpetusdly 
in  the  stream's  violence,  and  the  black  stripped  hawthorns 
that  humped  at  the  water's  border  made  a  medicine  for  her 
eyes,  which  had  begun  to  ache. 

There  was  always  peace  on  the  Pentlands.  And  such 
bonny  things  happened  every  minute.  A  bough  of 
silver  birch  came  floating  along,  doubtless  a  windfall  from 
one  of  those  trees  that  stood  where  Thriepmuir  was  but 
the  Bavelaw  bum,  a  furtive  trickle  among  the  moss-hags,  a 
brown  rushy  confusion  between  two  moors.  It  was  as  bright 
as  any  flower  with  its  yellow  leaves,  and  as  fine  as  filigree  ;  and 
its  preservation  of  this  brightness  and  fineness  through  all  the 
angry  river's  tumbling  gave  it  an  air  of  brave  integrity.  She 
watched  it  benignly,  and  peered  beneath  the  bridge  to  see  if 
it  would  have  the  clear  course  it  deserved,  and  a  kind  of  despair 
fell  on  her  as  she  saw  that  it  would  not.  The  ill-will  that  creeps 
about  the  world  is  vigilant  ;  many  are  the  branches  that  fall 
from  the  silver  birch  in  autumn,  and  not  one  of  them  is  for- 
gotten by  it.  Doubtless  the  very  leaves  on  the  bough  are 
numbered,  lest  one  should  sail  bravely  to  the  loch  and  make  a 
good  end.  So  there,  where  the  shadow  lay  thickest  under  the 
arch,  was  a  patch  of  still  black  water,  confined  in  stagnancy 
by  a  sunk  log  on  which  alluvial  mud  had  made  a  garden  of  whitish 
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fhTuX^k^^^^^^^^^^  old  man.    The  impact  c 

shake  PerpotuaJly   and  this  Seuirlr^*^  '^'  black  pate 

personality.     It /uggested  a  da^Kl     ^°l'°"  ^^^^  »*  ^  sort  o 

passion  of  malice. ''f?  was  t'e  M?"  S'"g  ^^^h  a  suppressec 

merged  rottenness  caught  in  the  lor;  k  kkP"     f '""'^  ^""^<^  ^ub 

through  the  dark  water^wavercd  a  ufn       ""J"'  f  °^'>'  ^^^^^d  up 

and  then  popped  up  an?S^a      rtv  Sn '''f^  ^ 

was  hke  the  way  Mr.  Philip  sat  in  thl^H    t    ""^  'P"^^"     That 

fireplace  and  showed  by  the  wL  the  wh./^  'f^''  ^^^0"^  the 

about  that  something  bad  haTcom!  T^^'u-^'  ^'^  ^^^^^  ^^nied 

space  of  silence  fall  L  that  ohp  ^    'uW^''  '"'"d-  ^nd  let  a 

say  it  after  all.  and  then  if  w??^    °"^^*  ^^  ^^  "<>*  going  to 

as  mean  as  mean  coLd  be  Tnd  somT  °"*  '"^^^"'y-  '^^^^^ 

With  a  twingeing  hooe  thtf  i*        fe''^  unanswerable, 
the  silver  birchKch  hi  tate  VS^f  T  ^'  "F'  '^'  ^^t<=hed 
at  last  helpless  on  the  blaSf^'o^^  ^?^^^  under-ebb,  and  lie 
with  an  afr  of  maUce    Sn  t^Svtr^'^"*^""^^*^^^^^^^^ 
and  It  sank  down  to  bed  with  fK^  ^^''^^  '^^''^  waterlogged 
whitish  grasses      It  had  had  ^o  f  ^'^  rottenness  besidfthe 
herself  had  when  Mr.  Philip  contrivedT.V  'u^  "^^  '^"^^  ^h« 
nm  away  from  him  all  day^there  woulH  .    ^^*^°Vgh  she  should 
stood  face  to  face  in  the  little  rn^m,*,"""^  ^  time  when  they 
stared  and  drawled  unt^she  said  C  S''^  "°  ?"^  ^^'"e.  and 
gave  him  the  chance  to  make  a  foof  of  i  ^  ^"n"""^"  *l^"g  t^^t 
be  here  on  the  PentIan,^=  t  •     •      ,  °^  "^^-    It  was  aU  rieht  to 

would  have  to  go  E^ck  ?nd  Sk^  ^^'l^r  ^"*  °"  Mon5?y  she 
not  go  on  Hke  thL     sL  woi^jt  ve  t?f  ^^^^^  She  LrSd 

jump  over  the  Dean  BriLT   MrST      ^S  ^^''^"-    She  would 
hve  with  Aunt  Bessie Tt^BouSrutr^'  ^"^*  '^"^  *°  ^°  -"d 

had  dTtJ^?e'st'S?!^^s  Hfe'?^^  ^"^°^-^  ^-ause  he  felt  he 

Rachael  Wing  you  talk  about  >  V  T^  ^''-     "  ^here's  this 
..    Ellen  swafloU  her  unshed  tef^  ''^^^  f'  ^^^  '  " 

but  she's  gone  to  London  to  h??;  .^^'^'  y^^'  ^he  said, 
how  she  wal  getting  on  Sh^'c  "  ^^*'"^''-  ^  ^-^sh  I  knew 
month."  eemngon.     She  s  never  written  since  the  firsT 

;;  Probably  she's  having  hard  luck." 

creatu^rbfs^dttr,  'An^b"odVtrse  \h^^^T  ^^  ^  P- 


THE  JUDGE 


109 


frozen  with  horror.  In  the  presence  of  one  who  was  both  a 
man  and  English  she  hao  idmitted  the  disgraceful  fact  that 
she  was  not  an  imi)erial  creature  insolent  with  success  and  well 
pleased  with  the  earth  her  footstool.  She  scrambled  to  her 
feet  and  ran  coltishly  past  him  and  over  the  bridge,  hiding 
her  face  and  calling  gaily,  "  Come  on  !  I  want  to  get  up  on  the 
hills ! "  And  he  followed  slowly,  thinking  pretty  things  about 
her. 

When  he  drew  abreast  of  her  she  had  pulled  off  her  tam-o'- 
shanter  and  taken  out  her  hairpins,  and  her  hair  was  blowing 
sideways  across  her  breast  and  back.  "  It's  good  to  feel  the 
wind  through  one's  hair,"  she  said.  "  I  wish  I  had  short  hair 
hke  a  man's." 

"  Why  don't  you  cut  yours  off  then  ?  " 

"  I  somehow  feel  it  would  be  a  shame  when  I  have  such  a  deal  of 
it,"  she  answered  innocently,  and  fell  to  chattering  of  the  Spanish 
military  nun  that  de  Quincey  wrote  about.  She  had  passed 
herself  off  as  a  man  all  right.  Did  he  think  a  girl  could  go  the 
length  of  that  anywhere  nowadays  ?  No  ?  Surely  there 
was  somewhere  ?  Oh,  she  was  a  child,  a  little  child,  and  it 
was  not  fair  to  talk  to  her  of  love  for  a  little  while  yet.  It 
might  be  dangerous,  for  he  had  heard  that  sometimes,  when  a 
girl  was  sought  by  men  too  soon,  her  girlhood  tried  to  hold  her 
back  from  womanhood  by  raising  obscure  terrors  that  might 
last  as  long  as  life.  He  would  wait  until  she  was  eighteen. 
Yet  when  the  avenue  bent  at  right  angles  half  up  the  hillside, 
and  they  drew  together  as  an  army  of  winds  marched  down 
upon  them  from  the  mountains,  she  looked  at  him  through  her 
scattered  hair,  and  her  face  was  wholly  a  woman's.  So  might 
a  woman  smile  who  was  drowning  under  a  deep  tide  and  loved 
to  drown  so  ;  yet  from  a  brave  wisdom  in  her  eyes  it  could  be 
seen  that  she  was  abandoning  herself  not  to  death  but  to  life. 
This,  beyond  all  doubt,  was  adult  love,  though  she  herself  was 
not  aware  of  it.  He  had  only  to  admit  it  by  some  significant 
speech  or  act,  to  rise  spiritually  to  the  occasion,  and  they  would 
be  fused  together  as  perpetual  lovers. 

He  was  conscious  again  as  he  had  been  when  she  sat  with  the 
coins  before  her  in  the  little  dining-room  in  Hume  Park  Square,  of 
an  involuntary  austerity  in  his  pa.ssion  which,  while  he  did  not  see 
thesense  of  it,  he  recognised  to  be  the  authentic  note  of  love.  A  mo- 
ment ago,  when  she  still  seemed  a  child,  he  had  been  thinking  what 
fun  it  would  be  to  kiss  her  suddenly  on  the  verv  tip  of  that  pink 
little  nose  which  moved  when  she  talked  as  a  rabbit'sjdoes  when 
it  eats,  to  lay  hold  of  her  hands  roughly  and  see  how  far  those 
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Sft?w^dfh':r;.Sf  ^Bufn^  .t^l"'»  "^'  --^^  bend 
passion  between  thc^  was  fo  stron^I  h'  .1^'  T.^u"  ^^'"^  ^^e 
her  beloved  flesh  wo^d^avebee/too-l^^  °'  *°"^^'"« 

to  support,  and  it  would  1  ave  tnrnL  f  ^^''^  i^J  ^"'"''»"  "<^'-ves 
ledgeTat  they  loved  woiTbe^n"^^^^^^^  ^'  "^"*"^  .''"°^- 

on  the  visible  and  invisible  worH  a/  -.^    "^^  f  .'"any  miracles 

^'"if  w:  \'r  ^°"'  ^-  wha^h?h^:if  to^  r^  '^^^  -"^^ 

say  it'S/cLTnryn'illflc^a^k?  T''  '^"^^  ^^"  ^"'^  -^ 
a  protective  slacLSg  of  hi?Sen  ^h"  .'"T"'^"*  °^  ^'^  body, 
dHft  delicacy  with  Ws^^ea^t  heS,t  ?h.7''^l"^u"S  °^  ^•^'-  «P'"- 
to  her  that  they  were  Kriondc '  *J,^*  ™ght  have  intimated 
woodenly  a  pace  awL  fmrn  h"  ill^°"?^  ^^'^^^^^^  talking 
something  hidden  round  th^  comrn/t""^^-  ^f  -^^"^  ^^^^^^^ 

let  his  lipl  articulate  the  ditrat^^c^vH.'  T"^,' '!  T"'^  "°* 
moment  as  a  castawav  ^?S  !  7l    "^  stared  at  the  passing 

might  wake  froS  a  dcLS  eep  "st^rd'!^  k,  "  "■"'*  '^^  P'^^*«^ 
side  of  a  galleon  that  rides  slnwlv  l  a  ?""'"y  "P  ^*  ^^e  steep 
away  his  ?hance  of  Hfe  S^cause  h^e  c^nof ''''  T  7''^  ''  "^^^ 
girl  meant  infinite  joy  ^d  a  lipf  «  u  ^^^^^  ^°^«  "^  this 
ever  promiseo  him  f?L  the  Jack  re^S..^.  "^^^'^^.^^^^'"^  ^^^ 
for  long  beleaguered  him,  self  l^^tre^Zbt  o^/tH  '^^\  ^"^ 

work  on  this  damned  earth  a  rlrn^n  .  ?  ^!  ^^^  ''^"^  ^^  any 
his  mother's  wrongs  un?rhewJaS*  'h^^'"'^  'PJ^'^  °" 
win  her  life  would  be  morotoT^.nf-  "^-^^  '  ^^  '^  ^c  did  not 
ness  than  even  he  witThL  fZ.n  "^  '"  '*?  P^*^"*  purposeless- 
had  ever  known  S  vet  t  w.?''..'T'^*y  ^°'"  abstr^rage. 
the  necessaiy^ords  A^nd  the  Smv  n?'  "^^"^  ^^™  *°  «P«ak 
the  plains  and  there  was  stilWcJ^^  .°^  '?"'^'  P^^^'i  down  to 
to  groan  and  the  deaJSam  d^^^^  °^  '\ '''''  «ased 

she  shook  back  her  hair  fnd  iL  ^f  ^°"S  their  feet,  and 
leaned  towards  him  and  spole  raSdW  r  °"!:'  ^  ^'°"^^"-  She 
of  women  soldiers  and  unnnLffn^.  &'  ^^^^^'"6  to  the  subject 
lodged  upon  her  Hps       ""^"^^^^o^ably  the  spirit  of  childhood 

thou?h"*^„d*'^;ou!':"e  Tound^te  I  *^^  ^  ^"^^^  "^^. 
it  miserably  weL,  difhe  nof  th  nk  thatT.  ^^  '"P^-^*  ^^ 
Joan  of  Arc  must  have  been  a  fi^rSw  .   ^canonisation  of 

St.  Paul  ?  He  made  hiS  f^rf  i^-'  f""^"^  '"  ^^e  face  for 
moment  that  had  ptsed  ?nd  .1  S"^*  i"  ^^^i^^'"'  t''*^  Priceless 
in  South  America  hrhad  had  to  tr  f  v  "^f/'  f  '*^'"^^y  as  once 
toking  that  her  mother  had  been  LKd  h''*  \'^''''  ^*°P 
love  to  her  because  she  was  too  young   '  """'*  "°*  ""^^^ 
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There  was  a  curious  colour  of  relief  about  this  decision,  and 
it  was  with  a  kind  of  gusto  that  he  kept  repeating  it  to  himself 
all  *he  long  day  that  spread  about  before  them  after  they  passed 
Bavelaw  Castle,  the  whitewashed  farmhouse  that  was  the  anti- 
climax of  the  avenue.  Two  servant-girls  were  laying  clothes 
on  a  bleaching-green  within  its  dykes,  the  one  taking  them 
down  from  a  clothes-line,  the  other  laying  them  down  on  the 
grass,  and  they  were  exchanging  cries  that  seemed  at  that 
distance  wordless  expressions  of  simple  being  like  the  calls  of 
the  whaups  that  circled  above  them.  Here  was  a  district  remote 
from  all  human  complexity,  in  which  it  was  very  sweet  to  walk 
with  this  young  girl. 

The  road  stopped,  for  this  was  no  place  where  the 
marketing  gig  could  spin  along  to  any  business,  and 
two  grassy  tracks  went  forward,  both  marked  by  bare,  un- 
inscribed  posts,  as  if  they  led  to  destinations  too  unvisited  to 
need  a  name.  The  one  they  did  not  take  climbed  over  the 
grey  shoulder  of  the  range,  and  the  other  brought  them  into 
an  eastward  v*llcy,  where  there  was  for  the  moment  no  wind 
and  a  serenity  that  was  surely  perpetual.  T'  -ries  of  the 
hill-birds  did  but  drill  little  holes  in  the  clea*  uisphere  of 
silence  that  lay  over  this  place.  The  slopes  c  either  side, 
thickly  covered  with  mats  of  heather  and  bristling  mountain 
herbage,  and  yet  lean  and  rocky,  were  like  the  furry  sides  of 
emaciated  animals,  and  up  above  baie  black  summits  confronted 
the  sky.  It  was  the  extremity  of  bleak  beauty.  And,  unafraid 
of  the  grimness,  Ellen  ran  on  aliead,  her  arms  crooked  back 
funnily  because  she  had  her  hands  in  her  pocket  to  keep  the 
coconut-ice  tin  from  rattling  against  the  protractor,  her  red 
hair  streaming  a  yard  behind.  He  absorbed  the  sight  of  her  so 
greedily  that  it  immediately  seemed  as  if  it  were  a  recollected 
sight  over  which  he  had  pondered  and  felt  tenderness  for  many 
years,  and  he  wondered  if  perhaps  he  had  seen  someone  like 
her  before.  But  of  course  he  never  had.  There  was  no  one 
in  the  world  like  her. 

'I  Listen,  we're  coming  to  the  waterfall  I  Do  you  not  hear 
it !  "  she  cried  back  to  him  ;  and  they  listened  together,  smiling 
because  it  was  such  fun  to  do  anything  together,  to  the  risping, 
whistUng  sound  of  a  wind-blown  waterfall.  "  It  comes  down 
peat-red,"  she  told  him  gloatingly,  and  with  an  air  of  showing  off 
a  private  treasure  she  led  him  to  the  grey  fold  in  the  hills  where 
the  Logan  Bum  tumbled  down  a  spiral  staircase  of  dark  polished 
rock.  She  ran  about  the  pools  at  its  feet,  crying  that  this  wee 
one  was  red  as  rust,  that  this  big  one  was  red  as  a  red  rose— 
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was  it  not.  if  you  looked  in  the  very  middle  ?    But  auddi-nlv  .», 

Icll    me    the    names    of    some   of    the    bie  waterfalls 

'"S^h7f"aSn^t".''U°""^  ^'""«^  tha?h:td  s^d 
"  ^?  1    A«         I  ?^  u^"^"*  ^^°"5°  ^«  Pr«"y  good." 
Paulo  Affonso  I     she  repeated,  her  face  avaricious  with  th< 
desire  for  adventure   -  I  will  go  there  some  3^J""°'".."''thth< 

That  she  should  feel  so  intensely  about  something  which  di. 


!  VVha  's  ,1  hke  above  the  (all  ?    Let^,  climbf..'" 


HeTXfc^Lr.„-;hVVa7e;iair.;7^'"?\W"wL^r^^^^ 

"  I  can't.  .  .  ." 

n^cSV^tP"*''^^'^^  was  moved  by  shame  at  his  greater  strength 
asshehad  been  when  they  ran  together,  and  hesaid%ncour%^^^^^^^ 

Why  not?     You've  got  nailed  boots."  '*6*"8»y- 

fh.  r  "i  she  continued  to  stand  stiffly  on  a  rock  by  the  edge  of 
the  red^pool.  and  stared  over  his  head  at  the  sprayLd  reS. 

h.^^^  wondered  from  her  blush  if  in  his  ignorance  of  girls  he 
had  donesomethmg  to  offend  her.  and  tuFned  away  but  she 
nusunderstood  that,  and  cried  fierily :  ■  '  ^^^ 

"  Och.  I'm  not  feared  !  I've  done  it  twentv  tim*^    R.,f  t  *     i 

ss,  ■^^iu^israi^ir^''-'^""*"^^^^^^^^^^ 

hands^  """"'^  '  "  ^'  ^''"''""^  ^'"'"^y  ^"^  gripped  one  of  her 
"  It  was  like  this,"  she  said,  looking  round-eved  and  dewilv 
solemn  hke  a  child  in  church.  "  Climbing  up  there  uid  to  S  a 
great  pleasure  to  mc.  I  used  to  come  iJre  a  lot  w^  Rachae! 
Wing.  And  then  I  heard  Victor  Grayson  sDeak-oh  h.  ? 
wonderful  man  .he  seemed  hardly  airtSy"  Tu  feU  you  had  to 
make  some  sacnfice.  I  mad^  a  vow  I'd  nUer^cHmb  it  again  tm 

of  tIefr^uuls'"S  ?  l""^' .^^"^^"g  ^^ok.  a  mutual  presstire 

iu  ."       L  ^^^  ,     "'■'^  ^^  co"^d  say  something  reverentlv 

sympathetic  she  had  uttered  a  sharp  exclamaTon    and  wa^ 

lookmg  past  him  at  the  waterfall,  which  a  sudden  gust  ^fn^nd 
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her 


had  blown  out  from  the  rock  like  .1  lady's  skirt.  "  If  we  were 
climbing  that  now.  yon  spray  wonid  be  on  our  faces,  and  I  love 
the  prick  of  cold  water  !  she  burst  out.  "  Whatever  for  did  I 
make  that  daft-like  vow?  A  lot  of  good  it's  like  to  do  the 
social  revolution  !     I  really  am  a  fool  sometimes  !  " 

Was  there  ever  such  a  child,  Yavcrland  asked  himself 
triumphantly,  as  if  he  had  proved  a  disputed  point.  He  per- 
suaded himself  that  the  cxquisiu;  exhibition  of  her  personality 
which  delighted  him  all  through  the  meal  they  presently  shared 
on  the  rock  beside  this  red  pool  was  vouchsafed  to  him  only 
because  he  had  been  wise  enough  not  to  treat  her  as  a  woman. 
She  was  ?s  spontaneous  as  a  little  squirrel  that  plays  unwatched 
in  the  eariy  morning  at  the  fringe  of  the  wood.  There  was  no 
movement  of  her  beautiful  bright-coloured  person,  no  upward 
or  downward  singing  of  her  soft  Scotch  voice,  that  did  not 
precisely  express  some  real  action  of  her  soul.  But  if  he  had 
spoken  only  "ord  of  love  it  would  not  have  been  so.  She 
would  have  bli  ed  her  clear  gestures  by  traditional  languors, 
she  v/ould  have  kept  her  mind  busy  draping  her  with  the 
graces  e  pected  of  a  courted  maiden  instead  of  letting  it  run 
enquiringly  about  the  marvels  of  the  earth  ;  for  the  old  wives 
and  the  artists  have  been  so  busy  with  this  subject  of  love 
that  they  have  made  a  figure  of  the  lover,  and  the  young  woman 
who  finds  herself  a  bride  can  no  more  behave  naturally  than 
a  young  man  who  finds  himself  a  poet.  Oh,  he  was  doing  the 
sensible  thing.  There  was  no  day  in  his  hfe  which  he  was  more 
certain  that  he  had  spent  wisely  than  this  which  he  dawdled 
away  playing  with  EUcn  as  a  little  boy  might  play  with  a  little 
giri,  on  the  edge  of  the  two  lochs  to  which  this  glen  led.  By 
the  first,  a  dull  enough  stretch  of  water  had  it  not  been  for  its 
name,  which  she  loved  and  made  him  love  by  repeating  it, 
"  Loganlce,  Loganlee."  She  made  him  go  on  ahead  for  a  few 
yards  and  then  ran  to  him,  clapping  her  hands,  because  he  had 
come  to  a  halt  on  the  bridge  that  spanned  a  little  tributary 
to  the  loch. 

"  There,  1  knew  you'd  stop !  There's  no  stranger 
ever  gets  across  this  bridge  without  stopping  and  looking  over. 
T. hey  call  it  the  Lazy  Brig.  The  old  folk  say  it's  because  there's 
a  fairy  sittmg  by  the  bum,  a  gossiping  buddy  who  casts  a  spell 
on  strangers  so  that  he  can  have  a  good  look  at  them  and  talk 
about  them  after^vards  to  tl.c  other  fairies."  But  ai  the  second 
loch,  Glencorse  Pond,  she  nearly  quarrelled  with  him,  though 
she  was  pleased  with  his  evident  awe  at  the  place.  Here 
black  wild  hills  ran  down  to  a  half-moon  of  wind-fretted  water, 
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uader  ;.s  waters  ^^^^.^  ^^  Iirdt^'^^Jey^™'^'  '" 

yo„d«?„lrk»otuTeST~^^^^^^^^ 

ghosts  rising  up  through^"  Ta   r  at  n^M     AndfS/rh.''; 

daughter  has"^,t'tfLr*ISinEgt^"wkTa"lot"'^ 
fine  way  for  a  ghost  to  look  ?  "  "^^urgn.      was  that  not  a 

his  ?™'td1o  fe'l l'i;;t'„"Sae"e''V^"^''^'  ^'  =  ^"^^'^  i-'  »' 
ine  eazehe  Mirf  .'  .  ""'  "sgrace.  For  in  answer  to  her  enquir- 

En  S^h  !  "^°he  s„=;:^^f -..'SSTrf  T.  ■      °-" ™ 
accomplishment  "  tackling  at  the  Scotch  is  your  one 

thines  that  shP  h.H  ^  !^  ^^^"^''^  ''^  the  common  colour  of 

S^t^clii'LdluS'l^f^^  ^fe" '^^  ¥/^"^^°"  'y  ""^ 

summer  glow,  no  liqS^ion  o  '  „  "^but  t^'w'orMT  "'* 
mmeral  as  thev  looked  Tii«  «  li  u  '  L  '^  ^^""^  became 
from  a  dull  vdnter^Len  Vn.'^  K^^""  '^^^  ^'^  changed 
bushes  cast  loT/fsteef-hTue  sh«lf''"'l.'''-PP"'' '    ^^''  "'^^^"'ble 

leaves  lookcd'^tl^r  o1"ptm;^rtm'";^^^^^^^^^^  ^^'^'^ 
Burn  on  the  other  sir!,.  r.f  f h«  fi     i  '    ,         t"*^  Glencorse 

of  gold.  Every  window  of  he^  5!^  °"'^'"^'^"S  ^^  ^are  trees 
me«  .haVdro™'i^-s;;tr {t':XjS=„-Vap'^^^^^^ 
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some  event  that  matched  the  prodigiousness  of  the  strange 
appearance  lent  it  by  the  sunset . 

T^„  "  '^^^\^'^  ^"  ^wful  argy-bargying  at  Little  Vantage,"  said 

Lllen,       I  wonder  what's  going  on." 

When    they    crossed    over     the     burn     and    turned    into 
the  road  that  led  back  to  the  farmhouse  they  found  the  dykes 
plastered  with  intimations  of  a  sale  of  Hve  stock.     "  Ah,  it's  a 
roup !     Old  Mr.   Gumley  must   be   dead,   poor  soul  !  "'    And 
indeed  the  road  was  lined  with  farmers'  gigs,  paint  and  br-  ,- 
work  blazing  with  the  evening  Hght  tiU  they  looked  like  fiery 
chariots  that  would  presently  lift  to  heaven.     About  the  yard 
gate  there  was  a  great  press  of  hale  farmers,  gilt  and  ruddy 
from  the  sunset  they  faced,   and  vomiting  jests  at  each  other 
out  of  their  great  bearded  mouths  ;  and  in  the  yard  sheep  with 
golden  fleece  and  cattle  as  bright  as  dragons  ran  hither  and 
thitlier  before  the  sticks  of  boys  who  looked  like  demons  with 
the  orange  glow  on  their  faces,  and  who  cursed  and  spat  to  show 
they  would  some-day  be  men.  Richard  and  Ellen  had  to  stand 
back  for  a  moment  while  a  horse  was  led  out ;  and  as  it  passed 
a  paunchy  farmer   jocularly  struck  it  between  the  eyes  and 
roared,  "  Ye're  no  for  me,  ye  auld  mare,  wi'  your  braw  be- 
ginnings of  the  ringbone  !  "    And  there  was  so  much  glee  at 
the  mention  of  deformity  in  the  thick  voice,  and  so  much  patience 
in  the  movement  of  the  marc's  long  unshapely  head,  that  the 
incident  was  as  unpleasing  as  if  it  had  been  an  ill-favoured 
spinster  who  had  been  insulted.     Yaverland  was  roused  suddenly 
by  the  tiniest  sound  of  a  whimper  from  Ellen. 
y_  What's  the  matter  ?  "  he  asked  tenderly. 
Nothing,"  she  quivered.     "  There's  something  awful  sad 
about  the  evening  sometimes.     I've  got   an  end  of   the  world 
feehng.       And    indeed    there    was    something    awesome    and 
unnatural     about  this    quiet    hour    in    which    there    was   so 
much    light    and    so    little    heat,    in    this    furnace    of    the 
skies  from  which  there  flowed  so  glacial  a  wind.     "  Supposing 
the  end  of  the  world  is  like  this,"  said  Ellen,  nearly  cVying 

A  lot  of  beefy,  red-faced  angels  buying  us  up  and  taking  i^ 
ott  to  their  own  places  without  a  word  to  us  of  where  we're  to 
go  to,  and  commenting  most  unfeelingly  on  ail  our  failings.  .  .  " 
"  You  funny  person,"  he  murmured",  "  you're  tired.  Probabiy 
hungry.  Where's  that  cottage  you  talked  about  where  tliev'U 
give  us  tea  ?  "  •' 


tea. 


"Over  yonder,"  she  quavered.  "  but  I'm  not  wanting  any 


But    just    then    a 


gig    drew    up    beside    them,    driven 
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by  an  old  man  and  laden  with  a  couple  of  tin  trunks 
and  a  cornucopia  of  a  woman,  who  had  snatched  the  reins  oS 
of  the  old  man's  hands.  "What's  this?  A  roup  at  Litt?! 
wfhSd  .^^>^,he^what's .happened?''  The  ymaLhook 
m!,r?  u  •  ^^yther.  ye  niver  ken  onything."  She  raised  a 
megaphomc  voice.  "Moggie!  Mog^e  Gumleyi"  A  fat 
housT  "'Wh"'r''n'  ^^^P-hining  faL^ran  out Tf '  the  W 

"  Av  it's  me     wt^  f  ^  '     ^'^i  l*'^  y°"'  ^"^^^^^^  bairns  !  " 
Ay.  It  s  me.     What  s  ta  en  ye  all  here  ?     I've  been  awa'  for 

two  months  keepin'  hoose  for  ma  blither  Jock  wMe  Ws  tife^s 

been  m  the  Infirmary  wi'  her  chumer.     I  didn't  tCk  rdTome 

back  to  find  a  roup  at  Little  Vantage."    "  So  ye've  not  hairdT" 

Kr'o4';  ''^'a^  "T^'^  ."^^^'^^^^y-  '"FeAhe'r's  defd-  o' 
nSht  "^?h  ^^f.f^^  me's  awa'  to  Canadythis  day  fort- 

night. She  panted  it  out  with  so  honest  a  joy  in  the  com- 
motion, so  innocent  a  disregard  of  the  trigedy  of  deaTh 
and  emigration,  that  Yaverland  and  Ellen  had  tn  t,^rn 
away^and   laugh;    and  he  drew  her  acrot^ Vroad  ^*?he 

The  door  was  opened  before  they  got  there.  "  It's  me  Mrs 
th.T"  -f'^^..?"""-  "Indeed,  I  kenned  that ! ''  r;^  ed 
the  housewife.     "  I  was  keeking  out  of  the  window  when  you 

Tu^nl^  '''^^'  ^"^  I  ^^id  to  mascl',  '  There's  Miss  JSvUle 
and  she:il  be  wanting  her  tea,'  so  I  awa'  and  poppef  the  Sle 
rnm.  v\  ^''"',  S^"tleman  in.  He's  a  new  face  but  he's  we^ 
hTm  ?  ".  P^d^"  jhe  parlour  being  a'  of  a  reek  wi'  tobarcv 
but  Mr.  Laidlaw  and  Mr.  Borthwick  cam'  in  and  hTd  a  cud  o' 
tea  and  a  bit  of  a  crack.  They  were  both  biddbg  at  the  rouo 
and  some  business  thegither.  I  think  Mr.  Laidllw  meai^^o 
buy  Cornhaven  off  Mr.  Borthwick  and  give  it  to  hLon  Shn 
whas  mamed  on  a  Glasca  girl,  a  shelpit  wee  tWng  wi'  a  Glesca 

wTh J  if  ''^^ vf^  i'P''  P^^y^d  b>  ^  d^^nken  pi^r.''  They 
watched  her  while  she  set  the  table  with  tea  and  scones  and 
strawberry  jam  and  cheese,  and  smiled  rather  vacancy  at  her 
stream  of  gossip,  their  natural  hking  for  the  woman  strueriW 
against  their  sense  of  the  superfluity  of  everXdy  on  ?aSh 
excep  each  other.  When  shfleft  them  they^a?e  and  dr^J 
almost  without  speech.,  soberly  delighted  by  the  meCwinrnf 
he  world  that  followed  the  dwindling  of  th^e  sunsS  S  Vl 
hmgs  seemed  to  become  more  modtst  and  reconciled  and 
farmers  hawked  out  their  last  jests  at  one  a^oSer  mounted 
their  gigs  and  drove  home  ;  and  the  flocks  of  sheep  ^dZves 
o^^^cattle  pattered  by.  bleating  and  lowing  notTo  heaiSend 
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Ellen  rose,  went  over  to  the  mantelpiece  and  stroked  the 
china  dogs,  and  sat  down  in  an  armchair  by  the  fire.  "  This 
has  been  a  lovely  day,"  she  murmured.  She  joined  her  hands 
behind  her  head  and  crossed  her  knees  and  smiled  blindishly 
into  the  shadow ;  and  his  heart  turned  over  in  him.  All  his 
Ufe  he  would  remember  her  just  as  she  was  then  :  the  lovely 
attitude  of  body  that  was  at  once  angular  and  softly  sensuous, 
Uke  a  blossom-laden  branch ;  the  pure  p)earl  colour  of  her 
skin,  the  pure  bright  colours  of  her  hair  and  eyes  and  mouth  ; 
the  passionate  and  funny,  shrewd  and  credulous  pattern  of 
her  features  ;  and  that  dozing  smile,  that  looked  as  if  her  soul 
had  ceased  to  run  up  and  down  enquiringly  and  was  resting  awhile 
to  enjoy  the  sweetness  that  was  its  own  climate.  He  would 
never  forget  her  as  she  was  looking  then  She  might  turn 
away  from  him,  she  might  get  old,  she  might  die,  but  the  memory 
of  her  as  she  was  at  that  moment  would  endure  for  ever  in 
his  heart,  an  eternally  living  thing.  He  was  aware,  reluctantly 
enough,  for  he  hated  such  mystical  knowledge,  and  would  have 
given  the  world  to  see  life  as  a  plain  round  of  dicing  and  drinking 
and  wenching,  that  real  love  was  somehow  a  cruel  thing  for 
women  ;  that  the  hour  when  she  became  his  wife  would  be  as 
inimitably  tragic  as  it  would  be  inimitably  glorious.  But  love 
was  also  very  kind  to  women,  since  it  enabled  them  to  live 
always  at  their  loveliest  in  their  lover's  memories,  there  per- 
petually exempt  from  the  age  and  ugliness  that  even  the  bravest 
of  them  seemed  pitifully  to  fear. 

Yet,  of  course,  love  was  not  so  kind  to  every 
woman.  No  one  remembered  his  mother  as  he  would 
remember  Ellen.  He  began  to  ponder  what  his  mother 
must  have  been  like  when  she  was  that  age,  and  it  marked  a 
certain  (iifference  between  him  and  other  men,  that  he  was 
grudgingly  surprised  that  the  girl  he  meant  to  marry  was  as 
beautiful  as  his  mother.  Certainly,  he  reflected,  with  a  bitter, 
gloating  grief,  Marion  Yaverland  must  have  been  beautiful 
enough  to  deserve  a  lodging  in  some  man's  memory.  She 
must  have  been  brilliant^  attractive  in  the  obvious  physical 
sense  to  have  overcome  the  repulsion  that  her  spirit  and  wit 
must  certainly  have  aroused  in  such  a  man  as  his  father  ;  and 
though  he  suppressed  his  earliest  memories  of  her  because  they 
introduced  that  other  who  had  shared  his  nursery,  he  had  many 
pictures  in  his  mind  whirh  showpd  her  hro^^.Ti  and  red-lipped  and 
subtle  with  youth,  and  not  the  dark,  silent  sledge-hammer  of  a 
woman  that  she  had  latterly  become. 
There  came  to  liiin  a  memory  of  a  distant  winter  afternoon,  so  far 
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distant  that  he  could  not  have  been  more  than  four  or  five,  when 
theyhad  come  back  fromdoingtheirChristmasshoppingarpS 

thJhm  2t^^^  Cf ''^'  ^^  '''l^  ^^"^^^"  ^«.  at  the  steepnS  of 
the  hill  that  climbed  from  Roothing  station  to  Yaverland's  End 

fZTJf''l  ^f'  "".^  '^'l  ^^y  ^^^°^  "»"^k  of  trXn  snow! 
She  had  looked  round  with  her  hard  proud  stare  to  make  sure 
that  nobody  was  watching  them,  and  then  spread  out  he? 
cnmson  cloak  and  danced  backwards  in  front  of  him  and  cried 
out  oving  httle  gib^  at  his  heavy  footedness,  her  o^  4SS 
flashing  about  her  hke  Ughtning.  When  she  was  youngrrTtuf 
£lSfii"°*  wept  so  much,  she  must  often  have  gffi  veri 
beautifully  under  her  lover's  eyes.  It  was  a  pity  that  she  hid 
chc«en  to  love  that  thief,  who  stole  the  memories  of  her  glorious 
moments  as  he  had  stolen  her  good  repute  and  peace  of  mind 
and  crept  away  with  the  loot  to  the  tomb  on  the  h  -  ide  where 

aLftv'n?^t"°'  P^"^  ^r-  ^'  ^«  thought  of  the  unmitigated 
i-i^i^-  ^''  "loth^rs  lot  he  hated  other  women  for  their 
tXd  frr^ii  ^'^^Ellen.  who  had  felt  that  his  mood  had 
•'H.  h!?^  her,  and  was  watching  his  face,  said  to  herself: 
«,K  u^  i^P"".^  .^'■^"hle  that  he  is  not  telling  me  Well 
why  should  he?  We  are  almost  strangers^'  luddenly 
she^  felt  very  weak  and  londy,  and  put  he?  hands  over  he? 

Mrs.  Lawson  put  her  head  round  the  door.  "  You  voune 
peopes  letting  the  clock  run  on.  Nae  doot  ye're  douce  aJd 
soupla  walkers,  but  if  ye  want  to  catch  the  EdiLurgh  bus Ve^ll 
hev  none  too  much  time."  ^  ^ 

theiyTves^it '"' Oh^"'"     both      started     forward,      and 
tneir  eyes    met.        Oh,  we   must    hurry  !  "    she    exclaimed 
with    a    pale    distress    that    puzzled    him    by    its    fn  en^?y 
IV^^  "^f"  ^'^y^^'^  ^^^'^  ^he  pinned  up  her  ha"   ;    ane 

o  oreltTwith  f '  ^""  '""T"'  }!''  ^'  ^  '"i"-^'  ^«^  «he  looked 
so  pretty  with  her  arms  above  her  head  and  her  white  fingers 
shuttling  m  and  out  of  her  red  hair.     But  when  thev  eot  into 

he  lane  outside  she  hurried  towards  the  high  road  Sf  fhe  fleJ 

ness  V  as  so  thick  that  she  could  not  run,  altho-^eh  he  told  h^r 
many  .  nes  that  there  was  no  need  for  haste    "See  ''  he  sa^d 

^^tV:&^t''n\V''^r''-^^^^^^  "  *'-  ^us  isn't  iny-' 
Twar^  tw  1^  ^""^  'Jv  ^'"^  "°t  answer  him,  and  he  became 
llkf^,  ;/"T'  '^f^blmg.  "Arc  you  cold?  Would  you 
hke  my  coat  ?  he  asked,  but  she  mufmured  a  little  broken 
mouseish  refusal.  Could  it  possibly  be  that  she  was  f5gh  eneS 
of  being  alone  with  hun  in  tlie  dark  ?    He  had  to  own  toSelf 
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that  she  would  have  been  afraid  of  him  if  she  had  known  some 
of  the  things  that  he  had  done,  although  he  did  not  admit 
that  her  fear  would  be  anything  more  than  a  child's  harsh 
judgment  of  matters  it  did  not  understand.  But  no  rumours 
could  have  reached  her  ears,  for  he  had  always  lived  very  secretly, 
even  beyond  the  needs  of  discretion,  since  he  knew  that  the 
passive  sort  of  vomen  with  whom,  for  the  most  part,  he  had 
had  dealings  have  an  enormous  power  of  self-deception,  and 
could,  as  the  years  went  on,  if  there  were  no  witnesses  to  dispute 
it,  pretend  to  themselves  that  what  had  happened  with  him 
was  no  reality  but  only  a  naughty  dream  that  had  come  to 
them  between  sleeping  and  waking. 

It  came  to  him  like  a  feeling  of  sickness  that  it  was  not  abso- 
lutely impossible  that  those  Christians,  in  spite  of  that  personal 
ridiculousness  which  he  had  noticed  in  nearly  all  of  them,  were 
right.  It  might  be  that  sin  was  sin  and  left  a  stain,  and  that  those 
things  which  had  appeared  to  him  as  innocently  sweet  as  a  bathe 
in  a  summer  sea,  and  which  he  had  beUeved  to  end  utterly  with 
dawn  and  the  stealthy  shutting  of  a  door,  had  somehow  left  him 
loathsome  to  this  girl.  He  perceived  that  there  nught  have  been  a 
meaning  adverse  to  him  in  the  way  she  had  delayed,  in  despite 
of  her  own  wish  to  hurry,  and  pinned  up  her  hair.  Perhaps 
she  had  seen  something  in  his  face  which  made  her  shiver  with 
apprehension  that  his  hands  might  touch  it ;  not  because  it 
was  her  hair,  but  because  they  were  his  hands  and  had  acquired 
a  habit  of  fingering  women's  beauties.  But  indeed  he  was  not 
like  that.  He  sweated  with  panic,  and  raged  silently  against 
this  streak  of  materialism  in  women  that  makes  them  so  grossly 
dwell  on  the  physical  events  in  a  man's  life.  This  agony  of 
tenderness  he  felt  for  her  now,  this  passion  of  worship  that  kept 
h^f  his  mind  inactive  yet  tense,  like  a  devotee  contemplating 
the  aJtar,  was  more  real  than  anything  he  had  ever  felt  for  those 
other  women. 

The  bus  came  down  the  road  to  them  and  he  stepped  forward, 
shouting  and  lifting  his  stick.  But  it  swept  on,  packed  with 
soldiers  in  red  coats,  who  sent  out  into  the  darkness  behind 
them  a  fan  of  song.  "It's  the  soldiers  from  the  barracks  at 
Glencorse,  bother  them,"  sighed  Ellen.  "  And  dear  knows 
when  there's  a  train."  She  spoke  with  such  a  fiat  extremity 
of  despair  that  he  peered  at  her  through  the  darkness  and 
found  that  her  head  had  fallen  back  and  her  eyes  were  almost 
closed.  Evidently  she  had  been  overcome  by  one  of  those 
sudden  prostrations  to  which  young  people  are  liable  when  they 
have  spilt  out  their  strength  too  recklessly.    He  remembered 
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how  once,  when  the  Gondomar  had  been  scuttling  for  two  days 
at  the  fnnge  of  a  cyclone,  he  had  seen  a  cabin-boy  lean  back 
a^aanst  a  mast  and  become  suddenly  statuesqueTith  fnert'a 
with  such  a  queer  pmching  of  the  mouth  as  hers.  "  It's  dl 
of^^n  hi  ^.'"'i^^^'^f^'^'^Sly.  ■■  There's  a  train  in  a  quarter 
of  an  hour.  She  must  have  heard  him.  for  she  began  to  S 
towards  the  station  lights  that  twinkled  up  the  ro!d  but  she 
answered  ma  tone  that  sounded  as  if  her  mi>.d  wi  inaccessible 
with  somnolence.  "  I'm  half  asleep."  mdccessioie 

tnl7w*'^'f  i""'^  '"  '''?'^"  *^^y  '■^^^hed  the  station,  and  he 
^i  nnf  V^^^  ^  ''^*  '"  '^  ^^"^  he  got  the  tickets.  fiSt  she 
.t  A  I*'  carnages  were  not  yet  lit.  and  it  looked  black  and 
cold  and  cheerless,  like  those  burned  buildings  they  had  seen 
at  Balerno;  and  anyway,  she  did  not  want  to  takfthat  trin 
She  would  have  liked  to  turn  back  with  him  through  the  dSk 
avenues  mto  the  Pentlands.  The  sunset,  which  had  somehow 
been  as  vexmg  as  It  was  beautiful,  would  by  then  have  rSeded 

v^'ev\v  r  '^'  ^'"^'  '^''^y  ^^'^''''''  undisturbed  therelnihe 
valley  by  the  wee-est  cottage  light.  It  would  be  good  to  le 
down  for  the  night  on  the  heather  of  some  ledge  on  fhe  hiUside 
where  one  could  hear  the  Logan  Burn  talking  £  it  ran  from  the 
fall,  and  to  look  up  and  see  Mr.  Yaverland  lining  fn  tha^nke 
slouching  way  he  had.  a  great  black  shape  agdnst  the  st^s 
But  that  was  a  daft  idea.  She  was  annoyed  forSingofl^il: 
thing  so  foolish,  and  when  he  came  out  and  chid  her  for  standS^ 

neonlP^*  Th  "°*  '"^^^y  ^^tter  for  one  could  not  hurt  grown-up 
people.  They  were  always  happy.  Everybody  in  the  worW 
was  happy  except  her.  Without  doubt  he  would  thLk  her 
quite  mad  If  he  knew  that  she  was  in  the  grip  of  a  depression 
that  seemed  to  be  wringing  misery  out  of  her^body  and  brSn 

into The^'Jr^in  iTf  °"^.°'  "  bathing-dress,  so  whL  d^y  g^ 
into  the  train  she  turned  away,  muttered  yawninelv  that  thl 
was  very  tired,  and  buried  her  face  in  the  cro^  of  her  /rm  c^ 

d^tpdSef  *St  t/\P^-  ''  P-'edr  that'she^fS  To 
a  sappomted.    What  had  she  expected  to  happen  to-dav  that 

Lnr!  hi??v"^'^  •     ^.^^--ything  had  been  lovely.     Mr   ^aver 
beautS     91^^  "lost  interestingly.,  and  the  hills  had  been  very 
beautiful.     She  was  ashamed  of  all  those  tears  ih^t  sh«  .uIaZ    ^ 

requently  than  one  would  h.ve  ex^'c^Tf  ^  an  ^^^^ 
rival  of  Pierpout  Morgan,  but  these  present  tears  filled  her  SVh 
teiTor  because  they  were  so  utterly  ^rrationrSond.  Too! 
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was  the  sudden  picture  that  flashed  on  her  mind's  eye  of  Mr. 
Philip  sitting  in  the  opposite  corner  of  the  carriage,  screwing  up 
his  dark  face  with  mocking  laughter.  "  Mr.  Philip  is  driving  me 
mad,"  she  thought  to  herself.  "  Some  day  soon  I'll  find  myself 
in  Momingside  Asylum,  sticking  flowers  in  my  hair  and  flattering 
myself  I'm  Queen  Victoria.  But  I  will  not  go  mad.  I  am  going 
to  get  on.  I  am  going  to  be  great.  But  am  I  ?  I  think  I  am 
not."  Her  face  made  a  wet  contorted  mask  against  her  sleeve, 
and  a  swallowed  sob  was  as  sharp  in  her  throat  as  a  fishbone  ; 
and  there  struck  through  her  like  an  impaling  sword  a  certainty 
which  she  could  not  understand,  but  which  was  surely  a  certi- 
ficate that  there  was  to  be  no  more  happiness,  that  even  if  Mr. 
Philip  ceased  to  persecute  her  she  would  still  be  hungry  and 
tormented. 

Perhaps  if  she  could  go  to  some  new  country  she  would  escape 
from  this  misery.  She  saw  a  sky  like  stretched  blue  silk, 
stamped  with  the  black  monograms  of  palms ;  a  purple  bay  shaped 
like  a  shell  and  edged  with  a  white  embroidery  of  surf.  Surely 
such  fair  weather  killed  with  sweetness  such  coarse  plants  as  her 
stupid  gloom,  as  the  foul  weather  here  killed  with  its  coarseness 
all  sweet-flowering  southern  plants.  She  turned  to  Yaverland 
to  ask  him  if  he  could  help  her  to  find  work  abroad,  but  she  became 
aware  that  she  was  in  the  grip  of  an  unreasonable  emotion  that 
prevented  her  from  this.  It  was  as  horrible  to  her  to  see  the 
coldly  logical  apparatus  of  her  mind  churning  out  these  irrational 
conclusions  as  it  would  have  been  for  her  to  find  her  mother 
babbling  in  drunkeimess ;  and  this  feeling  that  for  Yaverland 
to  know  of  her  misery  would  be  a  culminating  humiliation  that 
she  could  not  face  seemed  disgustingly  mad.  So  she  threw  her- 
self into  a  black  drowse  of  misery  unf'^atured  by  specific  ideas, 
until  she  began  to  think  smilingly  of  the  way  his  eyebrows  grew  ; 
they  were  very  thick  and  dark  and  perfectly  level  save  for  a  pira- 
tical twist  in  the  middle.  But  she  became  conscious  that  he 
was  standing  over  her,  and  her  heart  almost  stopped.  He  said, 
"  I  think  we're  just  coming  into  Edinburgh."  There  was  no 
reason  why  she  should  feel  chilled  and  desolate  when  he  said 
that.    She  must  be  going  out  of  her  mind. 

And  he,  since  she  had  shown  by  the  simp'nty  of  her 
movements  that  she  was  not  afraid  of  him,  was  quite 
happy. 

He  could  see  the  picture  of  himself  sitting  beside  the  sleeping 
child  as  if  it  were  printed  in  three  colours  on  glossy  paper.  But 
he  was  a  little  troubled  lest  she  had  walked  too  far,  and  as  they 
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went  up  the  stone  steps  from  the  station  to  Princes  Street  he 

Oh.  very  tired."  said  Ellen,  drooping  her  head  and  aoinp  a 
fahgue  greater  than  anything  she  had^vileU  ifall  herjoung 
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CHAPTER  IV 


(I) 

Mr.  Philip  was  crossing  Princes  Street  when  he  saw  them 
standing  in  the  white  circle  under  the  electric  standard  by 
the  station  steps.  The  strong  light  fell  on  them  like  a  criticism, 
and  it  seemed  to  him  brazen  the  way  they  stood  there  being 
so  handsome  that  the  passers-by  turned  about  to  stare  at  them. 
Doubtless,  since  folks  were  such  fools,  they  were  whispering 
that  the  two  made  a  fine  pair.  Surely  it  was  the  vilest  in- 
decency that  there,  under  his  very  eyes,  that  great  hulking 
chap  from  Rio  bent  his  head  and  spoke  to  Ellen,  and  she  answered 
him  ? 

"  She's  standing  there  making  herself  as  conspicuous  as 
if  she  were  a  street  girl !  "  he  screamed  to  himself,  and  other 
shcuis  filled  his  ears,  and  he  became  aware  that  a  cursing  driver 
had  pulled  up  his  horse  a  foot  away  and  that  the  loafers  at  the 
kerb  were  lifting  jeering  cries.  He  charged  it  one  more  offence 
to  Ellen's  account  that  she  had  caused  him  to  make  a  fool  of 
himself,  and  vowed  he  would  never  think  of  her  again,  and 
ran  among  the  people  to  see  where  she  had  gone.  Yaverland 
was  leading  her  very  quickly  along  towards  the  North  Bridge, 
and  she  was  now  nothing  but  a  dark  shape  that  might,  he  thought 
with  a  glee  that  he  did  not  understand,  have  belonged  to  some 
ageing  woman  with  a  bony  body  and  a  sallow  face.  But  then 
he  saw  against  the  lit  pavement  Lv-  narrow  feet  treading  that 
gait  that  was  like  a  grave,  slow  dance,  and  he  realised  with 
agony  that  it  was  no  use  Ijang  to  himself  and  pretending  that 
this  was  anybody  but  Ellen — Ellen,  who  was  far  different  from 
every  other  woman  in  the  world  and  more  desirable.  She  slowly 
turned,  as  if  her  spirit  had  felt  this  rage  at  the  fact  of  her  running 
at  her  heels,  and  wished  to  have  it  out  with  him.  He  gripped 
his  stick  and  raised  a  hand  to  hide  his  working  mouth,  and 
waited  for  the  moment  when  she  would  see  his  face,  but  it  did 
not  come. 

The  man   Yaverland   had  put  out  his  great   ham   of   a 
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hand  and  haUed  a  cab.  When  Mr.  Philip  tried  to  stop  a  cab 
he  usually  had  to  run  alongside  it.  and  often  the  drive,  was 
most  impudent,  but  thr,  swaggering  bully  checked  the  thine 

ff  hi  '  '"'*!rV  ^"^  T'^'^  '"  ^*'""»  ^nd  drove  off  in  style  af 
If  he  was  a  duke  with  his  duchess  in  their  own  carriage.     Wha? 

^oir5  "^T  '"•!,'^^  ^"^y^^y  •  "*-'  ^^"o^'-'d  ^^'^  black  trundling 
square  on  its  spidery  wheels  as  it  turned  round  by  th.  Rcgiste? 

House  to  cross  the  ^(orth  Bridge,  and  imagined  the  fine  cr,?-?ings 
on  they  were  doubtless  having  in  the  dark  in  there.  He  called 
Ellen  a  name  he  had  not  thought  of  before 

whil.  ff%r^  T^'"^,  *e  ^'  ^°"^  ^^°"t  't-  «e  stood  for  a 
S  Jc  A  L^^'"^  °^*^^*  '*'^"ee  garden  of  concrete  walks 
^%hZ.  Pf7«?  ^"d  ventilating-shafts  that  lies  at  this  end 
of  Princes  Street,  buiit  on  the  roof  of  the  sunk  market  Its 
rectilinear  aspect  pleased  him.  It  was  not  romantic  the  gates 
were  locked,  and  one  could  be  sure  that  therrwere  no  lovers 
trysting  there  Presently  he  moved  along  towards  the  wS 
End.  keeping  still  on  the  side  of  the  street  where  there  were  no 
men  and  giris  prancing  about  and  grinning  at  each  other  like 

t^l  ^ha"t  had^V ^^^\''  ^"i  °"Iy/"^Pty  gardens  with  locked 
gates.  What  had  those  two  been  doing  ?  They  had  come  in 
by  train.  Unless  they  had  travelled  I  very  long  journey  S. 
must  have  been  dark  before  they  started,  they  had S  ^ 
the  country  alone  together  whei  it   was   quite^dark.     tL  e 

wTin  °.ir  ?'T"f  °^  ^^""'^^  he  had\nce  heard  vhen 
walking  through  a  twiht  wood,  the  crackling  of  twigs,  a  little 
happy  cry  of  distress,  and  again  the  crackling  of  twig!  '  he  had 
been  compeUed  by  something,  which  was  nft  siSSy  Tn  h?m 
but  was  a  part  of  the  damned  way  life  went,  to  stVnd  and TisC 

.r°."fil  ^'  ^^7  ''  u^^  "f  ^'''^'-  H«  «a^  before  him  eSen^ 
face  Ijang  white  on  her  sp  It  red  hair,  and  it  added  to  his  anguTsh 
that  he  could  not  see  it  cleariy.  but  had  to  peer  at  this  enrS 

r°  HeTad'.et'r^^"°l^^^^  «"*  ^'^^^  ^^  expre'ln  wouM 
be.     He  had  seen  her  look  a  thousand  ways  during  these  last 

few  weeks  when  she  had  kept  on  drawing  his  attention  to  h^ 

rhl^J"' n'TPl""?  ^'^''  '"^'^^'  but  he  could  not  imlrine  how 

she  would  look  then.     It  seemed  as  if  she  were  defW  hk 

imagination  as  she  defied  him  every  day  in  the  office   and  he 

urned  his  mind  away  from  the  matter  in  a  frLzj^^buTbe'gan  soon 

mus|ha:^beent^Vb:/or'rtt7sut^^^  "^'  ^°"^  ^'^"^"^^  '' 

Hp  t^^"^  ^A  T^^  ,"°^S°  °"  h^^  this,  and  looked  round  him 
He  had  passed  the  classic  portico  of  the  Art  Gallery  and  wS 
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walking  now  by  the  wilder  section  of  the  gardens,  where  the 
street  lights  shone  back  from  the  shining  leaves  'f  bushes  and 
made  thena  look  like  glazed  paper,  and  with  their  glare  made 
the  trees  behind  seem  such  fiat  canvas  trees  as  they  set  about 
the  stage  at  theatres  when  there  is  need  for  a  romantic  glade 
for  a  lovers'  meeting.  How  often  had  Ellen  met  Yaverland  ? 
He  ran  across  the  road.  It  would  be  better  among  the 
people.  It  was  not  so  bad  if  you  did  not  watch  them  and  see 
how  happy  they  were.  Everybody  in  the  world  was  happy 
except  him.  No  doubt  Ellen  and  her  Yaverland  were  just 
bursting  with  merriment  in  that  cab.  Would  they  be  at  home 
yet  ?  She  would  be  telling  him  all  the  office  jokes.  Well,  she 
might,  for  all  he  cr.red.  He  knew  fine  that  young  Innes  called 
him  Mr.  PhiUp  Hop-o'-my-Thumb  behind  his  back,  and  he 
didn't  give  a  straw  for  it.  He  stopped  in  front  of  a  picture- 
postcard  shop  that  was  hung  from  top  to  bottom  of  its  window 
with  strings  of  actresses'  photographs,  and  stood  there  with  a 
jaunty  rising  and  falling  of  the  heels,  bestowing  an  exaggerated 
attention  on  the  glossy  black  and  white  patterns  that  indicated 
the  glittering  facades  of  these  charmers'  smiles,  the  milky 
smoothness  of  their  bean-fed  femininity.  Ah,  these  were  the 
really  fine  women  that  it  was  worth  troubling  your  head  about, 
from  whose  satin  slippers,  it  was  well  known,  dukes  and  the 
like  drank  champagne.  Who  would  bother  about  a  wee  typist 
when  there  were  women  like  these  in  the  world  ? 

But  as  he  looked  at  them  he  perceived  that  there  was  not 
one  so  beautiful  as  Ellen,  and  he  walked  waveringly  on,  wrathful 
at  the  way  she  insisted  oi  being  valuable  when  he  wanted  to 
despise  her.  A  woman  who  had  been  watching  him  for  some 
time,  and  who  knew  from  a  wide  experience  that  he  was  in  one 
of  those  aching  miseries  which  make  men  turn  to  such  as  she, 
slipped  from  the  shadows  and  murmured  to  him.  She  was 
taller  than  he,  and  had  to  bend  her  long  slender  neck  that  he 
might  hear.  He  hated  her  for  being  a  streetwalker  and  for 
being  taller  than  he,  and  began  to  swear  at  her.  But  before 
he  could  get  the  words  out  of  his  mouth  she  had  wiped  the 
smile  from  her  pale  oval  face  with  the  adeptness  of  a  proud 
woman  who  had  long  preserved  her  pride  in  the  fields  of  contempt, 
and  glided  away  with  a  dignity  that  denied  what  she  was  and 
what  had  happened.  That  struck  him  as  a  monstrous  breach 
of  the  social  contract,  for  surely  if  a  woman  was  a  bad  woman 
she  ought  to  stay  still  until  one  had  finished  swearing  at  her. 

But  all  these  women  were  vile.  There  was  no  measure  to 
the  vileness  that  Ellen  had  brought  on  him.    For  it  was  all 
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her  fault,  since  he  never  would  have  gone  with  that  woman  in 
Lon-Ion  if  it  had  not  been  for  the  way  she  had  carried  on  the 
evening  before.  At  the  thought  of  that  night  in  PiccadiUy  he 
began  to  hurry  along  the  street,  pushing  in  and  out  among  the 
people  as  if  he  insanely  hoped  to  lose  the  humiliating  memory 
as  one  can  lose  a  dog.  until  he  remembered  how  he  had  had  to 
hurry  along  beside  the  London  woman  because  she  was  a  great 
striding  creature  and  he  found  it  diff-cult  to  keep  step,  and  then 

fLui  fZ^y-  .  •  *   '^,^  ,^^  ^''       «  "gly-  ^^^  it  wL  a  fraud 

too.     It  had  been  his  belief  that  the  advantage  of  prostitution 

wds  that  It  gave  one  command  over  women  like  Ellen  without 

bringing  on  one  the  trouble  that  would  certainly  follow  if  one 

did  HI  to  Lllen  ;  for  even  if  nobody  ever  found  out.  she  would 

ook  at  one  with  those  eyes.     But  this  woman  was  not  in  the 

east  like  Lllen.     He  had  chosen  her  rather  than  the  gfrl  in 

he  white  boots^  at  the  other  side  of  the  pavement  became  he 

though    she  had  hair  like  Ellen,  but  when  she  took  her  hat  off 

he  saw  that  she  had  not.     It  was  funny  stuff,  with  an  iridescence 

on  it  as  If  she  had  been  rubbing  it  with  furniture  polish.     Her 

flat.  too.  was  not  kept  as  Ellen  would  have  kept  it.     And  she 

had  not  been  kind,  as  Ellen,  when  she  moved  softly  as  a  cloud 

nm^H  ^n  if  'i'^^"5  ^"?  *^^"g''  *"■  ^^t  listening,  with  chin 
cupped  m  her  hands  and  a  hint  of  tears,  to  the  story  of  his  dis- 
appomtment  about  the  Navy ;  hid  ^  udulently  'ed  him  to  believe 
what  women  were  to  men.  She  had  been  a  cruel  beast.  For 
when  she  had  got  him  to  be  so  very  wicked  she  might  have 
spared  him  some  of  the  nastiness,  and  not  said  those  awfulleenng 
things  so  loud  Never  would  he  forgive  EUen  for  dragging 
him  down  to  those  depths.  »66"'S 

noa^LTn"^''!!''"^  f '''^y  ^'■°'"  ^'"""^  ^''■^^'t  to  his  own  home 
?M  '  1  k'*"^  i^*""-'"^  ^"""^y  "'^''"^ty  o^  th«  streets  soothed  him. 
It  he  only  had  the  sense  to  stay  in  the  district  of  orderly  houses 
where  ne  belonged,  and  behaved  accordingly,  and  did  not  go 
talking  with  people  beneath  him.  he  could  not  come  to  him 
h.l      A  7"^"^  "ot  alter  the  fact  that  he  had  once  come  to 

saw^h.A''' T^w  "  u'^  ^T";  ^*  *h^  '^o^"^''-  of  liis  street  he 
saw  that  a  fo  Let  board  had  been  put  up  since  the  morning. 
He  wondered  why  the  AUardyces  were  leaving  it.     He  had 

H'Jf^?'^'°i'''"-^  '^''  ^^y^-  "^  ^"d  WiUie  Allardyce  had 
tied  tenth  in  the  mile  race  at  vhe  last  school  sports  in  which  he 
had  taken  part  before  lie  left  the  Academy.  He  remembered 
how  they  had  all  stood  at  the  starting-post  in  the  STndy  sSi- 
shme.  straight  lads  in  their  singlets  and  shorts,  utterly  uninvolved 
in  anything  but  this  clean  thing  of  running  a  race  ;  the  women 
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were  all  behind  the  oarriers,  tolerated  spectators,  and  one  was 
too  busy  to  see  them  ;  his  clothing  had  been  stiff  with  sweat, 
and  when  he  wriggled  his  body  the  cool  air  passed  between  his 
damp  vest  and  his  damp  flesh,  giving  liim  a  cold,  pure  feeling. 
Well,  he  was  not  a  boy  any  longer.  The  Allardyces  were  moving ; 
cvcrythmg  was  changing  this  way  and  that ;  nothing  would  be 
the  same  again.  .  .  . 

The  solidity  of  his  father's  house,  the  hall  into  which  he  let 
hunsclf,  with  its  olive  green  wallpapier,  its  aneroid  barometer, 
and  oil-painting  of  his  mother's  father,  Mr.  Laurie  of  the  Bank 
of  Scotland,  made  him  feel  better.  He  reminded  himself  that 
he  belonged  to  one  of  the  most  respected  families  in  Edinburgh, 
and  that  there  was  no  use  getting  upset  about  things  that 
nobody  would  ever  find  out,  and  he  went  into  the  dining-room 
and  poured  himself  out  a  glass  of  whisky,  looking  round  with 
deep  satisfaction  at  his  prosperous  surroundings.  There  was  a 
very  handsome  red  wallpaper,  and  a  blazing  fire  thr*  chased 
the  tawny  lights  and  shadows  on  the  leviathanic  mahogany 
furniture  and  set  a  sparkle  on  the  thick  silver  and  fine  glass 
on  the  spread  table.  "  Mhm  !  "  he  sighed  contentedly,  and 
raised  the  tumbler  to  his  lips.  But  the  smell  of  the  whisky 
recalled  to  him  the  flavour  of  that  Piccadilly  woman's  kisses. 
The  room  seemed  to  contract  and  break  out  into  soiled  pink 
valances.  He  put  down  his  glass,  groaned,  and  made  his  mind 
olank,  and  was  immediately  revi'irt-l  by  the  thought  of  Ellen's 
face  on  her  spilt  red  hair.  An  ingenious  thought  struck  him, 
and  he  hurried  from  the  room.  He  met  one  of  his  sisters  in  the 
passage,  and  said.  "  Away,  I  want  to  speak  to  father."  It  was 
true  that  she  was  not  preventing  him  from  doing  so,  but  the 
gesture  of  dominance  over  the  female  gave  him  satisfaction 

There  was  a  httle  study  at  the  back  of  the  house  which 
was  lined  from  top  to  bottom  with  soberly  bound  and  unrecent 
books,  and  dominated  by  a  bust  of  Sir  Walter  Scott  supported 
on  a  revolving  bookcase  which  contained  the  Waverley  Novels 
Burns  Poems,  and  Chambers'  Dictionary,  which  had  an  air 
of  haying  been  put  there  argumentatively,  as  a  manifesto  of  the 
bcottish  view  that  intellect  is  their  local  industry.  Here  in  a 
fog  of  tobacco  smoke,  Mr.  Mactavish  James  reclined  like  a 
stranded  whale,  reading  the  London  Law  Journal  and  breathine 
disparagingly  through  both  mouth  and  nose  at  onc^  ^  he 
always  did  when  in  contact  with  the  English  mind.  He  '  d  not 
look  up  when  Mr.  Philip  came  in,  but  indicated  by  a  "  Humph  '  " 
that  he  was  fully  aware  of  the  entrance.  There  was  an  in- 
detmable  tone  m  this  grunt  which  made  Mr.  Philip  wonder 


138 


THE  JUDGE 


whether  he  had  not  been  overmuch  influenced  in  seeking  this 
interview  by  the  conventional  view  of  the  parental  relationship. 
He  sometimes  suspected  that  his  father  regarded  him  with 
accuracy,  rather  than  with  the  indulgence  that  fathers  habitually 
show  to  their  only  sons.    But  he  went  at  it. 

"  Father,  you'll  have  to  speak  to  yon  Melville  girl." 
Mr.  Mactavish  James  did  not  raise  his  eyes,  but  enquired 
with  the  faintest  threat  of  mockery,  "  What's  she  been  doinp 
to  you,  Philip  ?  "  ^ 

"  She's  not  been  doing  anything  to  me.     What  could  she 
do  ?     But  I  ve  just  seen  her  in  Princes  Street  with  yon  fellow 
Yaverland,  the  client  from  Rio.    They  were  coming  out  of 
the  station  and  they  took  a  cab." 
"  What  for  should  they  not  ?  " 

"  You  can't  have  a  typist  prancing  about  with  clients  at 
this  time  of  night." 

"It's  airly  yet,"  said  Mr.  Mactavish  James  mildly,  con- 
tinuing to  turn  over  the  pages  of  the  Law  Journal.  "  We've 
not  had  our  dinners  yet.  Though  from  the  way  the  smell  of 
victuals  is  roaring  up  the  back  stairs  we  shouldn't  be  long." 

"Father,  people  were  looking  at  them.  They— they  were 
holding  hands."  He  forced  himself  to  believe  the  lie.  ""  You 
can't  have  her  carrying  on  hke  that  with  clients.  It'll  give  the 
office  a  bad  name." 

At  last  his  father  raised  his  eyes,  which,  :hough  bleared  with 
age,  were  still  the  windows  of  a  sceptical  soul,  and  let  them  fall. 
"  Ellen  IS  a  good  girl,  Philip,"  he  said. 

The  young  man  began  a  gesture  of  despair,  which  he  restrained 
lest  those  inimical  eyes  should  lift  again.  This  was  not  a  place, 
he  well  knew,  where  sentimental  values  held  good,  where  the 
part  of  a  young  and  unprotected  girl  would  be  taken  against  the 
son  of  the  house  out  of  any  mawkish  feeling  that  youth  or 
weakness  of  womanhood  deserved  especial  tenderness.  It  was 
the  stronghold  of  his  own  views,  its  standards  were  his  own. 
And  even  here  it  was  insisted  that  Ellen  was  a  person  of  value. 
There  seemed  nothing  in  the  world  that  would  give  him  any 
help  in  his  urgent  need  to  despise  her,  to  think  of  her  as  dirt, 
to  throw  on  her  the  onus  of  all  the  vileness  that  had  happened 
to  him.  He  broke  out,  "  If  she's  a  good  girl  she  ought  to  behave 
as  such  !  You  must  speak  to  her,  father.  There'll  be  a  scandal 
in  the  town  !  " 

Mr.  Mactavish  James  seemed  have  withdrawn  his  mind 
from  the  discussion,  for  he  had  tal  i  ou*  his  appointment  diary, 
which  could  surely  have  nothing  to  Jo  ,-■     the  case.    But  when 
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Mr.  Philip  had  turned  towards  the  door,  the  old  man  said,  amiably 
enough,  "  Ay.  I'll  speak  to  Nelly.     I'll  speak  to  her  on  Monday 

off. T.  ...,  noming  I  must  be  up  at  the  Court  of  Session. 

attcm. )cn  T'H  .jive  the  girl  a  word." 
on  the  tip  of  Mr.  Philip's  tongue  to  cry.  "  Thank 
<-,  rhank  you  !  "  but  he  remembered  that  this  was 
.-itter  of  office  discipline  that  was  being  settled,  and 
no  personal  concern  ol  his.  So  he  said.  "  I  think  it  would  be 
wse.  father,"  and  went  out  of  the  room.  He  ran  upstairs 
whisthng.  It  would  be  a  great  come-down  for  her  that  had 
always  been  such  a  pet  of  his  father's  to  be  spoken  to  about  her 
conduct.  .  .  , 


afternoon 
But  in  tl: 
It  wa; 
you,  fath 
merely  a 


(2) 

The  door  had  swung  ajar,  so  Mr.  Mactavish  James  in  his  seat 
at  his  desk  was  able  to  look  into  the  further  room  and  keep  an 
eye  on  Ellen,  who  was  sitting  with  her  back  to  him.  supporting 
her  bnght  head  on  her  hand  and  staring  fixedly  down  at  some- 
thmg  on  the  table.     Her  appearance  entertained  him,  as  it 
always  did.  ^  He  chuckled  over  the  shapeless  blue  overall,  just 
like  a  bairn  s,  that  she  wore  on  her  neat  wee  figure,  and  the 
wild  shining  hair  which  resembled  nothing  so  much  as  a  tamarisk 
hedge  m  a  high  wind,  though  she  would  have  barked  like  a 
temer  at  anyone  who  suggested  that  it  was  not  as  neatly  a 
done  head  as  any  in  Edinburgh.     But  he  was  very  anxious 
about  her     For  some  moments  now  she  had  not  moved,  and 
this  immobility  was  so  unnatural  in  her  that  he  knew  she  must 
be  somehow  deeply  hurt,  as  one  who  sees  a  bird  quite  stiU  knows 
that  It  IS  dead  or  dying.     "Tuts,  tuts,"  he  sighed.    "This  must 
be  looked  to.     She  is  the  bonniest  lassie  that  I've  ever  seen 
Excepting  IsabeUa  Kingan."     His  nght  hand,  which  had  been 
lying  hstle^ly  on  the  desk  before  him,  palm  upwards,  turned 
over  when  he  thought  of  IsabeUa  Kingan.    The  fingers  crooked 
and^it  became  an  instrument  of  will,  like  the  hand  of  a  young 

w.,ftn*i^^  Tf  r^y  ''H!*^  °1^'  "^^'"^y  ^^^^"ty-  ^nd  well  on  the 
way  to  lose  the  human  obsession  of  the  importance  of  humanity  • 

tLnVTn"  '°"  ^^^li""  "°*''  ^J*  *^^y  ^«^«  "<>t  1«^  Significit 

than  Ellen  s  agony,  the  motes  that  were  dancing  in  the  bar  of 
pale  autumn  sunshine  that  lay  athwart  the  room.  "  It  is  a 
queer  thing,  his  mmd  droned  on.  "that  when  I  came  here 
when  I  was  young  I  saw  there  was  a  p,ck  of  dust  in  every  room. 
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and  I  blamed  old  Mr.  Logan  for  keeping  on  yon  dirty  old  wife 
of  a  caretaker.  I  said  to  myself  that  when  I  was  the  master  I 
would  have  it  like  a  new  pin  and  put  a  decent  buddy  in  the 
basement.  And  now  Mr.  Logan  is  long  dead,  and  the  old  wife 
IS  long  dead,  and  I  have  had  things  my  own  way  these  many 
years,  but  the  place  is  still  foul  as  a  lum,  and  I  keep  on  yon  slut 
of  a  Mrs.  Powell.  Ah  well !  Ah  well !  "  He  pondered,  with 
a  Scotch  sort  of  enjoyment,  on  the  frustration  of  youth's  hopes 
and  the  progress  of  mortality  in  himself,  until  a  movement  of 
Ellen  s  bright  head,  such  a  jerk  as  might  have  been  caused  by 
a  silent  sob,  brought  his  thoughts  back  to  beauty  and  his  small 
personal  traffic  with  it. 

"I  do  not  know  why  she  should  mind  me  of  Isabella  Kingan. 
She  IS  not  like  her.  Isabella  was  black  as  a  wee  crow.  It  is 
just  that  they're  both  very  bonny.  I  wonder  what  has  happened 
to  Isabella.  She  must  be  sixty-five.  I  saw  her  once  in  Glasgow, 
m  SauchiehaU  Street,  after  she  was  married,  but  she  would 
not  speak.  Yet  what  else  could  I  have  done  ?  I  had  my  way 
to  make,  and  it  was  known  up  and  down  the  length  of  Edinburgh 
that  her  mother  kept  a  sweetie  shop  in  Leith  Walk,  and  she  had 
a  cousin  who  was  a  policeman  in  the  town.  No,  no,  it  would 
not  have  been  a  suitable  marriage." 

He  mo .  ed  restlessly  in  his  chair,  vexed  by  a  sense  of  guilt, 
wluch  although  he  immediately  mitigated  it  into  a  suspicion 
that  he  might  have  behaved  more  wisely,  made  his  memory 
malicious^  busy  opening  doors  vviiich  he  had  beheved  he  had 
locked.     But  he  was  so  expert  in  the  gjonnastic  art  of  standing 
well  with  himself  and  the  world  that  he  could  turn  each  recol- 
lected incident  to  a  cause  of  self-approbation  before  he  had  begun 
to  flush.     For  a  few  moments,  using  the  idioms  of  Bums'  love- 
lyncs,  which  were  the  only  dignified  and  unobscene  references 
to  passion  he  had  ever  encountered,  he  thought  of  that  night 
when  he  had  persuaded  little  Isabella  to  linger  in  the  fosse  of 
shadow  under  the  high  wall  in  Canaan  Lane  and  give  up  her 
mouth  to  his  kisses,  her  tiny  warm  dove's  body  to  his  arms 
Never  m  all  the  forty-five  intervening  years  had  he  seen  such 
a  wall  on  such  a  night,  its  base  in  velvety  dark-iess  and  its 
topmost   half  shining  ghostly   as   plaster  does  in  moonlight, 
without  his  hands  remembering  the  queer  pleasure  it  had  been 
to  crush  cnsp  mushn,  without  his  heart  remembering  the  joy 
It  had  been  to  coax  from  primness  its  first  consent  to  kisses. 
Before  he  could  reproach  himself  for  having  turned  that  perfect 
hour  into  a  shame  to  her  who  gave  it  by  his  later  treachery,  he 
began  to  reflect  what  a  steady  young  fellow  he  had  been  to 
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have  known  no  other  amorous  incident  in  all  his  unmarried  days 
than  this  innocent  fondling  on  a  summer's  night. 

But  there  pressed  in  on  him  the  recollection  of  how  she  had 
dwined  away  when  she  realised  that,  though  he  had  kissed  her  he 
did  not  mean  to  marry  her.  He  saw  again  the  pale  face  she  ever 
after  wore ;  he  remembered  how,  when  he  met  her  in  the  street 
she  used  at  first  to  droop  her  head  and  blush,  until  her  will  lifted 
her  chm  like  a  bearing-rein  and  she  forced  herself  to  a  proud 
blank  stare,  while  her  small  stature  worked  to  make  her  crinoline 
an  indignant  spreading  majesty  behind  her.  Yet,  after  aU  she 
was  not  the  only  person  to  be  inconvenienced,  for  he  had  fashed 
himself  a  great  deal  over  the  business  and  had  slept  very  badiv 
for  a  time  He  exhorted  her  reproachful  ghost  not  to  be  selfish 
Besides  she  had  somehow  brought  it  on  herself  by  looking 
what  she  did;  for  her  dark  eyes,  very  bright,  vet  with  I 
kind  of  bloom  on  them,  and  her  full  though  tiny  underiio  had 
always  looked  as  if  it  would  be  very  easy  to  make  her  cry  and 
she  had  had  a.  preference  for  wearing  grey  and  brown  and  such 
modest  colours  that  made  it  plain  she  feared  to  be  noticed  To 
display  a  capacity  for  pain  so  visibly  was  just  to  invite  Deoole 
to  test  It.  If  she  had  been  a  giri  who  could  look  after  h^self 
doub  less  she  w^uld  have  got  him.  He  paid  her  the  hSh 
comphment  of  wishing  that  she  had,  although  he  had  done  vefv 
well  out  of  the  marriages  he  had  made,  for  his  first  wife  aS 
Logan,  had  brought  him  his  partnership  in  the  firm,  ^d  hs 
second.  Christian  Lawne,  had  brought  him  a  deal  of  money 
But  Isabella  had  been  such  a  bonny  wee  thing  ^' 

His   skin   became   alive   again,   and   remembered   the   few 
responding  kisses  that  he  had  wheedled  from  her,  contacts  so  shv 
that  they  might  have  been  the  poisings  of  a  moth      He  shud 
dored.and  said,  "  Ech  !     Somebody's  walking  over  my  grave .'' 
hough  indeed,  what  had  happened  was  that  his  youthhadnsen 
from  Its  grave      He  decided  to  be  generous  to  IsabeUa  and 
not  bear  lier  a  grudge  for  causing  him  this  revisiting  hear?acl?p 
With   he  softest  pity  that  the  lot  of  beauty  in  this  world  lonS 
be  so  hard,  though  quite  without  sclf-condLnation  he  thoueM 
how  very  sure  the  poor  giri  must  have  been  that  he  meant  t« 
marry  her  before  she  abandoned  that  proud  vhv^icTrJ^ 
that  was  the  protecting  integument  of  h?r  sensW^-e    oul    S 
sensitiveness  seemed  fair  ndiciUous  when  things  were  gdne  well 

Tthad   on      1  °"r  Vr'""  '1  ""''  "^^'  ^hen  he  haf  K  1^ 
It  had  appealed  so  dreadful  liiat  he  had  desired  either  fr,  KoV/ 
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No,  dealing  unkindly  with  the  lasses  was  an  i!l  thing  to  do 
It  made  one  depressed  afterwards  even  if  it  paid,  just  as  cheating 
the  widow  and  orphan  did.     His  eyes  went  back  to  Ellen   who 
had  moved  agam.     "  I  must  settle  this  business  of  Nelly's  "  he 
thought.     •'  Of  course,  Philip  is  quite  right.     It  would  not  be 
suitable     Besides,  he  is  getting  on  nicely  with  Bob  McLennan 's 
girl,  and  that  would  be  a  capital  match  even  for  us     But  I 
must  put  things  straight  for  my  Nelly,  my  poor  wee  Nelly  " 
He  rose,  first  feeling  for  his  crutch,  for  he  was  fair  dying  on  his 
legs  with  the  gout,  and  padded  slowly  towards  the  open  door 
And  at  the  sound  of  that  soft  bearish  tread  Ellen  felt  as  if 
she  were  going  to  die.     There  had  arrived  at  last  that  moment 
for  winch  she  had  waited  with  an  increasing  faintness  all  that 
day  since  the  moment  when  Mr.  Philip  had  caught  her  in  front 
of  the  mantelpiece  mirror.     She  had  gone  to  look  at  herself  out 
of  curiosity,  to  see  whether  she  had  in  any  way  been  changed 
by  the  extraordinary  emotions  that  had  lately  visited  her     For 
lu^  ,^f  spent  two  horrible  nights  of  hatred  for  Yaverland. 
bhe  had  begun  to  hate  him  quite  suddenly  when  he  brought  her 
home  to  say  good-right  to  her  mother.     There  had  broken  out 
the  usual  tumult  in  the  dancing-hall,  and  he  had  raised  his 
head  with  an  intent  delighted  look  that  at  first  she  watched 
happily,  because  she  loved  to  see  his  face,  which  too  often  wore 
gravity  like  a  dark  mask,  grow  brilliant  with  interest.     But  he 
qmckly  deleted  that  expression  and  shot  a  furtive  glance  at  her 
as  if  he  feared  she  might  have  overheard  his  thoughts   and  she 
saw  that  he   was   anxious   that  she  should   not    share  some 
imagination  that  had  given  him  pleasure. 

She  went  and  sat  on  a  low  stool  by  the  fire,  turning 
her  face  away  from  him.  So  he  was  as  little  friendly  as 
the  rest  of  the  worid.  Surely  it  was  plain  enough  "that 
she  hved  in  the  extremity  of  destitution.  The  only 
place  that  was  hers  was  this  drab  little  room  with  the  shaking 
walls  and  peeling  chairs:  the  only  person  that  belonged 
to  her  was  her  mother,  who  was  very  dear  but  very  old  and 
gneving;  and  though  everybody  else  on  earth  seemed  to  have 
acquired  a  paradise  on  easy  terms,  nobody  would  let  her  look 
m  at  theirs.  It  appeared  that  he  was  just  like  the  others.  She 
folded  her  arms  across  her  breast  to  compress  her  swelling  misery 
while  he  sat  there,  cruelly  not  hurrj'ing,  and  said  courteous  things 
that  afterwards  repeated  themselves  in  her  ear  all  night  each 
time  a  little  louder,  till  by  the  dawn  they  had  become  ringing 
proclamations  of  indifference. 

Yavcriand  bad  turned  on  the  doorstep  as  he  left  and  told  her 
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that,  though  he  beheved  he  had  to  motor-cycle  to  Glasgow  the 
next  day  to  see  one  of  his  directors  theie,  it  was  just  possible  there 
might  be  a  telephone  message  at  his  hotel  telling  him  he  need  not 
do  so ;   and  he  had  asked  that  if  this  were  so  might  he  spend 
the  time  with  her  instead.     Because  of  this  she  had  lived  all 
Sunday  in  the  dread  of  his  coming.     Yet  very  often  she  found 
herself  arrested  in  the  midst  of  some  homely  action,  letting  some 
tap  run  on  to  inordinate  splashings,  some  pot  boil  to  an  ex- 
plosion of  flavoured  fumes,  because  she  was  brooding  with  an 
infatuated  smile  on  his  rich  colours  and  rich  ways,  on  the  slouch 
by  which  he  dissembled  the  strength  of  his  body,  the  slow 
speech  by  which  he  dissembled  the  violence  of  his  soul.     But 
there  returned  at  once  her  hatred  of  him,  and  she  would  long  to 
lay  her  hand  in  his  confidingly  as  if  in  friendship,  and  then  drive 
her  nails  suddenly  into  his  flesh,  so  that  she  would  make  a  fool 
of  him  as  well  as  hurt  him.    At  that  she  would  draw  her  cold 
hands  across  her  hot  brow,  and  wonder  why  she  should  think 
so  malignantly  of  one  who  had  been  so  kind— so  much  kinder 
than  anybody  else  had  ever  been  to  her,  although  she  had  no 
claim  upon  him.     Yet  she  knew  that  no  argument  could  alter 
the  fixed  opinion  of  her  spirit  that  Yaverland's  kingly  progress 
through  the  world,  which  a  short  time  ago  she  had  watched  with 
such  a  singing  of  the  veins  as  she  knew  when  she  saw  lightning, 
was  an  insult    to    her  lesser  height,  her  contemned   sex,    her 
obscurity.     The  chaos  in  herself  amazed  her.  The  glass  showed 
her  that  she  was  very  pale,  and  she  wondered  if  such  pallor  was 
a  sign  of  madness.    "  I  will  not  go  daft !  "  she  whimpered,  and 
began  rubbing  her  cheeks  with  her  knuckles  to  bring  back  the 
colour;    and  saw  among  the  quiet  reflected  things  the  queer 
face.  Its  features  pulled  every  way  with  derision,  of  Mr.  Philip. 
He  said  twangingly,  "  Ten  minutes  past  nine.  Miss  Melville  !  " 
Her  heart  was  bursting  with  the  thought  of  what  made-up 
tales  of  vanity  he  would  spin  from  this.     "  Later  than  that. 
Later  than  that,"  she  told  him  wildly.     "  And  I  have  been  here 
smce  dear  knows  when   and  there  is  nobody  ready  to  give  me 
work."  J         J        o 

He  shot  out  a  finger.  "  What's  that  by  your  machine  ?  " 
She  noticed  that  his  finger  was  shaking,  and  that  he  too  was 
very  pale,  and  she  forgot  to  feel  rage  or  anything  but  immeasux- 
able  despair  that  she  should  have  to  live  in  this  world  where 
everyone  was  either  inscrutably  cruel  or  mad.  She  murmured 
levelly,  dreamily,  "  Why,  papers  that  you  have  just  put  down. 
I  wiU  type  them  at  once.    I  wUl  type  them  at  once." 

For  a  time  he  stood  behind  her  at  the  hearth,  breathing 
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snortingly,  and  at  times  seeming  to  laugh  ;  said  in  a  half-voice, 
"  A  fire  fit  to  roast  an  ox  !  "  and  for  a  space  was  busy  moving 
lumps  of  coal  down  into  the  grate.  A  silence  followed  before 
he  came  to  the  other  side  of  her  table  and  said,  "  Stop  that 
noise.  I  want  to  speak  to  you."  The  gesture  was  rude,  but  it 
was  picoteed  with  a  faint  edge  of  pitifulness.  The  way  he  put 
his  hand  to  his  head  suggested  that  he  was  in  pain,  so  she  shifted 
her  hands  from  the  keys  and  looked  up  vigilantly,  prepared  to 
be  kind  if  he  had  need  of  it,  for  of  course  people  in  pain  did 
not  know  what  they  were  doing.  But  since  there  was  no  sense 
in  lettmg  people  think  they  could  just  bite  one's  head  off  and 
nothing  to  pay,  she  said  with  spirit,  "  But  it's  ten  minutes  past 
nine,  and  what's  this  by  my  machine  ?  " 

Mr.  Philip  bowed  his  head  with  an  air  of  meekness  ;  he 
seemed  to  sway  under  the  burden  of  his  extreme  humility,  to 
be  feeling  sick  under  the  strain  of  his  extreme  forbearance.  He 
went  on  in  a  voice  which  implied  that  he  was  forgiving  her  freely 
for  an  orgy  of  impertinence.  "  Will  you  please  taKe  a  note, 
Miss  MelviUe,  that  Mr.  Mactavish  James  wants  to  speak  to  you 
this  afternoon  ?  " 

"  He  usually  does,"  replied  Ellen. 

"  Ah,  but  this  is  a  special  occasion,"  said  Mr.  PhiUp,  with  so 
genial  an  expression  that  she  stared  up  at  him,  her  eyebrows 
knit  and  her  mouth  puckering  back  a  smile,  her  deep  hopeful 
prepossession,  which  she  held  in  common  with  all  young  f)eople, 
that  things  reallj  happened  prettily,  making  her  ready  to  believe 
that  it  was  all  a  mistake  and  he  was  about  to  announce  a  treat 
•r  a  promotion.  And  he,  reading  this  ridiculous  sign  of  youth, 
bent  over  her,  prolonging  his  kind  beam  and  her  response  to 
it,  so  that  afterwards,  when  he  undeceived  her,  there  should  be 
no  doubt  at  all  that  she  had  worn  that  silly  air  of  expecting 
something  nice  to  be  given  to  htr,  and  no  doubt  that  he  had  seen 
and  understood  and  jeered  at  it.  Then  the  wave  of  his  malice 
broke  and  soused  her.  "  Things  have  come  to  a  head.  Miss 
Melville  1    There's  been  a  client  complaining  !  " 

She  drew  herself  up.  "  A  client  complaining  !  "  she  cried, 
and  he  hated  her  still  more,  for  she  had  again  eluded  him.  She 
had  forgotten  him  and  the  trap  he  had  laid  to  make  a  fool  of 
her  in  her  suspicion  that  someone  had  dared  to  question  her 
elRciency.  "  Well,  what's  that  to  do  with  me  ?  Who'  ver's 
been  complaining — and  no  doubt  if  your  clients  once  began  at 
that  game  they  wouldn't  need  to  stop  between  now  and  the 
one  o'clock  gun — ^it's  not  likely  I'm  among  his  troubles.  So  far 
as  my  work  goes  I'm  practically  infallible." 
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••  It's  not  your  work  that-,  been  spoken  of     said  Mr.  Philip, 
lauehine     "  Perhaps  we  mijht  call  it  your  play. 

He  had  begun  to  speak.^as  he  always  did  when  they  were 
alone   in  a  thkk  whisiW,  as  if  they  were  doing  something  un- 
lawf id  together.     He  had  drawn  near  to  her,  as  he  always  did. 
and  walTunching  his  shoulder,  and  rnakinc  wngghng  r-xe^ive 
movements  such  as  a  man  might  make  who  ^^oodn  darkness 
among  moving  poUutions.     But  his  glee  had  gone.     It  had  grown 
hSeed  to  a  ^ey  effervescence  that  set  a  tremor  working  oyer 
Ss  features,  Sade  him  speak  in  shaken  phrases,  and  unsteaM 
everything  about  him  except  the  gloating  stare  which  he  bent 
on  her  boled  head  because  he  was  eager  to  see  her  face,  which 
surely  would  look  plain  with  all  her  colour  gone.       There  s 
^l  limit  to  ever^hing.  Miss  Melville,  a  limit  to  everything. 
You  seem  to  have  come  to  it.    Ay,  long  ago,  I  have  been  think- 
ing I     You'd  better  know  at  once  that  you  were  seen  late  on 
Saturday  night    hanging  about  with  a  man.     It  sounded  like 
vrchemis  diap  froS  the  description.     You  were  seen  entenng 
aTabaS  driving  away.     I  won't  tell  you  "-he  stepped  back- 
wards, swelled  a  little:  and  became  the  respectable  man  who 
has  to  hem  a  dry  embarrassed  cough   before  he  speaks  of  evil 
-.^'  what  the  client  made  of  it  all."    And  then  he  bent  again 
in  that  contracted,  loathing  attitude,  as  if  they  were  standing 
iS  an  unspacious  sewer  and  she  had  led  hi?"  there  and  with  that 
viscous  sibilance  he  said  many  things  which  she  could  not  fu^ly 
understand,  but  which  seemed  to  mean  that  under  decent  life 
there  was  an  oozy  mud  and  she  had  somehow  waUowed  in  it. 
"  But  doubtless  you'll  be  able  to  give  a  satisfactory  explanation 
of  the  incident."  he  finished  ;   n.  I  as  she  continued  to  bow  her 
head   so  that  he  could  not  see  the  effects  of  this  misery  which 
he  hkd  so  adroitly  thrust  upon  her.  he  leant  over  her  crying 
out  he  hardly  knew  what,  save  that  they  were  persecuting 

^^'"lut  when  she  slowly  raised  her  chin  he  saw  with  rage  that 
though  he  had  spoilt  the  colour  of  her  skin  with  fear  and  niade 
her  break  up  the  serene  pattern  of  her  features  with  twitching 
efforts  to  hold  back  her  tears,  he  had  not  been  able  to  destroy 
the  secondary  meaning  of  her  face.  It  had  ceased  to  be  pretty  ; 
it  no  longer  offered  lovely  untroubled  surfaces  to  the  hps.  But 
it  still  proclaimed  that  she  was  indubitably  precious  as  a  diamond 
is  indubitably  hard  ;  it  still  calmly  declared  that  if  evil  had 
come  out  of  his  meeting  with  her  it  had  been  contrived  out  of 
innocence  by  some  dark  alchemy  of  his  own  soul ;  it  still  moved 
him  to  a  madness  of  unprofitable  loyalty  and  tenderness.     In 
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every  way  he  was  defeated.     It  seemed  now  the  least  of  his 
miser^s  that  he  had  failed  to  destroy  his  father's  p  rsuasion 
that  Ellen  was  a  person  of  value,  for  it  was  so  much  worse,  it 
opened  the  door  to  so  long  a  procession  of  noble  and  undesired 
desires,  that   he  had    not  been  able   to  destroy.     That  same 
persuasion  in  himself.     He  counted  it  a  fresh  grievance  against 
her    and   planned  to   pay  it  out    with    cruelty,  that  she  had 
made  him  waste  all  liis  efforts.     For  though  he  had  certainly 
made  her  cry.  he  could  not  count  that  any  great  triumph 
smce   under   the    shower   of   her    weeping    her    gaiety    was 
dancmg  like  a  draggled   elf.     "  Och  me  !  "  she   was  saying. 
You  want  me  to  give  you  an  explanation  ?     But  when  I've 
got  an   appointment  to  talk  the  matter  over  with  the  head 
of  the  firrm,  what  for  would  I  waste  my  time  talking  it  over 
with  the  junior  partner  ?  "    And  she  began  to  type  as  if  she 
was  playing  a  jig. 

He  made  a  furious  movement  of  the  hands.     She  thought 
contemptuously,  "  The  wee  thing  he  is  !     Even  if  he  struck  me 
I  should  not  be  afraid.     Now,  if  it  were  Yavcrland,  I  should 
be  ternfied         .       The  idea  struck  through  her  like  a  pleasure 
until  there  feU  upon  her  as  the  completion  of  a  misery  that  had 
seemed  complete,  like  the  last  extreme  darkness  which  faUs 
on  a  dark  night  when  the  last  star  is  found  by  the  clouds   the 
recollection  that  Yaverland  also  was  detestable.     Ah.  this'  was 
a  piece  of  foolishness  between  Mr.  Philip  and  herself.     In  a 
world  where  misery  was  the  prevaiUng  climate,  where  there 
were  men  like  Yaverland,  who  could  effortlessly  deal  out  pain 
nght  and  left  by  simply  being  themselves,  it  was  so  foolish  that 
one  who  had  surely  had  a  natural  turn  for  being  nice,  who  had 
been  so  very  nice  that  firelit  evening  when  they  had  talked 
secrets,  should  put  himself  about  to  hurt  her.     Her  eyes  followed 
him  implonngly  as  he  went  towards  the  door,  and  she  cried 
out  silently  to  Inm,  begging  him  to  be  kind.     But  when  he 
turned  and  looked  over  his  shoulder  she  remembered  his  tyranny 
and  hardened  her  piteous  gaze  into   a   stare   of  loathing     It 
added  to  her  sense  of  living  in  a  deep  cell  of  madness,  fathoms 
below  the  rays  of  reason,  that  she  had  an  illusion  that  in  his 
eyes  she  saw  just  that  same  change  from  piteousness  to  loathing 
i-or  of  course  it  could  not  be  so. 

Her  quivering  lips  said  gallantly  to  the  banged  door  :  "  Well 
there  is  my  wurrk.  I  Nv-ill  forget  my  petty  pairsonal  troubled 
m  my  wurrk.  just  as  men  do  !  "  And  she  typed  away,  squeezing 
out  such  drops  of  pnde  of  craftsmanship  as  can  be  found  in  that 
mechanical  exercise,  making  no  mistakes,  and  ending  the  lines 
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so  that  they  built  up  a  well-proportioned  page,  so  intently  that 
fhe  bad  almost  finished  before  she  noticed  that  it  was  funny 
stuff  about  a  divorce  such  as  Mr.  Mactavish  James  always  gave 
to  one  of  the  male  clerks  to  copy.  But  that  was  all  the  work 
she  had  to  do  that  morning,  for  Mr.  Mactavish  James  was  up 
at  the  Court  of  Session  and  Mr.  Philip  did  not  send  for  her.  She 
was  obliged  to  sit  in  her  idleness  as  in  a  bare  cell,  with  nothmg 
to  look  at  but  her  misery,  which  continued  to  spin  like  a  top, 
moving  perpetually  without  getting  any  further  or  changing 
into  anything  else.  Presently  she  went  and  knelt  in  the  window- 
seat,  drawing  patterns  on  the  glass  and  looking  up  the  side- 
street  at  the  Castle  Rock,  which  now  glowed  with  a  dark  pyritic 
lustre  under  the  queer  autumn  day  of  bright  south  sunshine 
and  scudding  bruise-coloured  clouds,  seeing  the  familiar  scene 
strangely,  through  a  lens  of  tears.  She  fell  to  thinking  out 
peppered  phrases  to  say  of  the  client  who  had  told  on  her. 
Surely  she  had  as  much  right  in  Princes  Street  as  he  had  ?  And 
if  it  was  too  late  for  her  to  be  there,  then  it  was  too  late  for  him 
also.  "  It's  just  a  case  of  one  law  for  the  man  and  another  for 
the  woman.  Och,  votes  for  women  I  "  she  cried  savagely,  and 
flogged  the  window  with  the  blindcord.  Ten  to  one  it  was 
yon  Mr.  Grieve,  the  minister  of  West  Braeburn,  who  fairly 
blew  in  your  face  with  waggishness  when  you  offered^  him  a 
chair  in  the  waiting-room,  and  tee-heed  that  "  a  lawyer's  office 
must  be  a  dull  place  for  a  young  leddy  like  you  !  "  Well,  she 
knew  what  Mr.  Mactavish  James  thought  of  him  for  his  dealings 
with  his  wife's  money.  .  .  . 

But  tl;  peppered  phrases  would  not  come.  One  cannot  do 
more  than  one  thing  at  a  time  fairly  well,  and  she  was  certainly 
crying  magnificently.  "  Such  a  steady  downpour  I  never  did 
see  since  that  week  mother  and  I  spent  at  Oban,"  she  thought 
into  her  sodden  handkerchief.  "  It  was  a  shame  the  way  it 
rained  all  the  time,  when  we  had  had  to  save  for  months  to  pay 
for  the  trip.  But  Ufe  is  like  that.  .  .  ."  Ah,  what  did  they 
think  she  had  been  doing  with  that  man  Yaverland  ?  The 
shocked  dipping  undertones  of  Mr.  Philip's  voice,  the  ashamed 
heat  of  his  eyes,  were  just  the  same  as  grown-up  people  used 
when  they  told  mother  why  they  had  had  to  turn  the  maid 
away,  and  that,  so  far  as  she  could  make  out,  though  they 
sJways  spoke  softly  so  that  she  could  not  hear,  was  because  the 
ir.uid  had  let  somebody  kiss  her.  What  was  the  use  of  having 
been  a  quiet  decent  girl  all  her  days,  of  never  stopping  when 
students  spoke  to  her,  of  never  wearing  emerald  green,  though 
the  colour  went  fine  with  her  hair,  when  people  were  ready  to 
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than  she  would  have  had,  since  over  the  scenic  world  she  saw 
there  was  cast  for  him  a  nexus  of  romance  which  she  could  not 
havo  perceived. 

Everywhere  he  would   meet  men  whom  he  had  captained 
on    desperate  adventures,  who   over  wine  would  point  ringed 
fingers  at  mountain  ranges   and   whisper   of   forgotten   mines 
and  tempt  him  to  adventures  that  would  take  him  away  from 
her  for  ever  so  long.     Evorj^here  he   would  meet    women, 
hateful  feminine  women  of  the  sort  who  are  opposed  to  Woman 
Suffrage,  who,  because  of  some  past  courtesy  of  his.  would  throw 
him  roses  and  try  to  make  him  watch  their  dancing  feet.     She 
sobbed  with  rage  as  she  perceived  how  different  from  her  the 
possession  of  this  past  made  him.     When  he  reached  Rio  he 
would  not  stand  by  the  quiet  bay  as  she  would  have  stood, 
enraptured  by  the  several  noble  darknesses  of  the  sky,  the 
mountains,  and  the  ship-starred  sea,  but  would  go  quickly  to 
his  house  on  the  hill,  not  hurrying,  but  showing  by  a  hghtness 
in  his  walk,  by  a  furtive  vivacity  of  his  body,  that  he  was  in- 
volved in  some  private  system  of  exciting  memories.     He  would 
open  the  wrought-iron  gates  with  a  key  which  she  had  not 
known  he  possessed,  which  had  lain  close  to  him  in  one  of  those 
innumerable  pockets  that  men  have  in  their  clothes.     With 
perfect  knowledge  of  the  path,  he  would  step  silently  through 
the  garden,  where  flowers  run  wild  had  lost  their  delicacy  and 
grew  as  monstrous  candelabra  of  coarsened  blooms  in  soil  greenly 
feculent   with   weeds ;    she   roioiced   in    its   devastation.     He 
would  enter  the  hall  and  pick  his  steps  between  the  pools  of 
wine  that  lay  black  on  the  marble  floor ;  he  would  tread  on  the 
rosettes  of  corruption  that  had  once  been  garlands  of  roses 
hung  about  the  bronze  whale's  neck;  he  would  look  down  on 
the  white  limbs  of  the  shattered  Venus,  and  look  up  and  listen 
to  the  creaking  flight  of  the  birds  of  prey  that  were  nesting 
under  the  broken  roof ;   and  he  would  smile  as  if  he  shared  a 
secret  with  the  ruin  and  dissipation.     His  smile  was  the  sun, 
but  in  it  there  was  always  a  dark  ray  of  secrecy.     All  his  ex- 
perience was  a  mockery  of  her  inexperience.     Her  clenched  fist 
beat  her  brow,  which  had  become  hot.  .  .  . 

All  that  day  her  mind  had  painfully  enacted  such  fantasies 
of  hatred  or  had  waited  blankly  for  this  moment  which  the 
old  man's  shuffling  step  was  now  bringing  towards  her. 
She  braced  herself,  though  she  did  not  look  up  from  the 
table. 

"  Nelly,  I've  brought  you  a  bit  rock  from  Ferguson's." 

She  gazed  cannily  at  the  white  paper  parcel.    It  was  the 
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largest  box  he  had  ever  riven  h^r  ■  »,      . 

when   Mr.   Philip   ,,ad   K   t.Tkin.  .'J^'^  f  ^^  ^''  ^^"'ti 

therefore  to  deduce  fi  >m  VL        ^  agajiist   her.     Ought   si 

saying  somethinrunu  Si;'crj;r."l.r  ^'^  ^^  ^^^  ^e 
surclv  no  one  could  ever  give  sweet  in.      '  °"  /  '>'  °^''^^  h^"* 
she  fiad   let   herself  be   kLsed      -^  *"  *  ^"^  '^  ^^ey  though 
James,  "^she  said  mournfuHy  '  ^"'*  ^°°  '^'"d-  M' 

false  titS  put  y  ^itVo"1  &"":  Tflt  w""'^*  '''  ^^^  I  hav 
eat  rock  with  my  Nellv  ?     IV  ^!l      'V"''^'  ""*  that  I  mieh 
My  wife  is  a  leddy  aiid  will  ni  ?^.'  ^  *"*  «^  ^^e  peppcS 
?m  hoose."    He  alw^^s  st^ke  to  rV"'  »*^^^P«PP«^"^nf  CTm 
>n  the  same  rough  soft   b?Sad  W   f"'  *'^  ^''^  "«*  ''"ow  why 
with  his  n^otherlnd  father  when^.!     *°"^"^  *^^t  ^e  had  talked 
cottage  on  the  Lang  W  an^  „?    f  ""i^/r^  ^^^ '"  «'«  carter's 
st.ll  talked  to  his  catin  his^fttu  A    ,^'^  ^^^^^^^  Road,  that  he 
decent  residence.     ''  Ay    tha  's  *     ^  ^*  '^^  ^ack  of  his  square 
ye       YouVe  looking  a?  u,e  box  rA      ^."*  ^'^''^'-   *''^t   aS 
at  the  genteel  and  become  an  Eni «.''"?*'  ^'^^  ^  ^^^'^  a  turn 
If  you've  lost  that  fine  sweet  ?oothnfP^'^"  ^"^  *'  *as  Lent 
for  something."  *^^^  ^°°*''  ^f  yours  ye  must  be  sickeiSng 

;,einger  stidc%nd'bif infy/it'"''^ Jh 7-?^^  and  picked 

pressed  her  hand  to  her^  heart     Sh^t  ^^t  '*  1°^  ^g^in.  and 
beat  of  her  aeonv  with  ^vJe  "*^  hearkened  to  the  rarina 

at  the  corner'wftU  guSlifeTwo'mr ?  'I^'  ''^  dra'^S 
of  an  unwanted  child.  ^  And  Mr  M.T  "  ["""^  ^^«  movements 
with  pity  for  the  wee  thin^  and  /h.  ?^  ^''"'''  ^^  ^^  wrung 
^he  wore  her  misery,  and^'the  next  Z^'""''  ^^^'^^  with  which 
pleasure  at  himself  for  this  m,erm,l  ''"''"*  '°  g'°^^"g  with 
on  her  and  purred  silently  'Th  tl^  """u '-^^'^  ''«  ^^'amed 
straight  to  the  point  and  make  h.V  ^^""^  ^^'"'  '  I  will  go 
mto  an  easier  position  in  hi .  I        ""'".^  ^^y"     He  wrigglfd 

.  jocosely,      I  vc  been  hearing /ales  about 

^„j  I  .  'P  "aa  put  into  the  rf>liir,tr'   ir     ,--^--  '^^  "le  tciiiper 

andknewthatayounemaninu        ^-  ^°'"  ^^  was  an  old  man 
•over  Pon.-„/bo;-Sl:^^S--«.,.o^^^^ 
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•anctify  all  the  next  day's  daylight  that  the  poets  dtscribe 
him.  He  may  be  inflamed  out  of  youth's  semblance  by  jealousy, 
•nd  decide  that  since  he  has  no  claws  to  tear  the  female  flesh 
as  it  deserves,  he  will  do  what  he  can  with  cruel  words  and 
treachery.  It  is  just  luck,  the  kind  of  man  one  happens  to  In; 
born.     Well,  it  was  just  luck.  .  .  . 

"  He's  tremendous  excited  about  seeinc  you  anfl  Mr.  Yavor- 
land.  Nelly." 

Her  eyes  were  blue  fire.  "  Och,  'twas  him  that  saw  me  ! 
He  said  it  was  a  client." 

He  covered  h=s  mouth  with  his  hanil,  but  decided  to  give  his 
ton  away.  All  nis  life  he  had  been  rejecting  the  claims  of 
beauty  and  gentle  things,  and  he  could  be  sure  that  his  -/ell- 
brought-up  family  would  go  on  doing  it  after  he  was  in  his 
grave.  Over  this  one  Uttle  point,  which  did  not  really  matter, 
he  could  afford  to  be  handsome.  "  Aye,  'twas  Mr.  Philip  that 
saw  you,"  he  owned  easily,  and  swerved  bis  head  before  the 
long  look,  pansy-soft  with  gratitude,  that  she  now  turned  on  him. 
The  girl  was  so  inveterately  inclined  to  dilate  on  the  pleasant 
things  of  Ufe  that  his  generosity  in  admitting  that  his  son  was  a 
har,  and  thus  assuring  her  that  her  shame  had  not  been  as 
public  as  she  had  supposed,  quite  wiped  out  all  her  other  emo- 
tions. She  fairly  glowed  about  it  ;  and  at  that  the  old  man 
felt  curiously  ashamed,  as  if  he  had  gained  a  child's  prattling 
thanks  by  giving  it  a  bad  sixpence,  although  he  could  not  see 
what  he  had  done  that  was  not  all  right.  He  rubbed  his  hands 
and  tried  to  kindle  a  jollity  by  crying,  "  Well,  what  would  I  do 
but  tell  you  ?  If  I  hadn't,  ye'd  have  been  running  about  distribut- 
ing black  eyes  among  my  clients  just  on  suspicion,  ye  fierce  wee 
randy  !  " 

"  Oth,  you  make  fun  of  me I  "    She  smiled,  palely,  and 

gnawed  the  ginger  stick,  her  jaw  being  so  impeded  by  her 
desire  to  cry  that  she  could  not  bite  it. 

"  Poor  bairn  I  Poor  bairn  !  "  lie  sighed,  and  his  pity  for  the 
little  thing  seemed  to  him  so  moving,  so  completely  in  the  vein 
of  the  best  Scottish  pathos,  that  he  continued  to  gaze  at  her 
and  enjoy  his  own  emotion,  until  a  wryness  of  her  mouth  made 
him  fear  that  unless  he  hurried  up  and  got  to  the  point  she 
would  rush  from  the  room  and  leave  him  without  this  delicious 
occupation.  So  he  went  on,  speaking  cosily.  "  I  thought  little 
of  it.  You  are  a  good  lassie,  Nelly,  and  I  can  trust  you.  I 
know  that  fine.  Sometimes  I  think  it  is  a  great  peety  that 
Phihp  was  not  bom  a  wee  girl,  for  he  would  have  grown  up 
into  a  fine  maiden  aunt.     He  is  that  particular  about  his  sisteis 
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W.Z^f7Ll'::^J?^'  '  ^«  ^-  no  call  for  anxiet 

cens^ure'as"?  S.S  K^r.^^  .*f  "^  ^°  ^^^^e  his  lack  , 

relief.     "  I'd  nTsay  that  -'  s^^  '"h  '^°'''"^  ^^^^^  the  tears  . 

Chrissie  isn't  so  bad^  hou^whh  ttlV^'if  f  ^-^^^^^    "  ^^ 

be  wiser  to  avoid  looE^^S     Orh   m'^t  ^  *^"^  ^^^  ^^^ 

to  you  ?  ■'    For  he  was  rolli^^'^th  a  i;.  ^  ^^'^^-  ^^^^'^  ^^"^ 

ment.  and  slapping  hi/thSf  a^H  .h  ^  u  *  ^°".?^'^«"  ^^  merr 

simplest  womSr  cfn    ay  %'  „eed  fS'"n^-       ^^-^  *^^"g«  th 

and  draring-rooms  !    It  comes  nat^alM'^??'?  '"^  ^^^^^^ 

with  wrinkled  brows  and  smSnrmmTfh       ^^^^Jooked  at  hin 

.being  unkind,  but  wondering  whyhet^uZi'  '^"^  ^'  ^^  "° 

Mr.  James,  Mr.  James  I  "    It  fliLlf^  u  '  ^""^  murmured 

he  meant,  and  she^^td  nviromut  ""^  ,^*^^S"ddenly  what 

exasperated  laughter  "  Och  rS.l  ^"^  '^^^  ^"^  ^^ed  through 

in  your  mind  !    But  'indeeS'l  dTd  no."''^  ^"^^  '    ^  «««  ^haf' 

must  admit  though  th!^^  "°*  ^"t^^^^  to  be  catty  »    Yoi, 

teeth  are  onX^'lon'rsfdT^  Xl^^^^^ 
James,  I  wish  you  would  not  hi  cf,  f  1  ^  "?^^t.  Och,  Mr. 
continued  to  laugh  bdhnWlv  f^  ?  ^  *^^*^ '  "  However  he 
table  as  if  to  ^sa^Z'X'^iSS^'\^'''^  to  run  round 'the 
but  to  leave  her  hands  free^he  000^?^"^^"^'  ^"^  ^^akings. 
mouth  like  a  cigarette  Jd  w?.  ,£ X"^*^^  fl"^^'"  ^tick  into  her 
by  important  cLsidera«ons  ^^Thl^^^^^^^^^^  to  gravity 

when  I  hate  the  stuff  ?  F]  nin  off  th.  \f  °'"^'  ^^ting  ginger 
put  It  back  for  mothc-  Sh?  fn.fi  ^  ''■'^  '  '^<^  ^^^n  at  and 
the  nasty  hot  thing  I'U  ha^e^one  oTt^."'-  1f^  ^"°^^  ^V. 
no  great  flavour,  b^ut  I  hkfthe  co  our       ''''    '"^^    ^^^'^'^^ 

wniie  she  bent  over  th^  h^v  v,  *  ■'  ; 
among  the  layere.  the  old  m^  ttiifin  Tlf"^  ^"^^^^  ^^^sy 
her  and  wondered  at  her  an^^ejoS  1^'  ^^'""'^  "^^  "P°" 
had  not  thought  he  wodd  reio  ce  ov^r  ^'  T^"!"^^^  ^s  he 
she  had  altered  utterly  in  th  J  lie.  f  ^  ^  "^^^^^^  thing.  For 
come  into  the  room  h^e  had  been  a  ?rnv'''°"^'-  ^'^^^  ^^  had 
piteous  gazes  and  miserable  sflencesL'^'""^  *^^"S  of  soft 
sick  to  whimper  •   now  IJ    silences,  hke  a  sick  puppy   too 

and  well-being^lndTlitt  Tmanrfor"^/"^  ^"  '^^  ^-"^ 
sunshine.  She  was  completely  absorh^H.  ^'^^  ^  ^  ^^^°^i'  in 
and  happy.  The  fear  that  W^uas  ?e^lvL^°^^^^^  ^J"^  ^^^^y 
her  bright  colours  like  a  cobweb  hnfn  °"1^  ^^^  ^^^cured 
again  ;  it  was  as  if  a  wind  had  blown  thT  u^^  \^  ''^diant 
aJways  changed  with  her  moods  a^7i.°"^^  ?"'  ^^''  ^hich 
the  weather,  and  had  beeHa^lk  ^fncV^l?^^  ^Tas^ 
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ps«i  to  vanable  women.  His  two  wives,  Aggie  and  Christian, 
tad  always  looked  much  the  sanie.  He  remembered  that  when 
he  went  in  to  see  Aggie  as  she  lay  in  her  coffin  he  had  examined 
her  face  very  carefully  because  he  had  heard  that  people's  faces 
Altered  when  they  were  dead  and  fell  into  expressions  that 
wvealed  the  truth  about  their  inner  lives ;  but  she  did  not 
seem  to  have  changed  at  all,  and  was  still  looking  sensible. 

io  keep  the  situation  moving  he  drawled  teasingly,  "  Och 
you  women,  you  women  !  Bom  with  the  tongues  of  cats  you 
are,  every  one  of  ye,  and  with  the  advawnce  of  ceevilisation  ye're 
deyelopmg  the  claws  I  There  was  a  fine  piece  in  the  Scotsmiin 
this  niorning  about  one  of  your  Suffragettes  standing  on  the 
roof  of  a  town  hall  and  behaving  as  a  wild  cat  would  think  shame 
to,  skirling  at  Mr  Asquith  through  a  skylight  and  throwing 
slates  at  the  polls  that  came  to  fetch  her.  Aw,  verra  nice,  verra 
ladylike,  Im  sure. 

!!  Well,  why  shouldn't  she  ?    Yon  miserable  Asquith " 

Asquith  s  not  miserable.    He's  a  good  man     He's  an 
Englishman,  but  he  sits  for  Fife." 

"  Anyway,  it  was  Charlotte  Marsh  that  did  it.    And  if  she's 

wli?    v^,'  'f'^uf  ■     Her  photograph's  given  away  with  this 
week  s  Voles  for  Women.     She's  a  beautiful  eirl  " 

"  I  doubt  it,  NeUy."  ^     ' 

"  I'll  bring  the  photo  then  !  '' 

^nw^if  "^"''/k^'^'.^^I  "'^"■^^^•"  5^^  Mr.  Mactavish  James 
pilefully.  watching  for  her  temper  to  send  up  rockets  "What 
tor  IS  she  not  married  if  she  is  so  beautiful  ?  " 
hSS%T''  she'?,, Po^-e  particular  than  your  wife  was!" 
-  Ynnl  if '  ^^«^«g/,eluctantly  as  he  gasped  and  chuckled. 
Yon  s  not  my  own.  I  heard  Maiy  Gawthor^  say  that  at  m 
open-air  meeting.    She  is  a  wonder,  yon  wee  thing.    She  hS 

Tuf  onT^chli;^^^^^  ''''  '''  ^"*^^P^-  ^-  '^  ^  'L?e^ 

"^S^P^  - '"s^hir^^-re  !,^n  Crt^^r^^ 
soniething  throbbing  in  her  speech  he  hoped  that  the  sS 
of  her  distress  had  not  yet  run  dry.  ^  ^ 

Vn,','v^^^if ^  ^°"  u"°*  '"^'■e  respectful  to  the  Suffragettes  ' 
Av-yFf^^  ^r"S^  *°  *he  Covenanters,  and  yet  thev  fouSit 
and  killed  people,  while  we  haven't  killed  even  a  Semin 
though  there's  a  constable  in  the  Grange  district  who^eiuS 
vem  I  would  hke  line  to  sever  with  m5  tee  h  for  what  KS 
to  me  when  I  was  chalking  pavements  If  vn,,  rWf  7^  ■ 
us  you  shouldn't  admire  the  CoveSts.''    ^  ""'" 
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"The  Covenanters  were  fighting  for  religion."  he  murmured 
keepmg  his  eyes  on  her  face. 

"  So's  this  rehgion,  and  it's  of  some  practical  use,  moreover.' 
she  answered  hstlessly.  She  drew  her  hands  down  her  face 
threw  up  her  arms,  and  breathed  a  fatigued,  shuddering  sigh 
The  conversation  had  begun  to  seem  to  her  intolerably  msipic 
because  they  were  not  talking  of  Yaverland. 

She  rose  to  her  feet,  moved  distractedly  about  the  room 
and  then,  with  a  purposefulness  that  put  into  his  stare  that 
temfied  cold  enmity  with  which  the  sane  look  upon  even  the 
beloved  mad,  she  swept  two  rulers  off  her  desk  on  to  the  floor 
But  she  knelt  down  and  set  them  cross-wise,  and  then  straightened 
herself  and  crooked  her  arms  above  her  head,  and  began  to 
dance  a  sword-dance.  Even  her  filial  relations  to  him  hardlv 
justified  such  a  puncture  of  office  discipline,  and  he  sat  blowine 
at  It  until  he  saw  that  this  was  a  new  phase  of  her  so  entertainine 
misery.  It  is  always  absuid  when  that  pert  and  ferocious  dance 
mvented  by  an  unsensuous  race  inordinately  and  mistakenly 
vam  of  Its  knees,  is  performed  by  a  graceful  girl ;  and  Ellen 
added  to  that  incongruity  by  dancing  languorously,  passionately. 
It  was  hke  heanng  the  wrong  words  sung  to  a  famiUar  tune 
And  her  face  was  at  discord  with  both  the  dance  and  her  perform- 
ance of  It,  for  she  was  fixedly  regarding  someone  who  was  not 

lu-^^L  Ji^  'f  *^y  !  '■  ^^  *^°"e^t  tolerantly,  and  gloated  over 
this  fresh  display  of  her  unhappiness  and  his  pity,  though  a 
comer  of  his  mind  was  busy  hoping  that  Mr.  Morrison  would 
not  come  in.  It  was  unusual  in  Edinburgh  for  a  solicitor  (at 
any  rate  m  a  sound  firm)  to  sit  and  watch  his  typist  dancing 

But  soon  she  stopped  dancing.  Her  need  to  speak  of  Yaver- 
land took  away  her  breath. 

She  slouched  across  the  room  to  the  window,  laid  her  cheek 
to  the  glass,  and  said  rapidly.  "  It  is  bad  weather.  It  is  bad 
weather  here  an  awful  lot  of  the  time.  Mr.  Yaverland  says 
there  is  a  place  in  Peru  where  it  is  always  spring.  That  would 
be  bonny.  She  felt  relieved  and  warmed  as  soon  as  she  had 
mentioned  his  name,  and  sat  down  easily  in  the  window-seat 
and  smiled  back  at  the  old  man. 

"Ehem!  So  this  Mr.  Yaverland  has  surveyed  mankind 
from  Chma  to  Peru,  as  the  great  Dr.  Johnson  says  " 

Eut  she  could  not  speak  of  Yaverland  again  so  soon.  She 
tned  to  make  time  by  wrangling.  "  Why  do  you  call  him  the 
great  Dr.  Johnson  ?    He  was  just  a  rude  old  thing." 

"  He  was  a  man  of  sense,  lassie,  a  man  of  sense." 

'  What's  sense  ?  "  she  cried,  and  flung  wide  her  arms.    Her 
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body  pricked  with  a  general  emotion  that  was  not  relevant  to 
I  the  words  she^spoke.  and  indeed  she  was  not  quite  aware  what 
those  were.  Sense  isn't  sitting  in  your  chair  aU  day  and 
j  ruining  the  coats  of  your— of  your  digestion  drinking  too 
much  tea  and  contradicting  everybody  and  being  rude  to  Mrs. 
Thrale  when  the  poor  body  married  again." 

It  was  a  fule's  marriage."  said  Mr.  Mactavish  James;  "  the 
widow  of  a  substantial  man  taking  up  wi'  an  Italian  fiddler." 

Aia^Tiage  with  one  man's  no  worse  than  marriage  with 
another,  the  way  they  aU  are,"  said  Ellen  darkly,  and  got  back 
In/«'L^^r'f;  ::  And  hating  the  Scotch  and  democracy, 
and  saying  blmit  foohsh  thmgs  as  if  they  were  blunt  wise  ones-- 
that  s  not  sense  And  if  it  were,  what's  the  good  of  Uving  to 
S'nf  r?^^'  ^  J*  '  ike  Uving  to  have  five  fingers  on  you^Ld 
tStltl  ?°/^°'*  '  ^Mr.  James,  does  it  never  worry  you  dread^ 
fully  that  hfe  IS  so  short  ?  I  wonde-  how  we  aU  be  J  up  about 
It.     One  ought  to  hve  for  adventure.    I  want  to  go  away,  right 

nS  ^h'''  ""f  '""'^  ^°*^  °^  ^°^^ly  Pl^<^  where  there  Se 
Ll^v,  P^^'P^^  ^^*  romantically  shot,  and  there's  a  town 
J^^A  vl  "^^r  P°PP*^  grow  on  the  roofs  of  mosques  I 
?o^^egi^''°  '"^  '^^'-  ^"^  'i"^^  people-masked 
"  Lassie,  you  are  blethering,"  said  Mr.  Mactavish  James 
*^f  u^  f-  P^'^^*  «^^*<^  of  foreign  pairts."  "^         ' 

H.  l«  I  ^"^  ^T  P""*-    "  ^-  Yaverland  says  Peru  is  lovely. 
He  has  been  botl  sides  of  the  Andes.    He  Uked  Peru     There 

whos'e  nLnTT.'*   'r^"«  ^"*^  ^*^™^  spring  aHhe  pSc^ 
Whose  name  I  have  forgotten.    Funny  that  I  should  foreet 

^TS^  h!  °"'  P'^'-^  "1^^^  where^here  is  eterS  sprin? 
there   becfuse   I   hf  ^  '?  *^l*°'"^'?  ^  ^^'^^  "°t  ^e  able  to  |o 
JohWni^^tf  ^       ^^""^   forgotten   its   name  I"    She  laughld 
sobbmgly,  and  went  on.     "  And  he's  been  in  Brazil.    He  Uved 

mage  oTthe  St'efl  1  i'^'''''\  "H^^^^^  ^'^y  at  her  menTd 
TwS  shfik  w^f^""^^  "^^"'^  *^^'^  ^^  a  broken  statue  on 
for^t  H?.  i  •  ^^  ^^*  °"-  "  ^""^  he's  traveUed  in  the 
ReSa  lik?thfv  hf  T-  ^°^f  ej^th  the  big  leaves  of  Victoria 
stSni  on  t7  u\'^  '",*?"  Botanical  Gardens,  and  egrets 
standing  on  the  bank,  and  better  there  than  in  ladies'  hat? 

weTdeld  thinr'^'^  \'  ''f}  ''  '  had  the  money  ?-«?  woS 
I  wo£wav/l°"  ""yJ^"^^  •  ^"*  ^"d^^d  there  L  ways  I  think 
mlve^  S  ^o  £,^?r^^''  "'^h  ^  was-ways  that  don't  affect 
of  thinS  sfot'hc  V  Vt^^;  '"^  "°  '^^"^<^^-  ^^  he's  seen  lots 
And^leate^  »'  ?'?r  ^  ^^^^^  *h°"ght  were  just  metaphors. 
And  ant-eaters,  and  alligators,  and  jaguare.    And " 
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"  If  you  go  to  London."  said  Mr.  Mactavish  James.  "  you' 
be  losing  your  heart  to  a  keeper  at  the  Zoo." 

ishlv  ^°A  i^"""^  *^^*5  ^^^  *°  ^y^dy  -^  "  she  asked  pee. 

ishly.       And  you  needn't  sneer.    He's  done  lots  else  bSdf 

just  ceemg  ammds.    Once  he  steered  a  ship  in  the  SouthSe 

or  two  days  and  two  nights  when  the  cr?w  were  do"4  wit 

the  New  Gmnea  fever.    And  another  time  he  was  worWnra 

a  mine  m  Andalusia.    The  miners  went  on  strike     He  L' 

l^^lflu"  ?'^"  PH^  "P  barricades  and  took  guns.    They  de 

^^f  wv.'?^^'"'    !^V'  *^«  ^t  ^^  I  have  fver  knoW^wh 

did  such  thmgs.    And  they  come  natural  to  him.    HeThink 

no  more  of  them  than  your  son."  she  said  nasti^  "  thinS^o 

playmg  a  round  on  the  GuUane  Hnks." 

HkP  fi;^^^"  1.-^  '^f'^^''  "^^^^  ^^'^  ^e°  ^o'^S  traiking  aboui 
hke  this.    RoUing  stones  gather  no  moss.  I've  heard/^ 

H*.  .!L?^^  l^'^-  *^^"  narrowed.    "  Oh.  make  no  mistake  I 
He^earns  a  lot  of  money.    He  can  beat  you  even  at  your  o,^ 

Mr.  Mactavish  James  tee-heed,  but  did  not  like  it   for  she 

STthlT^^^r^^  '^'  '"^"^  ^  '^  it  ^«^«  a  hated  prison  and 
hfe    ^'  wSi"^""'  'I  '*  contemptible  ;   and  these  things  were  Ws 

I^.not^^SnX  ^SZ^'-    ^'  ^^^'^  '"^  P-^-  "^«? 
He's  a  lovely  pairson,"  she  said  suUenly. 

that  L^f^'Jf  i°^V^^  *Hf  ^  ^^Z  y°""e  P«°P^«'  who  were  aU 
that  he  and  his  stock  could  not  be.  who  were  goine  to  do  the 
thin^  his  age  could  not  do.  "Ah.  well  1  M  well  I  "he 
sighed  with  a  spurious  shrewd  melancholy.  "  He'll  be  like  me 
when  he's  old.  Ellen;  all  old  men  are  ahke  " 

She  looked  at  him  coldly  and  said,  "  He  will  not  " 

was  denX'?  ""th  ^'^^  ^^  V^"  ^^^  '^'  held  at  her  bosom 
was  clenched.    The  rain  was  beating  or.  the  window-oanes 
The  fire  seemed  diluted  by  the  day's  dlmpnes  ;  Tnd  S^S 
a  chiU  spreading  through  his  mind'^as  if  they  had  b^n  debatTnl 
fundamental  things  and  the  argument  had  tLned  u?^werawf 
I?  hS-    '  H  Th^^T;.  "^twi^ted  in  his  seat  and  looked  shSpy 
frJ^:^   A-  though  he  mirror  of  his  mind  was  apt  to  tUt  away 
iTf  h»'  ^^ereeable.  he  perceived  that  she  was  regardingTm 
and  the  prudent  destmy  he  had  chosen  with  a  scora  more  u^ 
appeasable  than  any  appetite ;   and  that  the  destmy  sh^  ^s 
f^SSh""*^  '^^  'S'-'l^^S  intensity  was  so  gS  Si  that  t 
justified  her  scorn.    He  felt  a  conviction,  which  had  the  value 
quahty  of  melancholy,  that  he  was  moVaUy  hisdvent   Zfl 
suspicion,  which  had  the  acute  quality  of  pain^.  tU  hfs  finSd  J 
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^  solvency  was  not  such  a  great  thing  after  all.    For  EUen  looked 

^  n^iSS  SKk**"^^"  as  well  as  an  angry  angel.  It  seemed 
possible  that  these  young  people  were  not  only  going  to  have  a 
mansion  in  heaven,  but  would  have  a  large  house  on  earth  as 
weU  and  these  two  establishments  made  his  single  establish- 
ment in  Moray  Place  seem  not  so  satisfactory  as  he  had  always 

o  Tl  r  ul  i^^  ?^*^P^^  '^^'■^  e°^°8  to  take  their  fiU  of  beauty 
and  dehghtand  all  the  unchafferable  things  he  had  denied  himself 
that  he  might  pureue  success,  and  they  were  going  to  take  their 
fiU  of  success  too  1  It  was  not  fair.  He  thought%f  their  goSi 
fortune  m  being  bom  strong  and  triumphant  as  if  it  were  a 

f'^l^i  'a^w'^^:  ^^  *".^^  i°  "^^^^  °"t  of  tl^s  moment  which 
compelled  him  to  regard  them  with  respect  by  revereing  the 
mtentional.  enjoyed  purity  of  relationship  with  her  and  fiSding 
a  lewd  amusement  m  the  fierceness  which  was  so  plainly  aS 
aspect  of  desire  But  that  meant  moving  outside  the  orbit  Ti 
digmty ;  and  he  knew  that  when  a  man  does  that  he  givS 
himself  for  ever  into  the  hands  of  those  who  behold  him  So 
he  worked  back  to  the  position  of  the  rich,  kind  old  man  stooping 
to  protect  the  httle  helpless  working-girl.  !»ioopmg 

He  pushed  the  box  of  sweets  across  the  table,  and  said  in 
a  tender  and  offended  voice.  "You're  not  eating  yc^  sweets 
Nelh..    I  hoped  to  give  you  pleasure  when  I  boJgS  ?hem '' 

One  would  always  get  her  that  way. 

Someone  was  being  hurt.    Immediately  she  had  the  soft 
breast  of  the  dove.    "  Oh,  Mr.  James  !  " 
fh  J'  !  ^^^  I  could  give  you  more  pleasure."  he  went  on.    "  But 
toow  it Z^'  been  able  to  do  little  enough  for  you.    Well  do  I 

;;  You've  done  a  lot  for  me.    You've  been  so  good." 
It  s  a  pity  we  should  have  fallen  out  over  a  stranger     But 
I  know  I  am  too  free  with  my  tongue."  "'^^^-    ^^t 

Oh.  Mr.  James  !  " 

vonni^^vf  "^?'  ^^'^-  ^'™  °"^y  ^  old  man.  and  you're 
young,  you  must  go  your  own  way—  "  y"ure 

t^hio^^A  ^-  ^^^l'",  ^^«  ""ose  ^d  ran  round  the  table 
to  ks  side  ;  and  at  the  close  sight  of  her,  excited  3  yet  muted 
mth  pity,  onlhant  as  sunset  but  soft  as  Ught  r^  the  w!S 
thmg  in  him  forgot  the  spurious  scen^  hf  wL^'^nterin? 
He  exclaimed  solemnly.  "  ^dly,  you  are  very  LuX  "    '^• 

She  was  startled.    "  Me,  beautiful  ?  "      ^  °«*""iui. 
Aye,    he  said,  "beautiful." 

For  a  moment  she  pondered    over  it  almost    stunidlv 
Then    she   put    her  hand    on   Mr.   Jan^rshouldlr^'Sd 
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••  V-.  '        ------- """<-"«».     icii  me,  wnicn 

You  re  like  both.    That's  where  you  score  " 

at  me"?  ''^"^        ""  ^''^'^  ^*^  ^  ^°^-    "  You're  not  laughing 

piec'e."^*  "^  °"  ^°"'  ''^^'"  ^"'^  ^°°^  ^"  *^^  g'^  o^er  the  mantel- 

She  stepped  up,  and  with  a  flush  and  a  raisine  of  the  chin 

as  If  she  were  doing  something  much  more  rrdicd  than  fc^kW 

sL%rd°L?i;^'4"e'^^^'  ^^^  --  ^*^^PP-^  herself  !,'.^?;raked^ 

••  SirrT^"  ^°°^^  ^*  y^'^^"  ''^^°^^'"  s^d  the  old  man. 
my,ha?"n  str^g^l^t  ? «' ^  '^'''^-    "  "^^  ^°  ^^  ^^"^  I  ^S 

.  U-"  ^*  ".tXf  ^^•"  ^^  retorted,  and  repeated  grimly  and  ex 
ii\  "You've  never  looked  at  youSelf  bef^J^^'^  '''" 

«ch;J,%i  ^^J'q^ely  at  her  reflection  and  ran  her  hands 

^^hamedly  up  and  down  her  body,  and  tried  for  a  wjrd  and 

]]  Are  you  not  beautifiU  ?  "  he  said. 

tartlv  .S^;    '^^T?  "°  "^^"y^^S  ^'™  effective."  she  admitted 
,-f  llrV^^/^^PP^'^  '^r"  ^^  stood  for  a  moment  shiveSigas 

lue  cnair  again.        In  evening  dress,  like  the  one  Sarah  Ti^^ 
hardt  wore  in  La  Dame  aux  Cameli^.  I  daxe  say  I  co^d  S 
thJ'&T-^  '^7-^  '^^  ^^"  ^^  ostrich StheS"    tSs  ime 
?ond      -^R  f  ™^g^  directly  and  almost  gloatingly,  as  ifit  wSe 

suppose  I  m  just  good-looking  for  a  private  persT  I'd  lo„w 
l-n\jm^VMf^>'^=  ^'"^  -  PhyirCe.  '^a 
Tw  '''^O'^d  look  plain  beside  no  one  but  Venus"  said  Mr 
Macta^sh  Jarn^,  "  and  her  you'd  better  with  your  ton^i'"^'" 
All !  bhe  breathed  deeply,  as  if  at  last  shp  riranl/  <•  c^ 
It  doesn't  matter  my  chin  being  ^o  wee  ?  I  vl  SwaS  hankere J 
after  a  chin  like  Carson's.     I  think  it  makes  oneSSced  up  to 
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irrespective  of  one's  merits.    But  if  what  you  say  is  true  I've 
no  call  to  worry.    I'll  do  as  I  am ."     She  shot  an  intense  ^cowling 
s   glance  at  the  old  man.    "  You're  sure  I'll  do  ?  " 
"  Ay,  lass,  you'll  do,"  he  answered  gravely. 
She  burst  into  a  light  peal  of  laughter,  as  different  from 
her  usual  mirth  as  if  she  had  been  changed  from  gold  to  silver. 
"Oh  dear  I  Oh  dear  I  "  she  cried,  her  voice  suddenly  high- 
pitched  and  femininely  gay.     "  What  nonsense  we're  talking  I 
Do— for    what  ?     It's    all    pairfectly    ridiculous— as    if    looks 
mattered  one  way  or  another !  "    An  animation  of  so  physical 
a  nature  had  come  on  her  that  her  heart  was  beating  almost  too 
quickly  for  speech,  and  her  body,  being  uncontrolled  by  her 
spmt,  abandoned   itself   to   entirely   uncharacteristic   gestures 
which  were  but  abstract  designs  drawn  by  her  womanhood.     She 
lifted  her  face  towards  the  mirror  and  pouted  her  lips  mockingly, 
as  if  she  knew  that  some  spirit  buried  in  its  glassy  depths  desired 
to  kiss  them  and  could  not.     She  stood  on  her  toes  on  the  hard 
wooden  seat,  so  that  it  looked  as  if  she  were  wearing  high  heels, 
and  her  hands,  which  were  less  like  paws  than  they  had  ever 
been  before,  because  she  was  holding  them  with  consciousness 
of  her  fingers'  extreme  length,  took  the  skirt  of  her  frock  and 
pulled  it  into  panniers.    She  wished  that  she  were  clad  in  silk  ! 
But  that  lent  no  wistfulness  to  her  face,  which  now  glittered 
with  a  solemn  and  joyful  rapacity,  for  her  unconscious  being 
had  divined  that  there  were  before  her  many  victories  to  be 
gained  wholly  without  sweat  of  the  will.     "  Ah  !  "  she  sighed 
and  wondered  at  her  over-contentment ;  and  then  went  on  with 
her  delicate  shrill  chatter,  glowing  and  holding  herself  with  a 
fine  fnvohty  that  made  it  seem  almost  as  if  she  were  clad  in 
silk,  and  passing  from  flowerlike  loveliness  to  loveliness 

"  It's  a  pity  Mr.  Yaveriand  cannot  se^  you  now."  said  the 
old  man,  half  from  honest  jocosity  and  half  from  an  itch  to 
bnng  the  creature  back  to  this  interesting  suffering  of  hers 

Gasping  with  laughter,  though  she  kept  her  eyes  gravely  and 
steadily  on  her  beauty,  she  answered,  "  Yes,  it  is  a  pity  !  It  is 
a  great  pity!  He's  very  handsome  too,  you  know  We'd 
make  a  bonny  pair !     Oh  dear,  oh  dear  '  " 

Mr   James  sat  up.     "  What's    that  ?     What   is    it    you're 

saying?      Hec,    you're      talking     of    making     a     pair,     are 

you?       Amusement    always    made    his    voice    sound    gross. 

Was  he  asked  you  to  marrv  him  then,  ye  shy  wcc  besom  >  " 

She  swung  round  on  her  toes,  her  face  magic  with  passion 
ajid  nuschief.  Give  me  time.  Mr.  James,  give  me  time  I  " 
she  cned.  and  her  head  fell  back  on  her  long  white  throat  while 
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ohalk  whi,e  .^,h  .uch  agony  IlZy  H^u."  L'^fS,""^"""' 

had  married  badly  and  had  iln^tlf  '""""=''  ^  T"  "^  ^'«' 
to  colour  her  manner  when  thevhti  ""'""".'"^^s  o(  that  fact 
Prinr«  st.».t     SVi  .y  ""'*  ■■™"  against  each  other  in 

and  exclaimed,  "  I??  eettL  da;k  >  ' '     S^       T*  °^  *^"  ^"^°^ 

heart  said  bitterlv  and  ti,o  fi-  4.  t  *^  .  ""  °"  •  "^^ 
must  go  at  once  She  said  fhin^v  h  ^"^  ^''^•,  Somehow  she 
Hart  c;„t  I  •  •  •  ^^  *"'"'y  *"<^  quavennp  V.  "  It's  "ettir,^ 
dark     Surdy  it  s  time  I  was  away  home  '  "  "^      ^ 
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"Ay,"  said  Mr.  Mactavish  James  cheerfully,  "you  must  run 
away  home.  I'll  not  have  it  said  I  drive  a  bairn  to  death  with 
late  hours.  Good  evening,  lassie."  He  was  so  terrified  by  the 
intensity  of  her  emotion  that  he  had  given  up  playing  his  fish. 
There  stabbed  a  question  through  his  heart.  Had  Isabella 
Kingan  suffered  thus  ? 

"  Good  evening,  Mr.  James,"  she  said  brightly,  and  went 
out  into  the  hall  letting  the  door  swing  to,  and  pulled  on  her 
coat  and  tam-o'-shanter  in  the  darkness.  Now  that  it  did  not 
matter  if  she  cried,  she  did  not  feel  nearly  so  much  like  crying. 
"That's  the  way  things  always  are,"  she  snorted,  and  began 
to  hum  the  Marseillaise  defiantly  as  she  buttoned  up  her  coat. 
But  though  she  was  not  seen  here,  she  was  not  alone.  There 
pressed  against  her  the  unexpungeable  fact  of  her  disgrace. 
Her  eyes,  mad  with  distress,  with  too  much  weeping,  printed  on 
the  blackness  the  figure  of  the  man  with  whom  she  had  as- 
sociated herself  in  this  awful  way,  by  that  idiot  capering  before 
the  glass,  by  those  maniac  words.  With  rapture  and  horror 
she  saw  his  dark-lidded  eyes  with  their  brilliant  yet  secretive 
gaze,  the  lips  that  were  parted  yet  not  loose,  that  his  reserve 
would  not  permit  to  close  lest  by  their  setting  strangers  should 
see  whether  he  were  smiling  or  moody ;  she  remembered  the 
bluish  bloom  that  had  been  on  his  chin  the  first  night  she  ever 
saw  him.  At  that  she  brought  her  clenched  fist  down  on  her 
other  palm  and  sobbed  with  hate.  He  had  brought  all  this 
upon  her. 

And  hearing  that,  Mr.  Mactavish  James  hobbled  towards  the 
door,  purring  endearments.  He  was  better  now.  That  anguished 
melody  of  speculation  as  to  Isabella  Kingan's  heart  he  had 
played  over  again  with  the  tempo  rubato  and  the  pressed  loud 
pedal  of  sentimentality,  and  it  was  now  no  more  than  agreeably 
affecting  as  a  Scotch  song  .  .  .  being  kind  to  the  wean  for  the 
sake  of  her  who  was  my  sweethairt  in  auld  lang  syne.  .  .  . 

She  was  so  blind  with  hate  of  Yaverland  that  she  was  not 
aware  of  his  presence  till  he  bent  over  her,  whinneying  in  the 
slow,  complacent  accents  of  Scottish  sentiment,  "  Nelly,  Nelly, 
what  ails  ye,  lassie  ?  Nothing's  happened  I  I'll  put  it  all 
right." 

"  Yes,  of  course  nothing's  happened  !  "  she  snapped,  her 
hand  on  the  doorknob.  "  Who  said  it  had  ?  "  And  then  his 
words,  "  I'll  put  it  all  right,"  began  to  torment  her.  They 
threatened  her  that  her  disgrace  was  not  to  end  here,  that  he 
might  talk  about  it,  that  the  thing  might  well  be  with  her  Lo 
her  grave,  that  she  had  done  for  herself,  that  now  and  forever 
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weeping.  flJng  out  of  the  dcS?  of  t^ff  loathlS^  olir"/tn  "^v  °k' 
she  remembered  with  a^onv  as  thl  r.l,  -5  ^lu^'  *°.  ^'"'^^ 
must  retun.  to-morrow  J^^^lrifving"  '°^  *^'  '*^^  ^'^'^ 
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(3) 
square,  that  there  were  no  uth^r,;  ^'t„T"  '"^.'S""*!!  «'« 

she  caUed  thaf  her  moth^  hS' rt,?""  *"^'  '*™n"««i  M 

about  s,.„cUygX'^Soi'<'^h"'r^Jl|^j',nSf 
But  she  cned  out  again.  "  Mother  I     Mother  i"       }  Trmity. 

cry  should  sound  piteoui  sent  iV  out  S'     T?''^  '"'^  *^« 
answer  but  the  comolainincr  ra++L    *   ^SPy-    There  was  no 

the  house,  whkhjSrrS^dUnes  of  thT^fr  ^'  '^'  *°P  '^^ 
petually  ailing  in  its  fitmentT^S   i  J?      f^  P°°'''  ^^^  P^r- 

toherLtsh'emovlddSt'elvi^^^^^^^^^^ 

of  the  caddies  along  the  mantelniprp  tho  ^     i?    ?:    ^^^  ^leam 

Hke  stiff  tails  over  the  TaucenSnl'J?^ 

her  as  looking  queer  anramSff„^  ttTw^g\rtd\T' 

made  her  remember  that  dm  j,,^  v.  J        ,  ^^^^g^t,  and  then 

very  hungry.Tshe  bris^tt  a^^^^^^  ^^  ^^  "°^ 

on  the  kettle.  She  had  the  InrW  /^  «  i°  ^u  ^as-nng  and  put 
far  newer  than  it  wa^  thei?  hnffl  i?l?w  *^'  '^'^^^P^'^  ^  ^^^f 
back  to  the  table  finding  Lf^  5^^'-  *°  ^^*'  ^"^  carried  it 
her  fingers  il  t'sit'a^^sl'^ff^^^^^^^^^^ 
on  new  asphalt  •  but  tni^^H  L  k  J\^*^,^^"S  on  her  heels 
derider.     ^        '     "    '"^'^  ^^'  ^ead  sharply  on  an  invisible 

my\e^r-'^^sn^piT^K:S^^^^^^  I   am  getting 

home  at  all  •  I  found  mLif  ^'^'  ^  "^^^^  "^^ant  to  come 

'«-  of  h.«'/ D^  n,'erre!rTh2\«r  £?rs 
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creatures  of  habit  ?  And  now  I'm  here  I  might  as  wellget  myself 
something  to  eat.  Besides,  I'm  not  going  shauchling  down  to 
the  Dean  Bridge  in  wet  shoes  either."  She  kicked  them  off  and 
moved  for  a  time  with  a  certain  conscious  pomp,  setting  out 
the  butter  and  the  milk  and  the  sugar  with  something  of  a 
sacramental  air,  and  sometimes  sobbing  at  the  thought  of  how 
far  the  journey  through  the  air  would  be  after  she  had  let  go 
the  Dean  Bridge  balustrade.  But  as  she  put  her  head  into  the 
larder  to  see  if  there  was  anything  left  in  the  pot  of  strawberry 
jam  her  hand  happened  on  a  bowl  full  of  eggs.  There  was  nothing, 
ihe  had  always  thought,  nicer  to  touch  than  an  egg.  It  was  cool 
without  being  chill,  and  took  the  warmth  of  one's  hand  flatteringly 
soon,  as  if  it  liked  to  do  so,  yet  kept  its  freshness  ;  it  was  smooth 
without  being  glossy,  mat  as  a  pearl,  and  as  delightful  to  roll 
in  the  hand;  and  of  an  exquisite,  alarming  frangibility  that  gave 
it,  in  its  small  way,  that  flavour  which  belongs  to  pleasures  that 
are  dogged  by  the  danger  of  a  violent  end.  As  elaborately  as 
this  she  had  felt  about  it ;  for  she  was  silly,  as  pcets  are,  and 
believed  it  possible  that  things  can  be  common  and  precious 
too. 

She  held  an  egg  against  the  vibrating  place  in  her  throat, 
and,  shaken  with  silent  weeping,  thought  how  full  of  delights 
for  the  sight  and  the  touch  was  this  world  she  was  going  to 
leave.  It  also  seemed  to  her  that  she  could  do  very  well  with 
it  as  an  addition  to  her  tea.  "  Mother '11  not  grudge  it  me  for 
my  last  meal  on  earth,"  she  muttered  mournfully,  putting  it 
in  the  kettle  to  save  time.  "  And  I  ought  to  keep  up  my 
strength,  for  I  must  write  a  good-bye  letter  that  will  show 
people  what  they've  lost.  .  .  ." 

The  egg  was  good  ;  and  as  she  would  never  eat  another  she 
cut  her  buttered  bread  into  fingers  and  dipped  them  into  the 
yolk,  though  she  knev/  grown-up  people  never  did  it.  The 
bread  was  good  too.  It  was  only  because  of  all  the  things  there 
are  to  eat  this  was  a  dreadful  world  to  leave.  She  thought  re- 
luctantly of  food  ;  the  different  delicate  textures  of  the  nuts  of 
meat  that,  lying  in  such  snug  unity  within  the  crisp  brown 
skin,  make  up  a  saddle  of  mutton  :  yellow  country  cream, 
whipped  no  more  than  makes  it  bland  as  forgiveness  ;  little 
strawberries,  red  and  moist  as  a  pretty  mouth ;  Scotch  bun, 
dark  and  rich  and  romantic  like  the  plays  of  Victor  Hugo  ;  all 
sorts  of  thing?,  nice  to  eat,  and  points  of  departure  for  the  fancy. 
Even  a  potato  roastea  in  its  skin,  if  ii  was  the  right  flouiy  sort, 
had  an  entrancing,  ethereal  substance  ;  one  could  imagine  that 
thus  a  cirrus  cloud  might  taste  in  the  mouth.     If  the  name 
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were  changed,  angek  might  eat  it.    Potato  plants  were  lovely 

T^-^^^^^^^^  on  the 

of  youth,  she  meant  ^h<mldh^enoiuL7^^^^^^ 
before  her  on  the  bare  plaster^  waU  a  il7..:.  fi^^*'  f^^"?  "P 
mother  had  seen  one  dav  whlrf.?^»  P<>tato-field  she  and  her 
sands  and  thousands  o^wS  fli  "^  """"*  *•''  Cramond.  Thou- 
in  ruler-drawS  liSs  TheJ  h«3  f^Ji^r"?  "5,*°  ^  ^Mine 
afterwards^rkiigims  excJ^minr;  "Ik^^  *^*^  River  Almond 
water,  which  slid  Wr^m.n*^'^^**'*''' o^^'"  the  dark  glassy 

which^he  sun  ^aroVtl  UXhtrh^^ 
moss  that  grew  so  syZ^SX'^::^tTttr't'' '' 
the  steep  river-banks  above  the  oath  T.f*K  ^'^^'^^jn'^s  on 
been  the  dedicatory  tablets  of  msH<^  1  Sfey  "^^^^  ^^^v* 

the  evening  came  thev  had  sL^nH  ^f1  ,  ^^"  *he  cool  of 
dance  quadriUes  on  a  U«^  k  *»,  "^-  "^^^"^^^^  a  wedding-party 
trees  a2d  severed  Sy  a  erartndr^;^^^  ^^  '^^^l^tnulf 

air,  from  an  island  crowded  bv  1^1  "^f""!',  ^^'^^'^^  «  the 
a  miU.    The  bride  and  hSf    ^  *^^  weather-bleached  ruins  of 

movements  ,^?h'w?ScVtt;Tu^^^^^^^  ^"'  *^^.^*'« 

quiet,  tired  merriment  of  thJr  J^Jl^     ~,  *^?  ^*"^^'  *"d  the 

(Kcasion  a  quality  of  tso^'I'^^^^i^^^^^^^  «"^«  *b« 

the  loosestrife  and  mallowTTeknTnl  nn.  k  *^'  u*"^^^  P^^^P'^^  ^^ 
white  walls  on  the^S  1"  5  °"l^^ye  the  water  on  the 

was  a  day  m,^t  happily  1^  tZlsZ  Zt^^f^'.  "^^^^ 
w.^  world  to  stay?;.  Lt  toCTfo^e  or^n^edn^  ^b^^^ 

by  t'L  ri^rToy'b:^4:i:v^^^    -  r^^  the  path 

a  tall,  dark  man  that  uSTf.n  ,^  '^°"  °^  *^«  shadow  of 
be  able  to  sit  «id  watch  ^Siv  ^''^u^  '*'  ^"^  ^^e  would  not 
stillness  she  wS^  reU^ted  bvT^  became  in  any  moment  of 
had  made  her  say  those  SJTh?°"^^u*  *t'  "^^^"^  *h^t 

she  laid  her  spre^ad  hand  ^'ro^^  he^tV  "^"^^1^^ 

so  rude  to  the  ennd  niH  «,^^     u        "»outn,  that  had  made  her 

she  trembled  Shi^eTYaverra^H^^^^'.^f^y/"^"^-  ^gafn 
sweU  out  from  her  heart     si  r'^^""^'  *.^^te  that  seemed  to 

if  a  flame  had  ditroye^- he.^l^h'ITw  .1^" ^ "'?  ^^^«  '^"o^ 
had  robbed  her  o*  the  beautv  if  fl'  ^^\^}^  ^""^  "^^  had  taken 
existence  down  ?o  ^hl'Sg^^t^^fn^Jii'^thr  '""^"^  ^^^ 

coL^^fu^irti^LSrr?^^^^ 

put  on  wet  shoes  and  g^o^fhrgh^^^t^  K  i^^di^^Se^K 
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and  greaied  with  foul  weather  to  throw  herself  over  a  bridge  on 
to  rocks.  She  rose  and  felt  for  her  shoes  that  she  might  go 
out  .  .  . 

Then  at  the  door  there  came  his  knock.  There  was  no 
doubt  but  that  it  was  his  knock.  Who  else  in  all  the  time 
that  these  two  women  had  lived  there  had  knocked  so  ?  Two 
loud,  slow  knocks,  expectant  of  an  inunediate  opening  yet 
without  fuss  :  the  way  men  ask  for  things.  Peace  and  apprehen- 
sion mingled  in  her.  She  crossed  her  hands  on  her  breast, 
sighed  deeply,  and  cast  down  her  head.  It  seemed  good,  as 
she  went  to  the  door  and  reluctantly  turned  the  handle,  that 
she  was  in  her  stockinged  feet  ;  her  noiseless  steps  gave  her  a 
feeling  of  mischief  and  confidence  as  if  there  was  to  follow  a 
game  of  pursuits  and  flights  into  a  darkness. 

His  male  breadth  blocked  the  door.  She  smiled  to  see  how 
huge  he  was,  and  stood  obediently  in  the  silence  he  evidently 
desired,  for  he  neither  greeted  her  nor  made  any  movement  to 
enter,  but  remained  looking  down  into  her  face.  His  deep 
breath  measured  some  long  space  of  time.  Her  eyes  wandered 
past  him  and  to  the  little  huddled  houses,  the  laurels  standing 
round  the  lamp,  their  leaves  bobbing  under  the  straight  silver 
rake  of  the  lamplit  rain  ;  and  she  marvelled  that  these  things 
looked  as  they  had  always  looked  on  any  night. 

"  Come  out,  I  want  to  see  you,"  he  whispered  at  last,  and 
his  hand  closing  on  her  drew  her  out  of  the  dark  hall.  She 
liked  the  wetness  of  the  flags  under  her  stockinged  feet,  the 
fall  of  the  rain  on  her  face. 

"  You  little  thing  !  You  little  thing  I  "  he  muttered  :  and 
then,  "  I  love  you." 

Her  head  drooped.    She  lifted  it  bravely. 

"  Ellen  !  Ellen  !  "  He  repeated  the  name  in  a  passion  of 
wonder,  till,  feeling  the  raindrops  on  her  head,  he  exclaimed 
urgently,  "  But  you're  getting  wet  !     Darling,  let  us  go  in." 

When  he  had  shut  the  front  door  and  thev  were  left  alone 
in  the  dark,  and  she  was  free  from  the  compuls'ion  of  his  beauty 
.•ind  the  intent  gaze  he  had  set  on  her  face,  she  tried  to  seiz^  her 
life's  last  chance  of  escape.  She  wrenched  away  her  wrist  and 
made  a  timid  hostile  noise.  But  he  linked  his  arm  in  hers  and 
whispered  reassuringly,  "  I  love  you,"  and  drew  her,  since  there 
was  a  light  there,  into  the  kit  m.  He  put  his  hat  down  on 
the  tabic  beside  her  plate  and  cup  and  threw  his  wet  coat  across 
a  chair,  while  she  said  querulously,  sobbingly,  "  Why  do  you 
call  me  little  ?    I  am  not  Httle  !  "  •'         / 

He  took  her  hands  in  his  ;  her  inky  fingers  were  intertwined 
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strength  enough  to  supuort  U      u    ?'^  "°*  ^"ow  if  she  hL 
"  ni,  "*  "^^  *™^d  to  find  thai  th  f"^  ''"^^  ^"t.  "  I  love 

s.  i?f ?s^:  11%: 

pass,  she  loved  swStJnn"''  °'  *^^  ''^^^^^^^ihf^JZf  l^' 
confused  intimation"  that?h&  ^4 1  ^"^^^5  •   andTh?  h^a'd 

need  you  touch  me  ?     I  can    1^°"  *^^*   ^  'ove  you      wL 


'■?}^'W' -  ^wm^ 


THE  JUDGE  157 

her)  as  she  had  then   prefief r^H  I  amorousness,   assured 

across  moonlit  water    i  f  H^l    '  •  °'"^*','=.  ^  "''^^^  ^^^^^d 

as.   rich  cofours  sp^lt  ?n  mtZ  ''T  'J^^^'"^  Shakespeare. 

cathedral  windowsfbut  wTrm  i  7uSL  '^'  T  '"'l  ^^^^ 
wind  ^  summer,  soft  as  the  south 

but  her^L  Xd  w?h  t^L  ^I  ^'  "f""'  '*'"  ^'^^  ^^  '^^"dly, 
would  somehow  wS  out  to  ,-r^^"^'"^^^  "^^^^  '^^  ^^^* 
wh.   ^  ^ople  hdd^^Ltd'kilS  ^bl^XStfhii'g:  Tl? 

Tnothe  '  nt?  hI::  Z^^^l^^  h'"'H^'>f-  T  ^^^^  th"af  hell 
She  would  aravlTet  him  kkl  if  ^^'"^  ^u  ^^^^  ^'^^  °^  delight. 
shec^dn.|ite1l^^^^^^^^^^^ 

Yaveriand  i  Sf  "^i!!/^  ^^"*'^"^  *°  be  held  close  by  R  Sd 
exdfedl^^;  tendeSJs^an?  t^ rf  f^'  'I't'  ^^  ^^^  ^^^ 
wetness  dweU "boTLriasLes  it  w'T.^^  ^'  ?''',^*l?'"^  "^^^« 
sho,Ud  feel  about  this  CTeatoA^fr.  most  foolish  that  she 

helpless  thinXtcoSn:t^t^^^^^ 

ailing  puppy ;   or  perhaps  a  baby  ^'"'  ^'^^  ^" 

hot  K^ilnTcd'^r^Jnf  w"  '",i  '^^  ^^'  "^^^  ^^^  some- 
lands,  her  kLt^tairul^Lnte^;^  b^"  Tuf  t?f  ^"k" 
her   mind  thundered    grandiose    conv?ctfons    of    Jl*^'''"^^ 
There  was  no  sea.  however  black  wilh  rhi  ?     ^  i    "i!^.  P**^^*"' 
she  would  not  d  ve  tolLTht^      ^   "  ^'^  ^^^P*^'  '"  which 
sands  she  would  not  traveUf  r;h?  '^"^'^  u^^^  unwatered 
as  if  already  some  brov^'  ^l '°vfA  '^^  ^^  "^ed.     It  was 
had  flung  herself  beforeTimSdhH    f 7."^  *  -"P"^  ^^  ^he 
steel  intS   her   happy  fl^h      I  L  L'  ""^  '^^'^^^  *he  flying 
body,  lighting  herS  there  hZ  t^"^,  *°  *"^'«^   °^^^  »»«r 
adore  him  with  her  skin  al  sh-  ^^^^    f^  °^  ^?*^y'  "^^^^i^g  her 
heart.     And  as  the  life  of^er  Irvl";^^^'  ^^°'^^  ^"^  ^th  her 
tenso,  her  sensa  Si  more  anfmoi  ^'^""^  '"'^"^  ^^  "^^''e  ^n- 
conscior^  of  her  matSty     Tt  tL"™^"^'  f^^  ^""^  ^^ 
of  U,htnin,     From  ^Zn^^^^^^^^^J^ 


i^W^'^f^^-C^ 


^3^'^mifw:r^?^^m: 
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•  •  •  to  everything.  .  .    "    ^  '        "^°-  •  •  you  are  the  answt 
•7^'ter.iS^"^^,^  '-king  m,„  each  othe,' 

•^?ou'^.^<,\*:a-  '^-.O^Her  cUp,  she  sn^ed. 
little  white  baU  of  your  chin      Ac        ^^'■-    ^^"^  eyes.    The 
are  more  beautiful  tff IVe "ver^^t JJ^^^ter  of  hard ^f act.  you 
The  wildest  lies  I  ve  evpr  Lm     ''"^^"ed  anybody  else  to  be 
wanted  to  love  ai^rue  of  you  """^^  "^"*  ^^^  worsen  iVe 
thinking  of  Mariquita  de  S'o     ^°'"  *  ""^^ent  he  was  stiU 
down  through    fa^t W Vc  11^  1..?  '^"^^^  mighl  S 
drowned  woman.     "But  vou  ^^'^  ^'^  *^e    'ace  of    a 

as  an  impersonal  thing  >'  '  u   ^^  ^«  beautiful  as  . 

asperation.    All  his  liflthe  one^ftl^I'fi   ^'  ^^  «  ex: 
!Si}"dubitably.  not  losing  it  even^l J'  had  exercised  easily 

TO?e  hf '"''''  ^™  ^'^   the  7r    wi  S!'  ^^"^°&  despair 
wjiue  he  was  speakinc  th^  H«^r        ,   *he    power  to   talk 
greasy  cafd   tabl^^^   tent  ^S*^  ^^^^  untouched   on  the 
with  his  tongue  h^  St  m^eT'^^  °"  *^^^  elbows  tha? 
were  half  thi  world  dS?In?^^  *  iTthTri'^'^  ^^"^«"  ^ho 
"1  their  graves,  that  he  nSht  wt^l^  "^^"^^  ^o^d  distant 
sun  long  ^t  on  a  noS  the^To^d'""  "^'^  *^«  ^^  of  a 
vanity;    or.  more  jusUy   the  S^^W^"*  'fl^'  ^^^-    That  was 
hours,  holes  in  existence    h?oS  1^?^°^-  ^^gerously  emp^ 
soul  might  run  out.    But  now  Sn^^^  it  seemed  likely  Se 
that  he  should  teU  her  wharsh^  w^^^TS^^^.^^^^^^  "^^^^y 
at  all.    He  stuttered  on  to  tXt^-    ■  "^™'  he  could  not  talk 
generous  heart  could  te  wVuVa^^aW^.'^K^^  ^^^  ^t 
Ellen-you  know  what  I  mean  ?    ^^^?*  °^  her  new  joy. 


of.  rapture  that'7omes  "wJi^vrvl  j^h-e's  a  particdar"  ffl 
thing.    I  mean  a  thing  ThaTdK  l^^^  ^*  ^  impei^ond 
u;  greed^or,  vai^ty.  iolTt^eeT^fo^/^^'.^^-^'t  tickle 


up  your  ^S^V"SftnoS?t")  T"^«y-.^-n^S" 
the  dawn.  I  feel  like  that  S  r  K  ^^  ^^^e  looking  a? 
are  so  sweet  too.  Oh.  you  Zr  p  ^^^  ^t  you.  And  yet  you 
to  say  you  are  like  scenf  BuTvm^*^"'  ^°"  ^'"  "°t  like  me 

Cuesrhi^e"'^^*  ^  othVwom:n   ^^^/^  ^^^.^^-^-^' 
ioveuest  thmg  in  the  world  to  waf  rK  ,  .  "  ^ee,   it  i^;  the 

other  women  when  thdr  boSJstooTtT'll  ^^""^  '  ^^^  H^?h 
beside  you  showing  minds  thS  h2J  ^^  °''«^-  They  stand 
heen  paralysed  sincj  they  w^^  La^^^  ""'^^l  ™oved.  that  hfve 

J    creoaDies.    But  when  you  stopped 
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perceived  SiJ^.  wrj^tj^r"  P"*  '^^"^  ''^ 
oJ  ?^™„^  "P,  S'^^jr 'he  world  and  I  have  s«„  no 
altered  an^  Peopte  "ove^SV"^'"  '"'  "^e  God  has 
temperances  they  weXr™^?'.Xh™To%T,?''  "^  "" 

c,?.iSr,zi!r.„rn^"^j-£?<'Kv"^ 

and  the  hS  te  s^t  Sit  w'  i°T'''  .^  "^i*  he  set  ont. 
there  his sonl  hS  jS  slk  toslin  7.  hT','?!  "'l  ^''' 
But  love  chances  DMnle  l'™  If^'  .J  i^"^  '  h^n  changed, 
dean  tbtirJSiS  ^'^Z,^  Z.  ""e  dirtiest  Utile  gre4ers 
courage  bSuS?.  J™  ™  ^°'^  ""P^^e  of  deceniy  and 
darSS  I  ^rhiD»„^  IT^  """^  ">»"<■    And  oh,  my 

•^c^oX^  Z  titSZ  tr?^-  '^"^,  he  felt  it  SwS 
.■Jtaensioni  .Tver^e  S3T  hln  ,fc'  "Shly-coloured  three- 
liable  to  infaZSiriater  l,f^  '^^^'^^  '?"  "  "ade  men 
which  he  knew  tibl  the  mit  dr;.H  *"  ^  ''"J""*  '<"  '"st- 
"had  evaded  him^  vWue  ev^SS '  ,r™"'"'"=  S'  ^^'-  B"' 
heen  able  to  look  on  women  Ur,h^.?f  '"'"■,  ^''"^  had  he 
m  the  middle  of  his  CrSkeX  dtk  «f^"^'°'''!^  •  ^""J" 

woi;^an-r:^„;j;^i~  SsFp1"'-X  lr.5 

en^a^ed  in  some  defe-SrtJr^r^S^Tf  Jr.oTJht.  ^°.h1 
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the  sight  of  a  soul  standing  uoaLwf"!  "^f'-e  lovable  th 

under  the  dome  of  the  in3fffer?n?Tkv   h.     '     m^"^  '°  ^'' 

nearly  ,„  love.    And  because  that  mlU?    ^Z'^i  ^^  ^ims 

this  magic  change  of  the  S  hf  «,    fi'*'  ^  ^^  ^^^^  observe 

adver.ure.  for  a§  Ws  Lf^  hi  'had  Sked"""  ?''  ^^^^  °"  * 

processes  with  exactly  the  .Tflmf  ,      ,  •  ^  profound  emotion 

feels  for  some  operat  on  which^Lyf?'''°i?.*h^t  ^  decent  m" 

*he  dictates  of^honity     He'  Sew^^hTr?"^  '^'  ^"^'  ^«  °"S 

could  be  formulated  why  he  sSufd  n  J  v  "^^  "°  '^^°n  thi 

but  nevertheless  he  had  alwayffdt  1  ff  f.^^^^^    ^  "^^^  ^^ver 

act  of  disloyalty  to  some  fair  SanL^       °'  ^'"^  '*  ^^"^^  ^e  a 

«e  quaked  at  his  own  oddnp^Q  nnfii  *». 
heart,  as  an  immense    re^Scrthpf' ''"^'^  ^'^'^^  *«  hi 

face     It  had  been  blank  v^tEv  of  h^^T"'"?  °"  ^Uen' 

mask,  ht  steadily  with  a  scver^  ^ri     .•  ^'"^  ^°''^^' ^  ^oman' • 

abstraction  in  his  vo  ce  and  Sf  Irr^^'^^  P^^^°"  •    but  th. 

vention  in  his  compliment^h.H     f  companymg   failure  of  in 

and  there  was  playwTbout  her  h"°*  T^?"'^  """°t'"d  by  her 

colom-ed  eyebr^owHL  '^^  X^^^^^^^  fo"th  and  Cce' 

If  she  had  his  secret  by  the  coat  tSHnH        fj  shrewdness,  as 

justice  ;  and  over  aU  there  withfl^l  'l*'"^'^  ^""^^^"^  it  up  to 

which  showed  that  shr^S  m^iTS  Th'P^'^^^^^' 

that  she  was  one  of  those  who  exdude  niun       J^'^  "egligenoe. 

by  imposing  beautiful  interoretatinnr.  ^  n^  ^'"^"^  ^^eir  lives 

her;    and  behind  these    oStS^^f.f"  that  hap^^^^  to 

^^^'^  thing  she  was.  It  stShome^L  Wrn^!?  •'^°""  ^he  still 
to  which  brooding  on  so  perfect  ZdVLt?  *^^ '°™^"«« degree 
ch^gehim.  and  once  morfhe  w^not  alS^T  t'^^^  ^^^^^ 

n  his  arms  he  cried  out :  "  Ellen  "Ellen  ?v  ^^"^  her  again 
to  me  1  I  love  you  as  a  child  loves  it.  J..k°"  "^^^  ««  '""ch 
dismterested  love  and  partW  for  Z  thZ^""''  ?^"'y  ^°^  ^^al, 
are  go.ng  to  do  such  a  loTfor  me       Yn^^r"  ^""^  "^^  '    You 

;;Some,Les.    iTave  £n  taX  r^"^"'-.  are V  P*^  * 
Oh,  no  reason,    u;  ,  „^  .^^^^^^^  ^_^  ^_, 
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"  I  have  them  mysdf.  It's  proof  of  our  superior  delicacv 
of  organisation,"  she  gravely  told  him.  ^  ^^ 

,  Oh  I  don't  know.  The  feeling  that  comes  on  vou  when 
youve  taken  particular  care  to  turn  up  for  an  important  arJ 

fnf  r/V,^^.  y°\S^^  *°  *h«  P^^^«  ten  minutes  beKhe  im^ 
and  find  there's  nobody  there,  and  wait  about,  and  sudSv 
find  youve  come  a  day  late.  And  still  you  go  on  hanS 
round,  feehng  there  must  be  something  you  oaf  do  aK^h 
you  know  you  can't.  It  stays  months  sometiml  A  sense^of 
having  missed  some  opportunity  that  won't  come  aS  I 
don  t  know  what  It  means.  But  it  turns  life  sour.  It  se?^  to 
w'  *H^^r'  °."*,  °*  °"^'^  fi"g^^^'  t°  n^ake  one's  brSS?uff 

^nT  BuMha"t'.  'j'"  ''  "?f' ^^  ^-"^'^  "^^  '^^^  "-"worth 
.^  f-  x^  "^^^  ^^  °^^'''  ^t  ^on  t  come  again  now  I  have 
you  !        He  sat  down  on  the  basket  chair  and  drewTer  on  lo 

h^/f';  fr^"^  ^''  "S^'  ^"'■^^^^^  t°  '^^^^  the  heawthin^  he 
had  just  been  saying.  She  received  them  abstractedly  £  if 
she  were  thinking  silent  vows.     "  EUen.  I  don't  know  whi 

are  wittier  than  flowers.     You're  not  reaUy  like  a  flower  at  all 

r""  •^°!^'  i^°"S^  ^   ^^"«^«  that  in  ou?  drc^t^c^   S 
considered  the  proper  thing  for  me  to  teU  youTat  yo^  4 
You  re  too  important,  and  you  wouldn't  like  growing  in  a  gL^n" 

y^'re  hke"  "You-Hk  '""^  f°  "^"*  *°  '^^  I'll  fellyorwhat 
yuure  iiKe.     You  re  like  an  olive  trpp      ThowVo  oi;~.  ri 

and  their  branches  go  up  like  arms  1  iltZlf^s^^IZ 

a  vote   and  they  grow  dangerously  (just  2  you  woSuf^m 

were  a  tree)  on  the  very  edge  of  cliffs     and^ne  looL  p^t  thC 

married  ?  "  ^         -L^arest,  when  can  we  get 

posW™;„kSpa":^t  ?""■■  «"^"^  '"'•'^''-    "A-  yu  in  a 

uunk  ...      She  looked  down,  weighing  grave  things. 
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adore  3^Lto"r:;iU^^oTaitferI:SS^T^^^  ^  wi 

-ejU,  .e  I^ssed  her  h^^  f.S^eleS?!:  A^^^ 

gave'himTe'r  H^  t kiS^'Xr ""^  ^«  ^^^^  ^ -uch.  and 
with  reluctance  '    ""^  ^^"^  ^^^^  ^ere  still  wide  andTet 

that"  SlTsurraS"'n.i"  "  "  ^^^^dered.  "  Can  it  be 
the  least  idea  how  m^h  Tl'lT^'L  ^V??,"'^^  «^^  ^^"^ 
dreads  transplantation  to  ome^Sttle^  f  ^"''  *'^^«'  "  ^^e 
He  looked  distastefullv  at  thT  ,  °'^  ^^^^  than  this  " 

patches  of  damrthat  se^LTliSTmat^^^  7f''  ^^^^ed  wfth 
That  she  should  haveerowntnki    *   .'"atenal  form  of  disgrace 
made  him  feel,  i  heTaTof^e^  h"*^T^^"  ^"^^^^t^mromiS 
all  human  and  corruptible   b,!?  tlT^'^'^r-  ^^^  ^he  was  nS 

precious  substanceSubfecttnH^*  ^u'  i""'^  ^^  ^i^ed  v^th 
with  the  material  o? jewels     ?>eSh^'- bloods 

fusioned  it  of  oreanir  T^h       ^^^^^P^  some  sorcerer  had  con 

ancestress  of  Effi'^hi'tuISSi^f"'^^^^^^  ^^^  chosen  some" 
African  stoiy  of  a  woman  S  'T"u '^^"^ '  ^^  remembered  a^ 
an  Indian  story  of  aScl  SJn  f  h  f  ^  ^  '^'''^^  ^om  ofivoi^ 
body  ftraightTnd  stiK  SgSetl  th^  7*^  ^f  "^°^  ^^o^' 
that  the  rays  of  a  holy  ruby^Wht^^^^  ^^  ^  quiet  temple, 

children  had  met  and  bred  the  Sn.WK^^u^'".'!'"^^ '  surely  thei^ 
age  of  the  world,  made  this  tWn^'^of/l^^^  ^V^*'  ^^  ^^^e  ^ 
m  his  arms.    He  liked  m^l;      F  °^  "^"^^^  ^^^  »vory  that  lav 
stiff  as  brocade^th  fS.t?«?f   ^  ^^"*^'^  ^^^^^  her  that  were 
ful  of  her  lovZ^sZnfn^hF'^u  '^^'  ^'''  more  worship! 
Absent-mindedly  he  went  T    ""^  ^^  ^^t  dared  say  to  he? 
I've  got   quite^nough  money  To^"^^r-  ."You  know,' 
chemistry  I'm  interested  in  is  of  ^If    "^^'^^  *^^   "^^^n^h  of 
well  paid.     Iniquitoiisly  wen  naid  wh     ^°"^«^<^ial  use.  so  I  get 
pure  scientific  work  is^  ^^nd  o??  °"'  '°°'^^"^  ^°^  badly 
to  be  rewarded  a  hundred  time,  h  .?"'!u  ^'^'^  ^^^^^^e  ought 
We  ought  to  be  able  to  manage  auft.H  *^^  ^^^^^^  ^^^^nce. 
got  her  own  money,  so  m^fncome^"'i^  h'''.f  ^^-    '^^^  "^^^ber's 
reason  of  that  sort  why  we  shouldn't  J  l   ^  ^-  °,"^-     there's  no 
have  to  live  in  Essex  at  fiSt     t       *  ^^*  married  at  once.    We'll 
Island."  ssexathrst.    I  vc  got  to  go  and  work  on  KmU 

abouflS^^ -^,W.    ;Wi^^  that  you   were  saying 

'  ^^'  '°'"  dippmg  and  soaring  with 


.  I  wUl 
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!     ^'iC'^^Ue^'s^J^^:'  P-  ^--  to  be  rewarded 

isn't  rm'atter'oVS  ^Tlr:  f.  "  l'  S^  ^P^^^^^ted.    "  It 

hated  my  talking  a3monev     I  won  J'  ^T"'-  ^"  '^^t'  ^he 
her  do  4at  she  waSL  S  tl.p  ,  °  ^"'' ^M  >t  is/^    To  let 

:•  Oh  because  applied  scieTe'e'  hI  ZT^Z^  'p"''  ^?''"^' 
s  a  k^d  of  marriage  with  knowledge-t^e  samTkinH  nT  '"'""*= 
that  ours  IS  gomg  to  be.  when  you  find  out  ilhnf""^^^^ 
by  bemg  with  them  all  the  time  anH  l«,^"  .u  ^°"*  ^  P^^^n 
Applied  science  is  the  other  s^rtnf  i."^  *^^"?  ^^'^  "»"ch. 
through  the  pockets  of  knowSc  IhTn  LT'  /"  ''  >?"  8° 
out  what  you  want.     But  d^ar  T  ^^  >!    ^  ^  ^^^P  and  take 

think'i'r  mS^^g'  ?oTr?t''i.r  ^'yo-  people  won't 
they  know  you  .^  ^^ey  ^l^wTh.^'  ^"*  *^^"  '  •  •  if 
•  .  .  that  a^y  woman  S'o^SJ^S^  yt  ^°"  ff  ^°  ^'°"°"^ 
bcggai    or  the  ideal  equivalent  oftha^'   "  "  ^°"  ^^'^  * 

moveS''  .^SLvt^^  t^'i^il  "i^l  r^'/-^  -tensely 
you  are,  how  worthlL  I  am  !  inywav  %  ^^^"^  P"^ 
except  my  mother  "  Hp  nanc^^i  l^'Y^^y  •  •  •  I  ve  no  people 
her  Ibout'^his  mother  now  fbut leeTnl  Zfr^K*'  ""'  "^"^^"^  tdi 
knUtedbyherprivatetroubiraUutX^^*,^".''  ^'""^^^  ^e^e  still 
which  he  could  not  guerheSlth".^^' the  nature  of 
now  In  any  case,  hfdfd  not  S  to  ^T^  l^^  ^'  '^  J^^ 
how  lucky  I  am  to.get  you^hlTt LtdeserlS' ou' '  ^"  ""^^ 
Id  have  married  vou  "  said  Fii       ""^t    Y   y°"- 

•if  you'd  been  an  a^'suS^t "'"' ?he  "S^'Z*  '^"^^^^^^ 
plainly  presenting  itself  to  her  as  Lin.  !  ^'tuation  was  so 
that  he  anxiously  held  Lr  with  h  s^.l".  '"'"qI  ^^^  ^'^^^^^^ 

was"t:Ji^|^2i- ^^^^  to  tell  him  what 

is^w^inf:ui;vj?.r£l»-"^H^^^^ 

tive  reality  of  girlhood  Mt  had  seemJ^^l^^.-^''*^'!^  ^"  the  posi- 
hmg,  the  state  of  no  iiig  a  w^^  **"  ^'^ '"^ther  a  negaV^e 
her  gentle,  palpitant  distixi  \e  saw  rhaV  .^"^  '"  the  li|ht  of 
a  state  that  passing  from  k  to  the  sta^f  f  ""'^  ^"^^^^  ^^  real 
be  as  terrible  as  if  she  had  orite  b^h  tn  k''^"?^  "^^°°^  ^o"ld 
such  a  helpless  state  too  j!  ^  ^  '^'ft'^  to  herself.  .  .  .  It  wa«! 
*^'  ^'^-    ^^^  ^^'  he  said  to  himself  agai^i 


"  ai^  wf^^r^i^^MU-i^^ 
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for  he  knew  she  did  not  like  him  to  say  it  I— such  a  little  thing. 
He  remembered,  with  a  sudden  sweat  of  horror,  the  conversation 
in  the  lawyer's  office  that  had  sent  him  sweating  up  here,  keeping 
himself  so  hot  with  curses  at  the  human  world  that  he  had  not 
felt  the  coldness  of  the  weather.     God,  how  he  had  hated  that 
office  from  the  moment  he  set  foot  in  it!     He  had  hated  Mr. 
Mactavish  James  at  sight  as  much  as  he  had  hated  his  young 
son  ;   for  the  solicitor  had  siu-veyed  him  with  that  lewd  look 
that  old  men  sometimes  give  to  strong  young  men.    He  had 
perceived  at  once,  from  the  way  Mr.  James  was  sucking  the 
occasion,  that  he  had  been  sent  for  some  special  purpose,  and 
he  did  not  believe,  from  the  repetition  of  that  lewd  look,  that 
it  related  to  his  property  in  Rio  or  that  it  was  clean.    He  was 
prepared  for  the  drawled  comment,  "  I  hear  ye've  making  fren's 
wi'  our  wee  Nelly,"  and  he  was  ready  with  a  hard  stare.     It 
was  enraging  to  see  that  the  old  man  had  expected  his  haughti- 
ness and  that  it  was  evidently  fuel  for  his  lewd  jest.     "  I  am 
fond  of  wee  Nelly.    She's  just  a  world's  wonder.    You  sit  there 
saying  nothing,  maybe  it  doesn't  interest  you,  but  you  would 
feel  as  I  do  if  you  had  seen  her  the  way  I  did  thon  day  a  year 
ago  in  June.    Ay !  "    He  threw  his  eyes  up  and  exclaimed 
succulently,  "  The  wee  bairn  !  "  with  an  air  of  giving  a  hand- 
some present. 

Yaverland,  who  had  not  come  much  in  contact  with 
Scotch  sentimentality,  felt  very  sick,  and  increasingly  so 
as  the  old  man  told  how  he  had  met  her  up  at  the  Sheriff's 
Court.  ''  Sixteen,  and  making  her  appearance  in  the  Sheriff's 
Court  I  "  Yaverland  had  a  vision  of  a  court  of  obscure  old  men 
all  gloating  impotently  and  imaginatively  on  Ellen's  red  and 
white.  "  What  waf  she  doing  there  ?  "  he  asked  in  exasperation, 
forgetting  his  vow  to  appear  indifferent  about  Ellen,  and  was 
enraged  to  see  Mr.  Mactavish  James  chuckle  at  the  perceived 
implications  of  his  inte.csted  enquiry.  "  Well,  ii  was  this  way. 
Her  mither,  who  was  Ellen  Forbes,  whom  I  knew  well  when 
I  was  young,  had  the  wee  house  in  Hume  Park  Square.  You'll 
have  been  there  ?  Hev'  ye  not  ?  Imphm.  I  thought  so.  Well, 
they'd  had  thought  difficulty  in  paying  the  rent.  .  .  ."  The 
story  droned  on  perpetually,  breaking  off  into  croonings  of 
s.::isual  pity  ;  and  Yaverland  sat  listening  to  it  with  such  rrgc, 
that,  as  he  scon  knew  from  the  narrator's  waggish  look,  the 
vein  in  his  forehead  began  to  swell. 

Itappeared^hatthe  poor  draggled  bird  that  had  in  the  summer 
of  Its  days  been  known  as  Ellen  Forbes  had  got  into  arrears 
with  the  rent;    as   some  cheque  had  been  greatly  delayed, 
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and  that  when  the  cheque  had  arrived  she  had  been  taken 
away  to  the  fever  hospital  with  typhoid  fever,  and  that,  since  she 
had  to  lie  on  her  back  for  three  weeks,  Ellen,  who  was  left  alone 
in  that  wee  house — he  rolled  his  tongue  round  the  loneliness 
repellently— had  neither  sent  the  cheque  on  to  her  nor  asked 
her  to  write  a  cheque  for  the  rent.  The  landlord,  "  a  man 
called  Inglis,  wi'  offices  up  in  Clark  Street,  who  does  a  deal  of 
that  class  of  property  " — it  was  evident  that  he  admired  such 
— saw  a  prospect  of  getting  tenants  to  take  on  the  house  at  a 
higher  rental.  So,  "  knowing  well  that  Ellen  was  a  wean  and 
no'  kenning  what  manner  of  wean  she  was,"  and  hearing 
from  some  source  that  they  were  exceptionally  friendless  and 
alone,  served  her  with  a  notice  that  he  was  about  to  apply  for  an 
eviction  order.  But  Ellen  had  attended  the  court  and  told 
her  story. 

"  By  the  greatest  luck  in  the  world  I  happened  to  be 
in  court  that  day,  looking  after  the  interests  of  a  client  of 
mine,  a  most  respectable  unmarried  lady,  a  pillar  of  St.  Giles, 
who  had  been  horrified  to  find  out  that  her  property  was  being 
used  as  a  bad  house.  Hee  hee."  He  was  abashed  to  perceive 
that  this  young  man  was  not  overcome  with  mirth  and  geniality 
at  the  mention  of  a  brothel.  "  The  minute  I  saw  the  wee  thing 
standing  there  in  the  well  of  the  court,  saying  what  was  what— 
she  called  him  '  the  man  Inglis,'  she  did  !— I  kenned  there  was  not 
her  like  under  the  sun."  She  had  won  her  case  ;  but  Mr.  James 
had  intercepted  her  on  the  way  out,  and  had  stopped  her  to 
congratulate  her,  and  had  been  amazed  to  find  the  tears  running 
down  her  cheeks.  "  I  took  the  wee  thing  aside."  It  turned 
out  that  to  defend  her  home,  and  keep  it  ready  for  her  mother 
coming  out  from  the  hospital,  she  had  to  come  down  to  the 
court  on  the  very  day  that  she  should  have  sat  for  the  examina- 
tion by  which  she  had  hoped  to  win  a  University  scholarship. 
"  The  wee  thing  was  that  keen  on  her  bulks  I  "  he  said,  with 
caressing  contempt,  "  and  she  was  like  to  cry  her  heart  out.  So 
I  put  it  all  right."  "  What  did  you  do  ?  "  Yaverland  had 
asked,  expecting  to  hear  of  some  generous  offer  to  pay  her  fees, 
and  remembering  that  he  had  heard  that  the  Scotch  were 
passionate  about  affairs  of  education.  "  I  offered  her  a  situation 
as  typist  here,  as  my  typist  had  just  left,"  said  Mr.  Mactavish 
James,  with  an  ineffable  air  of  self-satisfaction.  Yaverland  had 
been  about  to  burst  into  angry  laughter,  when  the  old  man  had 
gone  on,  "  Ay,  and  I  thought  I  had  found  a  nest  for  the  wee 
lassie.  But  a  face  as  bonnie  as  hers  brings  its  troubles  with 
it !    Ay,  ay !    I'm  sorry  to  have  to  say  it." 
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Oh  I  it  went  slower  and  smoother  like  a  dragged-out  song  at 
a  ballad  concert.  "  There's  one  in  the  office  will  not  leave  tho 
pair  lassie  alone.  ..."  Yaverland  had  fumed  with  rage  at  the 
idea  ;  and  then  had  been  overcome  with  a  greater  loathing  of 
this  false  and  theatrical  old  man.  Inglis  and  the  man  who  wanted 
her  were  at  least  slaves  of  some  passion  that  was  the  fruit  of  their 
affairs.  But  this  man  was  both  of  them.  He  had  not  wished  this 
girl  well.  He  had  rejoiced  in  her  poverty  because  it  stimulated  the 
flow  of  the  juices  of  pity  ;  he  had  rejoiced  in  her  disappointment ; 
he  had  rejoiced  in  Inglis's  villainy  because  he  could  pity  her ; 
he  had  rejoiced  in  the  unknown  man's  lust  because  he  could 
step  protectively  in  front  of  Ellen;  and,  worse  than  this,  hadn't 
he  savoured  in  the  story  vices  that  he  himself  had  had  to  sacrifice 
for  the  sake  of  standing  well  with  the  world  ?  Had  he  not  felt 
how  lovely  it  must  be  to  be  Inglis  and  hunt  little  weak  slips 
of  girls  and  make  more  money  ?  Had  he  not  felt  himself  re- 
visited by  the  warm  fires  of  lust  in  thinking  of  this  unknown 
man's  pursuit  of  Ellen  and  wallowed  in  it  ?  Yaverland  had 
risen  quickly,  and  said  haltingly,  trying  to  speak  and  not  to 
strike  because  tho  man  was  old  and  his  offence  indefinite,  "  No 
doubt  you've  been  very  good  to  Miss  Melville."  Mr.  Mactavish 
James  had  been  amazed  by  the  grim  construction  of  the  speech, 
the  lack  of  any  response  matching  his  "  crack  "  in  floridity. 
He  had  expected  comment  on  his  generosity.  Positive  resent- 
ment had  stolen  into  his  face  as  Yaverland  had  turned  his  back 
on  him  and  rushed  up  the  wet  streets  to  rescue  Ellen  from  the 
world. 

Alas,  that  it  should  turn  out  that  he  too  was  something 
from  which  her  delicate  little  soul  asked  to  be  rescued ! 
He  could  not  bear  the  thought  of  altering  her.  The  prospect 
of  taking  her  as  his  wife,  of  making  her  live  in  close  contact 
with  his  masculinity,  dangerous  both  in  its  primitive  sense  of 
something  vast  and  rough,  and  also  as  something  more  ex- 
perienced than  her,  seemed  as  iniquitous  as  the  trampling  of 
some  fine  white  wild  flower.  But  then,  she  was  beautiful,  not 
only  lovely :  destiny  had  marked  her  for  a  high  caieer ;  to 
leave  her  as  she  was  would  be  to  miscast  one  who  deserved  to 
play  the  great  tragic  part,  which  cannot  be  played  without 
the  actress's  heart  beating  at  the  prospect  of  so  great  a  r61e. 
Oh,  there  was  no  going  back !  But  he  perceived  he  must  be 
very  clever  about  it.  He  must  make  it  all  as  easy  as 
possible  for  her.  His  heart  contracted  with  tenderness  as  he 
took  vows  that  could  not  have  been  more  religious  if  they  had 
been  made  concerning  celibacy  instead  of  concerning  marriage. 
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vrilh  PO»e«  oi  etema^  pan.shme«  '^j''^^!'^!.^  ^,h  tears, 
his  oath.  He  found  "'"•  "'^''''?„7?i(„  to  limits  he  had  not 
r'  'To.'.  °5i&  nfvefrufht'he  w°l""laugh  out  loud 
Srhadloneltn'^tr  He  had  Lv- '^"f  ^^  ^^r'iTe 

&'^t\«iMeW;:^'-f«^^^^^^ 

"Fancv  vou  being  miserable!    Ana  nie,     ''"''.    .^_^.t  t 

was  wiUing  to  take  tms  siep.  vYiu  horror,  because  she 

stand  made  her   Ae^h  goose-grain^  with  norror  ^ 

%tl„e?f "  hfiedCr-ai-d  tSedM  |^-,|o- 

''""  He'  '^me  in  hate  himself,"  said  EUen.  She  had  become 
"  «?L^e^;,L^&  Mr^  &>.e.eyc  and hdd Jt /ot  a fts.«on 
^^^ji-^rnev^'aSTl  Stl-'iCl'r.'ts-'L'^e;. 

he  said  "  I've  asked  EUen  to  marry  me. 

Her  evi  twinkled.    "  You  never  say  so  I     she  said,  mth 
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hoarse.  Poor  little  thing !  Yet  she  was  glad.  Wonderful  to  see 
her  so  glad  about  anything  :  pathetic  to  see  how,  though  all  her 
life  had  gone  shipwrecked,  she  cheered  her  daughter  to  voyage. 
"  She  must  live  near  us  in  Essex,"  he  thought  rapidly.  "  I 
must  give  her  a  decent  allowance."  "  Well,  well  !  "  she  said 
happily. 

Ellen,  feeling  that  things  were  being  taken  too  much  for 
granted,  so  far  as  she  was  concerned,  remarked  suddenly,  "  And 
I  think  I'll  take  him." 

Her   eyes   twinkled    again    at    Yaverland.    Wasn't    there 
something  very  sweet  about  her  ?    She  was,  in  effect,  glad  that 
he  loved  her  daughter,  because  now  she  had  somebody  who  could 
laugh  at  this  wonderful  daughter  t 
"  Let  me  marry  her  soon,"  he  said. 

She  became  doubtful.  Her  face  contracted,  as  it  had  done 
when  she  had  said,  "  Let  her  bide  ;  she's  only  a  bairn." 

"  We  must  live  in  Essex,"  he  said,  to  get  her  past  the  moment. 
She  became  tragic. 

"  You'd  like,  I  think,  to  come  and  live  near  us  ?  If  there 
isn't  a  house  at  Roothing,  there  are  plenty  at  Prittlebay.  It 
would  be  good  *or  you.  Obviously  you  can't  stand  this  climate." 
She  looked  up  at  him  and  said,  the  thought  of  them  living 
together  having  obviously  presented  itself  to  her  for  the  first 
time,  "  Ah,  well.  I  hope  you'll  both  be  happy.  Happier  than 
I  was."  She  receded  back  into  memory,  and  found  first  of  all 
that  ancient  loyalty  that  she  had  always  practised  in  his  life. 
"  Not  but  what  John  Melville  was  a  better  man  than  anyone 
has  allowed." 

They  didn't  say  anything,  but  stood  silent,  giving  the  moment 
its  honour.  Then  Ellen  stepped  to  her  mother's  side  and  said 
chidingly,  "  Mother,  what's  wrong  with  your  throat  ?  You 
had  a  cold  when  you  went  out,  but  nothing  like  this.  It's 
terrible." 

"  It's  nothing,  dear.  Take  Mr.  Yaverland — maircy  me, 
what  shall  I  call  you  now  ?  " 

"  Richard,  That's  what  my  mother  calls  me." 
"  Oh,"  she  cried  flutteringly,  "it's  like  having  a  son  again. 
No  one  would  think  I  was  your  mother,  though,  and  you  such 
a  great  thing  !  Though  Ronnie  if  he  had  lived  would  have 
been  tall.  As  tall  as  you,  I  wouldn't  wonder,"  she  said,  with  a 
tinge  of  jealousy.  "  Well,  Ellen,  take  Richard  into  the  parlour 
and  light  the  fire.     I'll  see  to  the  supper." 

"  You  will  not."  said  Ellen,  whom  shyness  was  making 
deliciously  surly.    It   was  like  seeing  her  in  a  false  beard. 
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••  R-Richard.  will  you  take  lier  into  the   fxirlour  yourscM  ? 
She's  got  a  terrible  throat.    Can  you  not  hear  ? 
"  Ellen  dear  !  " 

■•  I  "Il^il  noT  away.  Ellen,  don't  worry.  You  don't  know 
where  I  put  the  best  tablecloth  after  the  mcnding-and  there  s 
nothing  bu  cod-roes,  and  you  know  well  that  m  cooking  your 
mother  beats  you.    Run  away.  dcar-you'U  make  Richard  feel 

^"^  Elfe'nlh^ggcd  her  shoulders.  She  knew  that  she  ought 
to  insist  but  she  knew  too  that  it  would  be  lovely  hghtmg  the 
fire  for  Richard. 


(4) 

He  had  not  been  able  to  see  Ellen  for  three  days.    But  he 
had  written  to  her  three  times. 

"  I'm  missing  another  day  of  you,  ElUn.  A  nd  I'm  greedy  for 
every  minute  of  you.  There  you  are.  away  from  me.  af^mr^ 
ahoit  and  doing  all  the  sweet  things  you  do  and  saying  all  the  thi^s 
vou  do  say.  and  your  red  hair  catchtng  the  light  and  your  votcefuU  of 
exquisite  sweet  sounds,  and  I  just  have  to  eet  along  seeing  and  hearxng 
nothing  of  it.  lam  the  most  insatiable  of  lovers.  Ltfe  is  thtrst  mth- 
outvou  I  erudge  every  moment  we  have  been  alwe  on  the  same  world 
andnottogether  Whatawastet  Whatawaste!  I've  never  wanted 
an  immortal  soul  before,  but  now  I  do-that  I  may  go  onmth  you 
and  go  on  with  you.  you  darlingissima.  you  endlessly  lovely  human 
thine  I'd  go  through  all  the  ages  with  you;  wed  be  Uke  two  children 
reJing  a  wonderful  book  together,  and  you'd  light  even  the  darkest 
Passage  of  time  for  me  with  your  wit  and  yoitr  beauty  Tell  me 
everything  you  are  doing,  tell  me  every  little  thing,  my  lovely  red- 
haired  Ellen.  .  .  ." 

And  she  had  written  to  him  twice.  .  •  . 

••And  in  the  evening  I  went  out  shopping.  I  wish  you  would  tell 
me  what  you  like  to  eat.  It  would  give  shopping  an  interest.  Then 
I  went  to  the  library  and  got  a  trashy  novel  for  mother  to  read,  as 
I  am  still  keeping  her  in  bed.  For  myself.  I  wanted  to  read  some- 
thing about  love,  as  hitherto  I  have  not  taken  much  interest  in  tt  ar^ 
have  read  practically  nothing  on  the  subject,  so  I  got  out  the  W)rks 
of  Shelley  and  Bymi.    But  their  love  poems  are  very  superficial. 
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'"^nZnra^n^LcSsi;^:  Tk  "'*-  r"-  •■ 

yesterday?  I  am  surMsed  tnZIT  ^"^ y^"*  ^^^  the  sunse. 
arising  out  of  wZtlsaftJ  all  ^aui'^  '"*!'^  ^''^'"^  '^"^^  »^ 
For  after  all  this  haMmtTneltu?        .^ordinary  event  of  life. 

ij  can  happen  gut^lfkTnfs  ToZrl^^if^-  r  ^"'  ^  '^'  «"'  *''•«'' 
be  something  guite  JofLeoldTJrl^t  /  "'"/"''*  ^^'''  »««*' 
another.    Do  please  coviesooZ       J'      '"'  ^"' f^'Ungs  for  one 

Mrs.  MelvUleVsusceSilHi^  nor  hlri^"^     ^"^'^^^  *«  s^^e 
brought  Ellen  to  the  Cr  H^^tepp^i^n^,^^^'-*'"^  ^^cond.  had 
up  at  the  three  dwarfish  sto?evVoFSl  cTt^  some  paces  and  looked 
feU  on  him  as  he  saw  thTaJi  th!    ""^^'"'"^ 
reasoning  portion  of  hLmtLi  vu  ^'^^^^^  were  dark.    The 
conceivabirbe  any  beSoSnnf  •'"''■"^'^  ^'^^*her  there  could 
the  crazed  imaStbnoniive^T/"*  *°  *^'  ^^^^'  ^^^  ^th 
of  the  evils  that  m^S  bef!d    two  fra^T  ^^^''^^^g^"*  visions 
He  pictured  Ellen  sittinrup  in  bed  S^  i.  """""  ^'^'"^  alone, 
of  masked  men.    Then  it  Sr  friT  i?'  ''^'"'''"8  at  the  lanterns 
Melville's  sore  throat  ,S«jht  hlv^  diT  '^  P'"^^^'^'  t^^*  Mrs. 
that  Ellen  had  caughTu   and  thp  T^^P""^  ^"*^  diphtheria,  and 
lying  helpless  and  Stended  1  th /J^"?""*^"  "^^'^  «ven  now 
down  the  knocker  on  the  door  hke  «  hf    house  and  he  brought 
which  a  moment  ago  had  seemed  .n  o^""""'    ^^^  ^'^^^^  s^^^e, 
quaintness.  now  seemed  like  a"'mi"an";T"\'t"T^  ^°^  ^^"*="'^ 
ness  and  its  leaning  angles   a^d  H?    k  ''""^^back  in  its  dark- 
the  park  beyond  thf  rS^  swayld  in  tt'^''  "^  •*^^  '''''  »" 
night  with  that  ironical  Sf  nS  o        '*"  ""^^  '^"'^  "^  ^  fine 
convulsed  by  human  p^sion     But   nP  ^'^^^  ^«  P^^-^ons 

crazy  staircase  creak  undefsomebodvwf'f^  ^''^'^  ^h'-' 

Ellen's  face  looked  oufat  W^   Sh/hli   '  ^""^  ^If  "^^*  "^o'nc'-t 

and  in  its  light  he  saw  that  W  i?      ^^^^  ^  "^^"^^^^  ^"  ''er  hand 

by  a  blow  and  that  he   hai^  felHn'  T'l^^^^^^^^-^th  fatigue  as 

her  shoulders.  "^  ^''"  '"  ^^"'^'  curved  strands  about 

no  wfc^^^^^^  ,he  door 

but  vou  mustn't  come  in     Th*>v'v.  .  i,     ^*  ^  '^''^^  *«  ^^e  yo.i, 
the  fever  hospital  wTth  diphS;-'  ''^''"  ^""^  '"^^^'^^  ^^^V  to 

througCynSd'Is'l^S^^^^^^^^  I*  A-hed 

"  Isn't  that  curious  r'«h«^  '*  ""'^  diphtheria  she  had." 

We  and  soft  wuh  wonder     Bn^:^^^'  }"''  ^^^^  ^^-"^ 

jmcr.    .put  htr  rationalism  asserted  itself 
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and  hei  glance  grew  shrewd  again.  "Of  course  that's  all  non- 
^  sense.  What  more  likely  for  you  to  think,  when  you  knew  it 
«  was  her  throat  that  ailed  her  ?  "  Seeing  that  in  her  enthusiasm 
for  a  materialist  conception  of  the  universe  she  loosed  her  grip 
of  the  doorhandle,  he  pushed  past  her,  and  took  her  candlestick 
away  from  her  and  set  it  down  with  his  flowers  and  papers  on 
the  staircase.  "  Oh,  you  mustn't,  you  mustn't  I  "  she  cried 
under  his  kisses.  ' '  Do  you  not  know  it 's  catching  ?  I  may  have 
it  on  me  now." 

I'  Oh,  God,  I  hope  you  haven't,  you  precious  thing.  .  .  ." 
•  ■  "^  .^0"'t  expect  so.     I've  had  an  anti-diphtheritic  serum 
mjected.    Science  is  a  wonderful  thing.    But  you  might  get  it  " 
"  That  be  damned." 

"  Och,  you  great  swearing  thing  !  "  she  crooned  delightedly 
and  nuzzled  into  his  chest.  "  Ah,  how  I  like  you  to  like  kissing 
me  I  "  she  whispered  in  a  woman's  voice.  "  More  than  I  like 
it  myself.  Is  that  not  strange  ?  "  Then  her  face  puckered, 
and  she  was  young  again,  hardly  less  young  than  any  new-bom 
thuig.  "  It's  a  mild  case,  the  doctor  said,  but  it  hurt  her  so  ! 
And  oh,  Richard,  when  the  ambulance  man  canied  her  away  she 
looked  so  wee  !  " 

;•  Why  did  you  let  her  go  ?  "  he  asked  with  sudden  im- 
patience. He  loved  her  so  much  that  her  swimming  eyes  turned 
a  knife  in  his  heart,  and  his  maleness  resented  the  pain  her 
female  sensitiveness  was  bringing  on  him,  and  wanted  to  prove 
that  all  this  could  have  been  avoided  by  the  use  of  the  male 
attribute  of  common  sense,  and  therefore  she  deserved  no 
sympathy  at  all.  "  I  would  have  stood  you  nurses.  I'm  one 
of  the  family  now.     You  might  have  let  me  do  that  !  " 

"  Dear,  I  thought  of  asking  you  for  that,"  she  said  timidly 
but,  you  see,  nurses  are  ill  to  deal  with  in  a  wee  house  like  this 
where  there  s  no  servant.  If  I  had  sickened  for  it  myself  where 
would  we  all  have  been  ?  Worse  than  in  the  hospital  "  Of 
course  she  had  been  wise  ;  it  was  her  constant  quality.  He  shook 
with  rage  at  the  thought  of  the  extreme  poverty  of  the  poor 
whom  the  world  pretends  are  robbed  only  of  luxury  but  who 
are  denied  such  necessities  as  the  right  to  watch  beside  the 
beloved  sick.  But  I've  been  reckless  !  "  she  boasted  with  a 
smile.  I  ve  toid  them  to  put  her  in  a  private  ward.  She  was 
so  pleased  I  She  was  six  weeks  in  the  general  ward  when  she 
had  typhoid,  and  it  was  dreadful,  all  the  women  from  the  Canon- 
gate  and  the  Pleasance.  .  .  .'■  It  brought  painful  tears  to  his 
eyes  to  hear  this  queen,  who  ought  to  have  had  first  caU  on 
the  world  s  nches,  rejoicing  because  by  a  stroke  of  good  fortune 
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you  ,  "  he  n.uttered;a;rd%'X;ed"herclt^  't^^^^'  ^'^- 
"  ?Sut:ic  t-eXutiTJ  .^^^^^^"^-^°-  '  •'  she'Seathea. 

"  NoTod^^wol^^^^^^^^  ^-  Jh-J^n^  of  decency." 

at  the  neck^vith  a  iSl  hom  h.f^fr'"  °lf  ^^  ^^""^  ^^t^ned 

■•  Yes.  it's  cairta^^f  soiS?"  sdd  ESr^;"^.^*  ^^^"t-" 
indeed  I    I'm  past  thin^k  ng  of  b^^utv  i^S^^'  kI^""*^' 
night  giving  mother  her  medidnP  JAh  "^"^  '^^  "P  ^^ 

getting  her  ready  in  the  mS?for  ?h.  """"T^^Sing  her.  and 
away  over  to  the  doctor  at  Church  Jfirfl^r^^^  ^"-^  ^°'"g 

had  a  he-down  s  nee  four     Vm,  ,.,^1,        '"'desperate.)       iVe 
Dear.  I've  neveTSLrwoken  uo^n T' "iJPr  "^^ V°"^ '^"o^^ing. 
want  my  supper     I  n^ver  In^?       beautifully  before.     Now  I 
Liberals  winTby-dectYon    whir^  ^^^'''^  ^^*^"  ^^en  the 
women  work  again^st  them  is  one  nf  '^"^'^f  ""^  *»>«   way   our 
all  idea  of  a  ju'st  Pro^Xnce-^Del/'bTt    t'?b  ^^^V^'^P^- 
supper  to  set  before  you!    There's  not  I    k-     ^'•'"'^t  ^  P"'^'" 
but  a  tin  of  salmon     It  i.  \.  Zl       i^  *^'"&  '"  ^be  house 
for  this  is  the  kind  oTthinVfh..  ^'?  u*^^*  '"o*^*^''  isn't  hen- 
me  up  sometim  s  d?eam  nl  of  theS  t?'  ''^"ll''^'-     ^^'^^  ^^I^- 
Mr.  Kelman  came  o^Ss  Lr  sh  J T.    '  "J!^^^'^  '°"'-  ^^en 
ago  now.     Oh,  Richarcl    m^ot^e    i^   u'ct  ri*^'"'  '  -^^^  ^^^^^^ 
you  cannot  think  1    I  cannnt  k       I       ^  ,^*^®  sensitive  thing, 
she  is  not  very  i?!.-    The  3oSor  sai/'i;  *°  ^'  "^ '     ^ut  indeed 
said  I  would  l^  a  fule  to  woi^v     S^^  L  '  i"^"^  "°^  ^^^^  "'•     "•-' 
you  stand  out  in  the  halTS'  thl     v""^"^  ^-^^  '"^  ^^^  ^^^^ting 
I'll  light  the  fire,  and  then  ni\wav  to  .T  IVl^""  '^'  P^^-'^"' 
supper.     We  must  just  make  H.rh^  I  ^^^  ^'^'^'•'"  ^"^  get  the 
that  some  people  prS  Untdtlm'ott^^^sh  "'  '  '^^^  ^^"^^ 

capital VtroS-'S^dlcS  "f.^^n--  in  all  the 
a  fire  for  me.  Ill  go  off  as  Jonn  n  ^"*  u^^'^'"^'  ^on't  light 
you  can  turn  in."  ^  '''°"  ^'  ^^^  ^^  ^ad  supper,  so  that 

"But  as  soon  as  supp-r's  eaten  I  have  to  away  out.     Ah. 
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will  you  come  with  me  ?  I  like  walking  through  the  streets 
with  you.  It's  somehow  like  a  procession.  You're  awful  hke 
a  king,  Richard.     Not  the  present  Royal  Family." 

"  But  why  must  you  go  out  ?  " 

"  lo  see  how  mother  is.  Do  you  not  know  ?  When  the 
ambulance  men  come  they  give  you  a  number.  Mother's  is 
ninety-three.  Then  every  morning  and  every  evening  they  put 
a  board  in  the  window  up  at  the  Public  Health  Office  in  the  High 
Street,  with  headings  on  it :  '  Very  dangeroasly  ill,  friends 
requested  to  come  at  once,'  '  Very  ill,  but  no  immediate  danger,' 
'  Getting  on  well,'  and  the  numbers  grouped  against  them. 
She'll  be  amongst  the  '  Getting  on  wells.'  The  doctor  said  there 
was  no  cause  for  worry  at  all.     He  is  a  splendid  doctor." 

"  But,  my  God,  can't  you  telephone  ?  " 

"  No,  of  course  not.  They  can't  do  that  in  these  institutions. 
They'd  have  to  keep  someone  to  do  nothing  but  answer  the 
telephone  all  day.  But  it  doesn't  really  matter.  Hardly  any- 
body dies  of  fevers,  do  they  ?  I  never  heard  of  anybody  dying 
of  diphthena,  did  you  ?  They  used  to  in  the  old  days,  but  it's 
all  different  now.  This  serum's  such  a  wonderful  thing.  But 
they  did  hurt  so  when  they  injected  it.  She  cried,  although 
she  is  awful  brave  as  a  usual  thing.  Oh,  let's  get  on  with  this 
supper  !  "  She  passed  into  the  kitchen  and  began  preparations 
for  a  meal,  banging  down  the  saucepans,  while  he  brought  in 
his  gifts  and  laid  them  on  the  table.  "  I'm  taking  it  for  granted 
that  you  like  your  cocoa  done  with  milk.  What's  all  this  ?  Oh, 
did  you  bring  those  flowers  for  her  ?  Oh,  that  was  kind  of  you  ! 
Pink  flowers,  too,  and  she  loves  pink.  It's  her  great  grief  that 
all  her  life  she  wanted  a  pink  dress,  and  what  with  one  thing 
and  another,  first  having  a  younger  sister  so  sallow  that  a  pink 
dress  in  the  neighbourhood  spoilt  all  her  chances,  and  afterwards 
father  just  wincing  if  there  seemed  any  chance  of  her  having 
anything  she  liked,  she  never  got  one.  Illustrated  papers,  too  1 
She  likes  a  read,  though  nothing  intellectual.  Richard,  I  do 
believe  you're  thoughtful.  That '11  be  a  great  help  in  our  married 
life."  She  turned  over  the  glossy  pages,  clicking  her  tongue 
with  disapproval.  "  Anti-Suffragists  to  a  woman,  I  expect," 
adding  honestly,  "  but  pairfect  teeth." 

Her  little  face,  seen  now  in  repose,  unlit  by  the  light  that 
glowed  in  her  eyes  wher  she  looked  at  him,  wa^  piteous  with 
fatigue.     "  Ellen,  can't  I  go  and  look  at  this  board  ?  " 

"  No.     I  want  to  go  myself." 

"  Then  come  and  do  it  now,  and  then  we'll  go  on  and  have 
suppi;r  at  some  place  in  Princes  Street." 
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against  his  shoulder     She  ^^^^^^  burying  her  face 

she  sometimes  put  up  her  haSd  anH  S^  i,^T-  ^^*^^P  ^^^  ^^^^t 
his  eyebrows  and  made  a  littler.. ^^  ^  ^'^  ^"^^  ^^  traced 
a  httle  and  excIaSfed  It  sWv^' ??  "^      ',  ^l^  ^I^^'  '^^^  cried 

not  anxious.  I'm  not  aCSus  ''  A^IS*  ^^'^  ^  '^''P'  ^'"^ 
up  at  the  alarum  clock  iiTsSd^' -•  T^"?.P^^^«"tly  she  looked 
must  go.  Richard  von  ^^  I  ^^^^  ^  "^^^r  nine  ?  We 
stairs  to  dre^  s'ndnrin  JhP'*  ^"'Pf^y  '  "  ^he  ran  up? 
low  and  dS'suchJ?a  bird  n,'T?*'''  ^'*;'^  ^°i^«'  ^W  y£ 
When  she  came  ^wn  sL  flced  S.^^'>'>,'^  ''  r'"'  christened, 
said,  "I  know  I'r^  awfu^^nSn  to„^„u^^^  defiance  and 

love  me  any  more  ?  -  He  answerTd^^  suppose  you 'U  not 
you  can.  It  won't  matter  to  mTl  I  ^^  ^^^""ght  ugly  if 
Hfted  her  hand  to  turn  m,f  \l  ^  L*"^^  >""  anyhow."    She 

shoulder.     -lUlVcTnThlul^^   m^  l'"""'^  ^'  ^im  over  her 
but  in  her  glance     houeh  sh^l^r'  '  ' '^'.^'"^^^^d  mockingly, 
flame  of  earLstneW  Snil  .  'k^P^''^  ^^'.  ^^^''  ^^ere  burned  a 
door  she  slipid  fnio  hl^  a^^^  V^  ^T^  ^°  «P^n  the  fron? 
some  deep  eSon^^fl^wo^s  she  felt't''  '''''''  ^^^^^"  ^^^h 
:  What  is  it  ?    Wt  i^  it  you  ;In    to  sa';^"^!?,  ''"'••• 
Do  you  think  we  can  do  it    Richard  ?^r        ^  T' 
always.    Now,  it's  easy.     WeYe  vounf     t/'    ^^"^  ^^^^  °ther 
when  you're   young  But  nS^^'     L*  r  *'^'*^'"  *«  ^e  nice 

cared  for  each  oS'once  She  konM  ■'''!'^./^*^"'"  '""^'  ^^^ve 
thing  she  kept  his  letters  ^'^^..^^^Pt/^^  letters.  After  every- 
People  quarrel  and  are  mean  Ah  J''"  '"'.f '^,  «^^  "  •  •  «^d 
able  to  keep  it  up  >  '•  ^^'  '^^  y°"  ^hink  we   will  be- 

of  4r;S.«-:?«Jf,Vi-™M  see   U,e  .a.cr  ...arried  Ii,e 
harsh  Puritan  moral  vision  oth.  l  ^^'^^^time  not  with  the 

of  ddiberate  ill-conduc  bu  t^  Z  f'  ^  '¥  inevitable  result 
which  the  persons  iiSedwc?.  Lt'^^  ^^  ^"  '"^^"ti""  for 
an  industrious  gardener  for  the  d.-H^  "'T  *°  ^'^^  ^^'^n  is 
has  not  understood.  It  vva^'^'tf^-l^i'^^J^  P^^"*  whose  habit  ho 
ncss  a  terrifying  conceptioT'  '  "'""'^  P^^^^^^'^  «*  h^PPi" 

six.akofThi?^:^nXr^^^^  -  those  are  who 

their  hves;  "  Of  cou  se  ni  it  T^  than  the  common  tenor  of 
But  it's  hard  to  be  a  1  nt  vTf'i'^'  i'''  '^''  ^'''  ^^^  y^'^^s. 
that  th.  do  for  th^r^Ui;^^:  t^y^  rSk^l! 
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[clear  of  evil  things  lest  they  spoU  the  feelings  I  have  for  you. 
|I  .  .  .  There  are  thoughts  like  prayers  .  .  .  And,  darling  .  . 
J I  do  not  believe  in  God  ...  yet  I  know  that  through  you  I 
"shall  find  .  .  .  something  the  same  as  God.  .  .  ."    He  could 
i  not  say  it  all.    But  it  communicated  itself  in  their  long  un- 

passionate  kiss. 
i  They  crept  out  of  the  dark  house  that  had  heard  them  as 
«  out  of  a  church.  He  was  very  happy  as  they  went  through 
the  high,  wide  streets  that  to-night  were  broad  rivers  of  slow 
wind.  He  was  being  of  use  to  her ;  she  was  leaning  on  his 
arm  and  sometimes  shutting  her  tired  eyes  and  trusting  to 
his  guidance.  The  very  coldness  of  the  air  he  found  pleasine 
because  it  told  him  that  he  was  in  the  North,  the  cruel-kind 
region  of  the  world  which  sows  seeds  from  the  South  in  ice- 
bound earth  in  which  it  would  seem  that  they  must  perish  yet 
rears  them  to  such  fruit  and  flower  as  in  their  own  rich  soil  thev 
never  knew.  ^ 

At  the  first,  he  reflected,  it  must  have  appeared  that  the 
faith  they  made  in  Rome  would  lose  all  its  justifications 
of  beauty  when  it  travelled  to  those  barren  lands  where  the 
Holy  Wafer  and  the  images  of  Our  Lord  and  Our  Lady  must 
be  content  with  a  lodging  built  not  of  coloured  marble  but  of 
grey  stone.  Yet  here  the  Northmen  won.  Since  there  were 
no  quarries  of  coloured  marble  they  had  to  quarry  in  their 
niinds,  and  there  they  found  the  Gothic  style,  which  made  every 
church  like  the  holiest  moment  of  a  holy  soul's  aspiration  to 
God,  and  which  is  doubtless  more  pleasing  to  Him,  if  He  exists 
to  be  pleased,  than  precious  stones. 

So  was  it  with  love.    A  man  returning  from  the  South 
where  all  women  are  full  of  physical  wisdom,  might  think  a^ 
he  looked  on  these  Northern  women,  with  their  straight  sex 
less  eyes  and  their  long  limbs  innocent   of  laiiguor    that  he 
had  turned  his  back  on  love.    But  here  again  the  North  was 
victor.    Since  these  women  could  not  ba  wise  ibout  life  with 
their  bodies,  they  were  wise  about  love  with  their  souls     Thev 
can    give    such    sacramental    kisses    as    the    one    that    still 
lay  on  ius  hps,  committing  him  for  ever  to  nobihtv     Ah 
how  much  she  had  done  for  him   by   being  so  sweetly  mili- 
tarist !     tor  It  had  always   been  his  fear  that  the  suorTml 
passion  of  his  life  would  be  for  some  woman  who,  by  her  passi  vitv 
would  provoke  him  to  develop  those  tyrannoi  and  brutish 
quaLties  which  he  had  mherited  from  his  father.    He  had  seen 
that  that  might  easily  happen  during  his  affair  with  Mariquka 
de  Rojas  ;  m  those  years  he  had  been,  he  knew,  more  quaxSie 
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^v'^'n^f^l *?  "'^'^A^^  ''^"^'^"« *^»"^  than  he  was  ordin- 
f^WH  V      J«"^eforward  he  was  safe,  for  Ellen  would  fiercdv 

ri?ii:st  tat%rr'""^  disagreeable,  don't  bother  to  teUmc' 
bad'character  '  '"'  ^^'"^^^  ^'^*  *"^  >'«"  "^^*  ^^  V^-  werfa 

We  ve  got  our  own  lives  to  k-ad,  thank  God?" '         ^°°'  "'"■■ 
know  well  iis  someltVliSfy^iu  ouh't   o"oKe"f  •5""''  ""'  ' 

mothej^elrt  n"  rrtd  to^th^'othTr""''''.  ""^  '"""'  ""■' 

ajtet;|.:e|fsp^::|;^.S'l;;^,^^^^ 

R  ;.  tn      ,       *"'"  *'*^'  ^'^"^  gripped  his  and  sh/cried    ''Oh 

Oh    Cod"y\''"'-^^'^^^-'*''^  t'^«  «^hors  twit  you  wUii  it/'' 

Ati;i;V  wh:    .f  ^' J'TI'S  to  take  it   sentimentally        ''No 

my  mo  her  '."  ^^^^  '''''  '  ^^'"-^d  them.     But  it  waJawful  for 
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"Ah,  poor  thing,"  she  murmured,  "  isn't  it  a  shame  !  Mrs. 
Ormiston  is  always  very  strong  on  the  unmarried  mother  in 
her  speeches. 

*  S^  ^^1*  ^^^'^^^  ^""0"3  vision  of  how  gUbly  these  women 
at  the  Suffrage  meeting  would  have  talked  of  Marion's  case 
and  how  utterly  incapable  they  would  have  been  to  conceive 
Its  tragedy ;  how  that  abominable  woman  in  sky-blue  would 
have  spoken  gloatingly  of  man's  sensuality  while  she  herself 
was  bloomed  over  with  the  sensual  passivity  that  provokes 
men  to  cruel  and  extravagant  demands.  That  nobody  but 
himself  ever  seemed  to  have  one  inkling  of  the  cruelty  of  her 
fate  he  took  as  evidence  that  everybody  was  tacitly  in*  league 

.^Iki  !  '  ^^^*i?'^  T'''^^  ^''^^'^s  't-  ^d  he  found  hinjelf 
unable  to  exempt  Ellen  from  this  suspicion.  If  she  began  to 
chatter  about  Manon,  if  she  talked  about  her  without  that 
solemnity  which  should  visit  the  lips  of  those  who  talk  of  martyred 
saints,  there  would  begin  a  battle  between  his  loves,  the  issue 
of  which  was  not  known  to  him.  He  said  ^vith  some  exaspera- 
tion .  I  m  not  talkmg  of  the  unmarried  mother ;  I  am  talkine 
ot  my  mother,  who  was  not  married  to  my  father  " 

fh.7w  t^  ?u  "°/  hear  him.  The  news,  though  it  had  roused 
that  high  pi  ch  of  trembling  apprehension  which  it  now  knew 
at  any  mention  of  the  sequel  of  love,  had  not  shocked  her  In 
order  to  feel  that  quick  reaction  of  physical  loathing  to  the 
story  of  an  irregular  relationship  before  hearing  its  details 
which  IS  known  as  being  shocked,  one  must  be  either  not  qmte 
Won?  have  ugly  associations  with  sex,  or  have  had  reason 

to  conceive  woman  s  life  as  a  market  where  there  are  few  buyers 
and  a  woman  who  is  willing  to  live  with  a  lover  outside  maSage 
as  a  merchant  who  undersells  her  competitors  ;  and  Ellen  w£ 
innocent  and  undefeated.  It  seemed  to  her,  indeed  iust  suclh 
a  ^tory  as  she  might  have  expected  to  hear  about  his'  birth  It 
TfnT"^  'J^'l  'I  ^"^^  ^"  ^°"^^^^"'  ^  '^hild  one  v^^uld  ave  to 
e'Je  a  vervtril;^'  T}''  ^^^^'"^  ^^^-^''^  before  her  mind's 
n]Lt  f^  bnght  and  clean  picture,  perhaps  the  frontispiece 
of  some  forgotten  book  read  in  her  childhood,  which  represented 
a  peasant  girl  clambering  on  to  a  ledge  half-way  up  a  cM  and 
holding  back  a  thorny  branch  to  look  down  on  a  baby  tS 

nlit  '"sL  "''  f''^  ^'"l  ""^'"^  ^"d  ^^•^•^•"g  i"  a  huge^ bird's 
nest.     She  wondered  what  manner  of  woman  it  was  that  h^d 

so  recklessly  gone  forth  and  found  this  world's  wondeT     -  IvS 
is  your  mother  hke  ?     Tell  me,  what  is  she  like  ?  '  ^ 

sur.  fW    i!'  '^''  ^'^'',        ^"  ""^^P^^t^l  stiffly-     He  was  not  quite 
sure  that  she  was  asking  in  the  right  spirit,  that  she  -^  .^    ot 
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moved  by  such  curiosity  as  makes  people  study  the  photograph 

of   murdered   people   in   the   Sunday   papers.     "  She  is   ver 

beautiful.  .  .  ."    But  he  should  not  have  said  that.     Now  whe; 

he  brought  Ellen  to  Marion  he  would  hear  her  say  to  hersell 

as  tourists  do  when  they  see  a  Leonardo  da  Vinci.  "Well,  that' 

not  my  idea  of  beauty,  I  must  say  !  "  and  he  would  stop'lovini 

her.    But  Ellen  was  saying,  "  I  thought  she  would  be.    Yoi 

know,   Richard,   you   are   quite   uncommon -looking.     But  tel 

me,  what  is  she  Uke  ?  "    Of  course  he  might  have  known  sh^ 

was  trying  to  get  at  the  story.     He  had  betier  tell  her  at  once 

so  that  he  was  not  vexed  by  these  anglings.     He  dragged  i 

out  of  himself.     "  She  was  young,  very  young.     My  father  wa' 

the  squire  of  the  Essex  village  that  is  our  home.  .  .  ."    It  wa; 

useless.     He  could  not  tell  her  of  that  tragedy.     How  black  i 

tragedy  it  was  !     How,  it  existing,  he  could  be  so  crass  as  tc 

eat  and  drink  and  be  merry  with  love  ?     He  turned  his  face 

away  from  Ellen  and  wished  her  arm  was  not  in  his,  yet  felt 

himself  bound  to  go  on  with  his  story  lest  she  might  make  a 

vulgar  reading  of  the  facts  and  imagine  that  his  mother  had 

given  herself  to  his  father  without   being  married  for  sheer 

easiness.     "  They  could   not   marry   because   he  had   a  wife. 

They  loved  each  other  very  much.     At  least,  on  her  side  it  was 

love  !    On  his  .  .  .  on  his  .  .  ." 

"  Ah,  hush  !  "  she  said.  She  gripped  his  arm  and  he  felt 
that  she  was  trembling  violently.  "  Dear,  the  way  you'ro 
speaking  of  it  .  .  .  somehow  it's  making  it  happen  all  over 
again.  .  .  ." 

This  was  strange.    He  looked  down  on  her  with    sudden 
respect.     For  she  was  using  almost  the  same  words  that  his 
mother  had  spoken  often  enough  when  he  had  sat  beside  her 
bed  on  those  nights  when  she  could  not  sleep  for  the  argument 
of  phantom  passions  in  her  room,  and  she  opened  her  eyes 
suddenly  after  having  lain  with  them  closed  for  a  time,  and 
found  him  grieving  for  her.     "  Dear,  you  must  not  be  so  sorry 
for  me.     Hold  my  hand,  but  do  not  feel  too  sorry  for  me.     It 
only  makes  it  worse  for  me.     Truly,  I  ask  for  my  own  sake 
not  for  yours.     Do  you  not  see  ?     When  all  the  ripples  havo 
gone  from  the  pond  I  sliall  forget  I  ever  threw  that  stone.  .  .  ." 
Was  it  not  strange  that  this  girl,  on  whose  mind  the  dew  was 
not  yet  dry,  should  speak  the  same  wise  words  that  had  been 
found  fittest  by  a  woman  who  had  been  educated  by  a  tragic 
destiny  ?     But  of  course  she  was  as  wise  as  she  was  beautiful. 
His  thought  of  Marion  became  fatigued  and  resentful  because  it 
had  mad(   him  forget  the  marvel  of  his  Ellen. 
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'•  Forgive  me,"  he  murmured. 
"  Of  course  I  forgive  you." 

for  '?'  "^**'  ^^^^^  ^  ^^^^  *°^*^  ^°"  *^^*  **  *^  '  ^^*  forgiveness 

"I  have  it  in  my  mind  I  will  always  forgive  you  for  anv- 
thing  you  do.  o      j  j 

"  That's  a  brave  undertaking  !  " 

.. wn^yy.^*"^,*'*^'^  'I^^  ?^^  ^^^^'''s  ^aces  through  the  dusk. 
Well,  I  ve  always  hankered  after  a  chance  to  show  I'm  brave 
When  I  was  a  wee  thing  I  used  to  cry  because  I  couldn't  be  a 
soldier.    I  had  the  finest  coUection  of  tin  soldiers  you  can  imaeine 
A  pairfect  army.    Mother  used  to  stint  herself  to  buy  them 

i?ain"''-"W-n^*''  ^'""^    ^^'  ^!"'"    ««  *^t  ^«r  t^«S 
^ain.       Well,  we  ve  come  to  the  end  of  George  the  Fourth 

fridge.    Is  It  not  awful  inappropriate  to  caU  a  street  after 
Oeorge  the  Fourth  when  it  is  nearly  aU  bookshops  ?  " 
T  ^    i     u    "?*  "^'"^  *^^  st'^eet  which  they  were  enterine 
Indeed,  though  her  breathing  was  tense,  lethargy  seeS  to 

h«i7  '>k".°"  ^''"l^'J^  '^'  ^^^•'^"^d  her  pace  and  nTaSe  him 
halt  with  her  at  the  kerb,  where  they  were  necessarily  josUed 
by  the  press  of  squalid  people,  lurching  with  drink  or  merely 
wth  rough  manners,  that  streamed  up  and  down  this  street  of 
topless  houses  whose  visible  lower  storeys  were  blear-eyed  with 
windows  broken  or  hung  with  rags 
''  Isn't  this  the  High  Street  ?  " 

w  *ui  ^^'    ■^r'*  K"^^^  ^^  "^^^^  ^^'■e  any  time  but  this.    Think 

f  this  was  a  fine  Saturday  morning  now.  and  we  were  going  So 

*"  ^}}%Sf^\^^  to  ^e«  the  Highlander  drilling."  ^   ^  "^ 

Cathedt^"/'^''"  '"^  '^'  ^""''  "^^^  ^^^  was  opposite  the 

"I  did  so.  But  dear  knows  it  was  ridiculous  of  me  to  dra^ 
you  here.  Most  likely  her  number  wiU  not  ^  hTre  at  ajf 
..  ?^f '  m'k^^  °"^y  taken  away  this  morning,  and  the  docfor 
said^here  d  be  no  change.    He  said  I  would  be  just  a  fu?e  t^ 

He  guided  her  across  the  road  and  looked  for  the  office  amoni, 

itf  oThl^i^'^'-r  ^""^n't^  «^ ''''  Cathedrd'^S^Ef 
nung  on  his  arm.       You  wUl  be  angry  with  me  for  ,ir:,am„« 

you  for  nothing  out  into  this  awful  part  "  ^^'"^ 

Is  this  it  ?  "  ^ 
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"  El"  n  r"  '"^'^  '"""^^  ^"-    "  **y  ""'^  ^"«"'"  he  whispere< 


(5) 

A  turn  of  the  long  dark  avenue  brought  them  aloneside  th 
city  of  the  sick,  which  till  then  had  been  only  a  stK  hlh 
on  the  sky.  and  they  looked  through  the  raUings  at  the  hosofta 
S,^  h.^h^''*'  Jay  spaced  over  the  level  ground  like  batS  p 
no^n^fl  ""■;  ^f'u  '■*^P^oa'=hed  her  being  as  inadequate  SS 
no  intuit  on  told  her  m  which  block  her  mother  was  Afte? 
urther  stretch  of  avenue  they  came  to  a  sandstoTarch  wit! 
lit  rooms  on  either  side,  which  diffused  a  grudging  Stn^ 

i^aJd  <S!^e"  Th;:'fH°"^  °"  ''""'  ^^-^  S^aSef  bSesa? 
a  gravel  Onve.     These  things  were  so  ugly  in  such  a  familiar 

way  so  much  oi  a  piece  with  the  red  sub^urbar'treets  S 

ste'S  Sktri  ™/ 1'  ^N  "  °L""^  P'^^«  throughlfo;:^;^ 
sSmS  to  W  ♦      ^  u^  *°,  ^"^y^Sion.  and  which  had  always 

she  told  herself,  while  a  quarter  of  her  mind  listened  to  Richard  ex 
plaining  their  errand  and  thought  how  nice  it  wi  tohave  a  man  to" 
'hS^i.    ""'.T'  ')^'''  ^^  impossible  for  such  an  ordinary  pK  o 

^ath'  1   wis  t?u.':r!  r  Tr'^^^^^y'  ^°  ""PreceJemed  L 
A     !.      u  ^^^'^  ^^^^  J'^""  ^^t^er  was  dead,  but  it  had  han- 
pened  when  he  was  abroad,  and  so  had  seemed  just  htlS 
extieme  indulgence  of  his  habit  of  staying  away  \"om  home 
But  the  clerk  sprang  to  his  feet  and,  thrusting  his  Sn  beZd 

V dee"  "  Av'  riJn 'T  n  "'"^  ""^'i^^'" '"  '  ^ '"^  co^e"quenda1 
voice  .       A\    I  sent  a  messenger  along  to  your  residence  thr 

same  time  f  'phoned  up  to  the  Head  Office  to  hev' the  patien? 

put  on  the  danger  list  !     Everything  possible  is  done  in  the  way 

of  consideration  for  the  feelings  of  friends  and  re?a  ions  !" 

in'hosSaS''  Burr''-  I"'!,  °'  ^^'"'^^  P^°P^«  somerimS  died 
m  »««Pitals  But  she  pushed  away  that  fact  and  set  her  eves 
s^adily  on  the  clerk's  face,  her  mind  on  the  words  he  had  h^t 
spoken,  and  nearly  laughed  aloud  to  see  that  Sre  wi  tS 
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happy  and  comic  thing  a  Doebeny.  a  simple  soul  who  gilds 
employment  in  some  mean  and  tedious  capacity  by  conceiving 
It  as  a  position  of  power  over  great  issues.     He  took  a  large  key 
down  from  a  nail  on  the  wall  and  exclaimed,  "  I'll  take  you 
myself !  "  and  she  perceived  that  he  was  going  to  do  something 
which  he  should  have  delegated  to  a  porter,  so  that  he  might 
contmue  to  display  himself  and  his  othce  to  these  two  strangers. 
As  they  piissed  under  the  arch  into  the  hospital  grounds  she 
kept  her  arm  in  Richard's  because  the  warmth  of  his  body  made 
It  seem  impossible  that  the  flesh  could  ever  grow  quite  cold  and 
fixed  her  attention  on  the  little  clerk,  because  ho  offered  a  proof 
that  the  character  of  life  was  definitely  comic.    But  these  frail 
assurances,  that  were  but  conceits  made  by  the  mind  while  it 
marked  time  before  charging  the  dreaded  truth,  were  overcome 
by  the  strangeness  of  this  place.    The  paved  corridor  that 
followed  on  and  on  was  built  with  waist-high  walls,  and  between 
the  pillars  that  held  up  the  gabled  wooden  roof  the  light  streamed 
out  on  lawns  of  coarse  grass  pricking  rain-gleaming  sod;    at 
intervals  they  pas^♦>d  the  immense  swing  doors  of  the  wards 
blaringly  bright  with  brass  and  highly  polished  gravy-coloured 
wood ;  at  times  another  corridor  ran  into  it.  and  at  their  meetine- 
place  there  blew  a  swift  unnatural  wind,  private  to  this  place 
and  laden  with  the  scentless  scent  of  damp  stone  ;   down  on« 
such  they  saw  a  group  of  women  walking,  wrapped  in  cloaks 
of  different  colours,  flushed  and  cheered  from  some  night  meal 
making  among  themselves  the  infantile  merriment  that  nuni 
and  nurses  know. 

This  was  a  city  unlike  any  other.    It  was  set  apart  for 
the  sick ;  and  some  sick  people  died  .  and  of  course  there 
was  no  reason   that   people  should   not   die   merely   because 
they  were  greatly  beloved.     She  sobbed  ;    and  the  clerk,  who 
was  walking  on  ahead  of  them  with  the  gait  of  one  who  carries 
a  standard,  turned  round  and.  waving  the  key,  which  there  could 
be  no  occasion  for  him  to  use,  as  all  the  doors  were  open,  said 
ktidly  :      You  know  you  mustn't  be  downhearted.    Fve  seen 
lolk  who  came  down  on  the  verra  same  errand  as  yourselves  eo 
away  m  the  morning  with  fine  an'  happy  faces. "     But  after  hSf 
a  minute  the  intense  inteUectual  honesty  without  which  he 
could  not  have  been  so  marked  a  character  reasserted  itself,  and 
that'^;;fn'^.^'^M"''  f^'^  reluctantly,  "  But  I've  known  more 
.rai^^ M"       She   laughed    on    to    Richard's   shoulder   and 
crammed  the  speeches  greedily  into  her  memory,  that  some 
night  soon  by  the  hearth  in  the  sitting-room  at  Hume  PaTk 
Square  she  might  repeat  them  to  her  mother,  whom  she  figured 
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attmg  in  the  armchair,  looking  remarkably  well  and  wearin 
the  moirf  blouse  that  she  had  given  her  for  her  birttiday 

bhes  here,  said  the  clerk  dramatically  ;  and  thev  stare 
at  a  door  that  looked  like  all  the  others.  It  admS?ed  themlo 
rectUinear  place  of  white  doors  and  distempered  S'^She' 
hfrtt't'^.r'?  'I'  clerk  and  they  followed  him  But  a 
he  reached  the  top  he  bent  double  with  a  prodigiously  resoectfu 
gesture,  ajidcned  to  someone  they  could  not  see/' Sd  ev?n" 
tei't  h?n,^w-?f  *  ^^^^^"'^"ds  of  Ninety-three,"  and  turned  an 
left  them  with  some  haste,  impelled,  Ellen  thought  as  she  stil 

?eTu£d^foroffiH  '"  '""'^T''^-  "Pon  him.  by'a  IS  ^f  Lt 
rebuked  for  officiousness.  But  as  she  came  to  the  landing  an 
saw  the  four  people  who  were  standing  there,  having  evidenth 
just  come  through  the  door,  which  one  of  them  was  softly  clS 

dvin?  tI  ^"^  ^''.T^  ^f  *^«  ^"''^'^dg^  that  mother  wl 
dying.  They  forced  It  on  her  by  their  appearance  alone,  foi 
they  said  nothing.  They  stood  quite  stiU.boking  at  her  an 
Richard  as  if  m  her  red  hair  and  his  tall  swarthiniss  thev  saw 
somethmg  that,  like  the  rainbow,  laid  on  the  eye  a  d/ty  o1 
devout  absorbent  sight;  and  on  them  fell  a  stream  of  hLh 
electric  light  that  displayed  their  individual  characters  and  t^ 
conimon  quality  that  now  convinced  her  that  mother  was  dying 
There  were  two  men  in  white  coats,  one  sprucely  middle-aged 
whose  vitality  was  bubbling  in  him  like  a^pot  of  souilgood 
soup  made  of  meat  and  bones,  with  none  of  the  gristir^f  the 
spirit  in  It ;   the  other  tall  and  fair  and  young,  who  tuiried  a 

nl?A"f.'T  'k  ^''  '^"^  ^""^  ^"^  looked  WihehnesTn  his 
pale  face  to  be  a  martyr  to  thought;  there  was  a  grey-haired 
sister  with  laige  earnest  spectacles  and  a  ninepin  bo^y;  there 
was  a  young  nurse  whose  bare  forearm,  as  she  drew  the  dS? 
to  was  not  ess  destitute  of  signs  of  mental  activity  than  her 
broad,  comely  face.  And  it  was  plain  from  their  air  of  in- 
difference and  gravity,  of  uninterested  yet  strained  attention, 
hat  they  were  newly  come  from  a  scene  which,  though  almos 
tediously  familiar  to  them,  yet  struck  them  as  solem^n.  They 
were  banishing  their  impression  of  it  from  their  consciousn^s 

TZ!  **l'^  r"^^  "°*,  ^^^  ^^'«  t«  c^^y  on  their  work  ifTey 
began   to    be   excited   about   such    every-day    events.    Thev 

urtw  th""  ^  E'f '''•"?  -^  ^^"^'■^^^  stockishness  as  if  they  were 
hTI  a/^'^  ^^  '^u'^  '*'.  ^"''^kened  pulses  ;  but  their  solemnity 
?heso^dZ?.° />"*>£"'"  ^"1^"*^  '^'  consciousness  where 
he  drin  of  ^/i'*  u^'"^'  ^"^  there,  as  could  be  seen  from 
hand  S  ^  shoulders  and  the  nervous  contraction  of  the 
hand  that  was  common  to  all,  was  raising  doubt  and  fear.    The 
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n-  'nre  of  this  scene  was  disclosed  as  a  nurse  at  the  end  of  the 
p  jage  passed  through  a  swing  door,  and  they  looked  for  one 
moment  into  the  long  cavern  of  a  ward,  lit  with  the  dreadful 
light  which  dwells  in  hospitals  wliile  the  healthy  Me  in  darkness, 
that  dreadful  light  which  throbs  hke  a  headache  and  frets  like 
fever,  the  very  colour  of  pain.  This  light  is  diffused  all  over 
the  world  in  these  inhuman  parallelogrammic  cities  of  the  sick, 
and  sometimes  it  comes  to  a  focus.  It  had  come  to  a  focus  now, 
in  the  room  which  they  had  just  left,  where  mother  was  lying. 

She  ran  forward  to  the  middle-aged  doctor,  whom  she  knew 
would  be  the  better  one.  "  Can  you  do  nothing  for  her  ?  " 
she  stammered  appealingly.  She  wrung  her  hands  in  what 
she  knew  to  be  a  distortion  of  ordinary  movement,  because  it 
seemed  suitable  that  to  draw  attention  to  the  extraordinary 
urgency  of  her  plea  she  should  do  extraordinary  things.  "  Mother 
— mother's  a  most  remarkable  woman.  .  .  ." 

The  doctor  pulled  his  moustache  and  said  that  there  was 
always  hope,  in  a  tone  that  left  none,  and  then,  as  if  he  were 
ashamed  of  his  impotence  and  were  trying  to  turn  the  moment 
into  something  else,  spoke  in  medical  terms  of  Mrs.  Melville's 
case  and  translated  them  into  ordinary  language,  so  that  he 
sounded  like  a  construing  schoolboy.  "  Pulmonary  dyspnoea 
— settled  on  her  chest — heart  too  weak  to  do  a  tracheotomy — 
run  a  tube  down.  ..."  They  opened  the  door  of  the  room 
and  told  her  to  go  into  it.  She  paused  at  the  threshold  and 
wept,  though  she  could  not  see  her  mother,  because  the  room 
was  so  like  her  mother's  life.  There  was  hardly  anything  in  it 
at  all.  There  were  grey  distempered  walls,  a  large  window 
covered  by  a  black  union  blind,  polished  floors,  two  cane  chairs, 
and  a  screen  of  an  impure  green  colour.  The  roadside  would 
have  been  a  richer  death-chamber,  for  among  the  grass  there 
would  have  been  several  sorts  of  weed  ;  yet  this  was  appropriate 
enough  for  a  woman  who  had  known  neither  the  hazards  of  being 
a  rogue's  wife,  which  she  would  have  rather  enjoyed,  nor  the 
close-pressed  society  of  extreme  poverty,  in  which  she  would 
have  triumphed,  for  her  birdlike  spirits  would  have  made  her 
popular  in  any  alley,  but  had  been  locked  by  h'ir  husband's 
innumerable  but  never  quite  criminal  failings  into  an  existence 
just  as  decently  and  minimally  furnished  as  this  room. 

Her  daughter  clenched  her  fists  with  anger  at  it.  But  hearing 
a  sound  of  stertorous  breathing,  she  tiptoed  across  the  room  and 
looked  behind  the  screen.  There  Mrs.  Meh'ille  was  lying  on 
her  back  in  a  narrow  iron  bedstead.  Her  head  was  turned  away, 
so  that  nothing  of  it  could  be  seen  but  a  thin  grey  plait  trailing 
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IJrT  ^  •  PJ"T'  ^*  ^^'  b°dy  seemed  to  have  shrunk  an. 
t^^/t'^'u  '^^  bedclothes.  Ellen  went  to  the  sSTof  Z 
bed  and  knelt  so  that  she  might  look  into  the  hidden  face  an. 
was  for  a  second  terrified  to  find  herself  caught  in  the  v^de  be^ 
of  two  glaring  open  eyes  that  seemed  much  larger^hL  S 
mother  s  had  ever  been.  All  that  dear  face  was  c&ed  Th, 
skin  was  glazed  and  pink,  and  about  the  gaW  Sh  out  o 
which  they  had  taken  the  false  teeth,  thtf  wL  a  wand^rinc 

Sard  whon,  f  ^'"J"/"  ^  '^"^"g  P°^t^«  ^d  looked  fo 
at  the  enri  nf  f h  '^^^^^  forgotten,  and  who  was  now  standing 
at  the  end  of  the  bed.  She  stretched  out  her  hands  o  him  ar^ 
mTmI  f  ^  ^'  *^^*  ^°""d  recognition  stirredTthe  cenTre  o1 
Mrs.  Melvihe  s  immense  glazed  gaze,  like  a  small  waS  Wd 
ruffling  Its  feathers  on  some  inmost  branch  ofTlarl  tref 
Oh,  mother  dear  !    Mother  dear  !  "  ^ 

cT,«  f  ^"^  I^^*  ''?^"."S  *^''°^t  c^e  a  tortured,  happy  noise  •  and 

she  tned  to  make  her  lips  meet,  and  speak.      ^^^  '  ^""^ 

My  wee  lamb,  don't  try  to  speak.     Tust  lie  auiPt      Tfc 

heaven  just  to  be  with  you.     You  needn't  speak  "  ^"''*-     ^'  ' 

But  Mrs.  Melville  fought  to  say  it.  Something  had  struck 
brLfh'°  ^^'"^'^^f.ble  that  she  was  ^4ing  to  s^nd  one  of  her  Sv 
hllft  ^°.V^"^^"ting  on  it.  They  both  bent  forvardeLerlvto 
hear  It      She  whispered  :  "  Nice  to  have  a  room  of  oneToS^  ° 

Richard  made  some  shght  exclamation,  and  she  tolled  thSse 
vast  eyes  towards  him,  and  fixed  him  with  what  might  We  £ 
hlJTT^^  tT\  v"^*  ^'''  ^«  ^°^«^^d  his  mouth  JJfhWs 
W  .^^  ?^^'\^^  ^''  ""^^'"  ^''  "ds  as  if  the  accusatSn  were 
just,  and  then  he  remembered  it  was  not  and  sauarpd  ^^! 
shoulders,  and  went  to  the  other  side  of  the  bed  and  kS  dow^ 
S  s^r ''tX'  ^^-™P^-fblyb,t  there  he  met  thTm.' 
Sh/r-Wf  K        ^  •  •  •  I  am  aU  nght.    I  wiU  look  after  her 

SL\;Sstu  -  d  JhfdS.  ^^Te^raf drl;t^n's^ir 
because  her  mother  was  paying  no  attention  to  her  during  the 

SmTn'^aTfh'  '^V'.  '""''^  ""  ""'  ^^^^^^er,  and  w^ sS  ng 
h.^^1.  talk  she  could  not  understand  with  Richard,  whom  she 
had  thought  loved  her  too  well  to  play  this  trick  unon  CI?! 

Srstn^rH  "'fi?  f^?^  ^i  ^^^  mo'the'^r's  unkind  w'Ty  o  dying' 
It  struck  her  that  there  had  always  been  a  vein  of  selfisS 

wWch"S"  ''"^'r^  ^'^'^^S  ^^'^°"&h  ^^^  "^other's  chSe? 
which  had  come  to  a  clunax  when  she  indulged  in  thU  pre- 
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posterous  death  just  when  the  stage  was  set  for  their  complete 
happiness.  She  had  almost  succeeded  in  fleeing  from  her  grief 
into  an  aggrieved  feeling,  when  those  poor  loose  wrinkled  lids 
lifted  again,  and  the  fluttering  knowledge  in  those  great  glazed 
eyes  probed  the  room  for  her  and  leapt  up  when  it  found  her. 

There  was  a  jerk  of  the  head  and  a  whisper,  "  I'm 
going  !  "  It  was,  though  attenuated  by  the  frailty  of  the  dying 
body,  the  exact  movement,  the  exact  gesture  that  she  had  used 
when,  on  her  husband's  death,  she  had  greeted  the  news  that 
she  and  her  daughter  had  been  left  with  seventy  pounds  a  year. 
Just  like  she  had  said,  "  Well,  we  must  just  economise  I  "  She 
was  going  to  be  just  as  brave  about  death  as  she  had  been  about 
life,  and  this,  considering  the  guarantees  Time  had  given  her 
concerning  the  nature  of  Eternity,  was  a  high  kind  of  faith. 
"  Mother  dear  !  Mother  dear  !  "  Ellen  cried,  and  though  she 
remembered  that  outside  the  door  they  had  told  her  she  must 
not,  she  kissed  her  mother  on  the  lips.  "  Mother  dear  !  ... 
it's  been  so  .  .  .  enjoyable  being  with  you  !  "  Mrs.  Melville 
made  a  pleased  noise,  and  by  a  weary  nod  of  the  head  made  it 
understood  that  she  would  prefer  not  to  speak  again ;  but  her 
hand,  which  was  in  Ellen's,  patted  it. 

All  through  the  night  that  followed  they  pressed  each  other's 
hands,  and  spoke.  "  Are  you  dead  ?  "  Ellen's  quickened  breath 
would  ask  ;  and  the  faint  pressure  v/ould  answer,  "  No.  I  have 
still  a  little  life,  and  I  am  using  it  all  to  think  of  you,  my  darling." 
And  sometimes  that  faint  pressure  would  ask,  "  Are  you  thinking 
of  me,  Ellen  ?  These  last  few  moments  I  want  all  of  you," 
and  Ellen's  fingers  would  say  passionately,  "I  am  all  yours, 
mother."  In  these  moments  the  forgotten  wisdom  of  the  body, 
freed  from  the  tyranny  of  the  mind  and  its  continual  running 
hither  and  thither  at  the  call  of  speculation,  told  them  con- 
soling things.  The  mother's  flesh,  touching  the  daughter's, 
remembered  a  faint  pulse  felt  long  ago  and  marvelled  at  this 
splendid  sequel,  and  lost  fear.  Since  the  past  held  such  a 
miracle  the  future  mattered  nothing.  Existence  had  justified 
itself.  The  watchers  were  surprised  to  hear  her  sigh  of  rapture. 
The  daughter's  flesh,  touching  the  mother's,  remembered  Ufe 
in  the  womb,  that  loving  organ  that  by  night  and  day  does  not 
cease  to  embrace  its  beloved,  and  -as  the  stronger  for  tasting 
again  that  first  best  draught  of  love  that  the  spirit  has  not  yet 
excelled. 

There  were  footsteps  in  the  corridor,  a  scuffle  and  a  freshet 
of  gigglmg ;  the  nurses  were  going  downstairs  after  the  early 
morning  cup  of  tea  in  the  ward  kitchen.    This  laughter  that 
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sounded  so  strange  because  it  was  so  late  reminded  Ellen  ( 
the  first  New  Year's  Eve  that  she  and  her  mother  had  spent  i 
Edmburgh.  They  had  had  no  friends  to  first  foot  them  bi 
they  had  kept  it  up  very  well.  Mrs.  Melville  had  played  th 
piano,  and  Ellen  and  she  had  sung  half  through  the  Student 
Song  Book,  and  they  had  had  several  glasses  of  Stone's  Ginge 
Ale,  and  there  really  haa  been  a  glow  of  firehght  and  holly  berr 
brightness,  for  Mrs.  Melville,  birdlike  in  everything,  had 
wonderful  faculty  for  bursts  of  gaiety,  pure  in  tone  like  a  blacl 
birds  song,  which  brought  out  whatever  gladness  might  b 
latent  in  any  person  or  occasion.  As  twelve  chimed  out  the 
had  stood  in  front  of  the  chimneypiece  mirror  and  raised  thei 
glasses  above  their  heads,  singing  "  Auld  Lang  Syne  "  in  time  wit: 
the  dancers  on  the  other  side  of  the  wall,  who  were  making  sue] 
a  night  of  it  that  several  times  the  house  had  seemed  likely  t 
fall  in.  ^ 

\yhen  they  had  given  three  cheers  and  were  sipping  fron 
their  glasses.  Mis.  Melville  had  said  droUy  :    "Did  ye  happei 
to  notice  my  arm  when   I  was  lifting  it  ?     Ye  did  not,  y 
vain  wee  thing,  ye  were  looking  at  yourself  all  the  tin:e.    Bu 
I  U  give  ye  one  more  chance."    And  she  had  held  it  up  so  tha 
her  loose  sleeve   (she  was  wearing  a  very  handsome  mauvi 
tea-gown  bought  by  Mr.  Melville  in  the  temporary  delirium  o 
his  honeymoon,  from  which  he  had  so  completely  rec-i'erec 
that  she  never  got  another)  fell  back  to  her  shoulder.   "  Mother 
I  never  knew  you  had  arms  like  that  !  "     She  had  never  before 
seen  them  except  when  they  were  covered  by  an  ill-fitting  sleeve 
or,  if  they  had  been  bare  to  the  elbow,  uninvitingly  terminating 
in  a  pair  of  housemaid's  gloves  or  hands  steamy  with  dish 
washing.    "  Mother,  they're  bonny,  bonny  I  "    Mrs.   Melville 
had  been  greatly  pleased,  but  had  made  light  of  it.     "  Och 
they  re  nothing.    We  all  have  them  in  our  family.    Ye  have 
them  yourself.    Ye  must  always  remember  ye  got  them  from 
your  great-grandmother  Jeanie  Napier,  who  was  so  much  ad- 
mired by  Sir  Walter  Scott  at  her  first  ball.     And  talking  ci 
dancing  .  .  ."  and  she  had  lifted  up  her  skirts  and  set  her  feet 
waggishly  twinkling  in  a  burlesque  dance,  which  she  followed  up 
with  a  travesty  of  an  opera,  a  form  of  art  she  had  met  with  in 
her  youth  and  about  which,  since  she  was  the  kind  of  woman  who 
could  have  written  songs  and  ballads  if  she  had  lived  in  the  age 
when  wood  fires  and  general  plenty  made  the  hearth  a  home 
for  poetry,  she  could  be  passionately  witty  as  artists  are  about 
work  that  springs  from  esthetic  principles  different  from  their 
own.    It  had  been  a  lovely  performance.    They  had  ended  in  a 
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tempest  of  laughter,  which  had  been  brought  to  a  sudden  check 
when  they  had  looked  at  the  clock  and  seen  that  it  was  actually 
twenty-five  to  one,  which  was  some'now  so  much  worse  than 
half-past  twelve  !  It  was  that  moment  that  had  been  recalled 
to  Ellen  by  the  sudden  interruption  of  the  pulses  of  the  night 
by  the  nurses'  laughter.     That  had  t>een  a  beautiful  party. 

She  would  never  be  at  another,  and  looked  down  lovingly 
on  her  mother's  face,  and  was  horrified  by  its  extreme  ugliness. 
There  was  no  longer  any  gallant  Tom  Thumb  wit  strutting  about 
her  eyes  and  mouth,  no  little  tender  cheeping  voice  to  distract 
the  attention  from  the  hideous  ruin  time  had  worked  in  her. 
Age  diffused  through  her  substance,  spoiling  every  atom,  attack- 
ing its  contribution  to  the  scheme  of  form  and  colour.  It  had 
pitted  her  skin  with  round  pores  and  made  lie  from  nose  to 
mouth  thick  folds  such  as  coarse  and  valueless  material  might 
fall  into,  and  on  her  lids  it  was  puckered  like  silk  on  the  lid  of  a 
workbox ;  but  if  she  had  opened  them  they  would  only  have 
shown  whites  that  had  gone  yellow  and  were  reticulated  with 
tiny  veins.  It  had  turned  her  nose  into  a  beak  and  had  set 
about  the  nostrils  little  red  tendril-like  lines.  Her  lips  were 
fissured  with  purple  cracks  and  showed  a  few  tall,  narrow 
teeth  standing  on  the  pale  gleaming  gum  like  sea-eroded 
rocks  when  the  tide  is  out.  The  tendons  of  her  neck  were 
like  thick,  taut  string,  and  the  loose  arras  of  flesh  that  hung 
between  them  would  not  be  nice  to  kiss,  even  though  one 
loved  her  so  much. 

Really  she  was  very  ugly,  and  it  was  dreadful,  for  she  had 
been  very  beautiful.  Always  at  those  tea-parties  to  which 
people  were  in\'ited  whom  Ellen  had  known  all  her  life  from 
her  mother's  anecdotes  as  spirited  girls  of  her  own  age, 
but  which  nobody  came  to  except  middle-aged  women  in 
shabby  mantles,  though  all  the  invitations  were  accepted, 
someone  was  sure  to  say :  "  You  know,  my  dear,  your 
mother  was  far  the  prettiest  girl  in  Edinburgh.  Oh, 
Christina,  you  were  !  .  .  ."  It  was  true,  too,  a  French  artist 
who  had  come  to  Scotland  to  decorate  Lord  Rosebery's  ballroom 
at  Dalmeny  had  pestered  Mrs.  Melville  to  sit  to  him,  and  had 
painted  a  portrait  of  her  which  had  been  bought  by  the  Metro- 
politan Museum  in  New  York.  Ellen  had  never  had  a  clear  idea 
of  what  the  pictiu-e  was  like,  for  though  she  had  often  asked 
her  mother,  she  had  never  got  anything  more  out  of  her  than 
a  vexed,  deprecating  murmur  :  "  Och,  it's  me,  and  standing 
at  a  ballroom  door  as  if  I  was  swithering  if  I  would  go  m,  and 
no  doubt  I'd  a  funny  look  on  my  face,  for  when  your  grannie 
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and  me  went  down  to  his  studio  we  never  thought  he  really  mear 
to  do  It.     And  I  was  wearing  that  dress  that's  hanging^ 
the  attic  cupboard.     Yes.  ye  can  bring  it  down  if  ve  nut 

Sth  tWcl'lace'thJ  ''  -^  ^  dress  of  ihite  ribbed  llll^lm 
mm  thick  lace  that  ran  in  an  upstanding  frill  round  the  tin 
bodice  and  fell  in  flounces,  held  here  and  there  with  very  pn 

sTeha7o[ton^',V-;"'  f^^^^^  •'"^"«=  ^he  visualised  i^a 
she  had  often  held  it  up  for  her  mother  to  look  at.  who  wouL 

go  on  kniUingandsay.  with  an  affectation  of  a  coidTy  crWc 
yoAs  n'ifa  ba'?"dr'2''>"^'  ''  *'°"  °^^  ^"^^°-'  "^^^  '  -: 
It  was,  Ellen  reflected,  just  such  a  dress    as    the    womei 
wore   m   those    strange    woridly   and    passioSte   and    s^S 

wTrKte'S^^^^^^  li^'"'  f^^^^^  *'«  Belgian. 'of'wh:^ 
r^nS,,  u  •  °"-^^  ^^"  ^  ^o^"  collection  in  the  Nationa 
Ga^ery  Her  imagination,  which  was  working  with  exdtec 
power  because  0  her  grief  and  because  her  younT  bodTwS 
intoxicated  with  lack  of  sleep,  assumed  for  a  momfnt  SoriS 

mote  "Alfred  V''  '^'"'  Z^'i  °PP°^^*^  *he  iSSLro^he 
mother  as  Alfred  Stevens  would  have  painted  it.    Oh  she  wac 

lovely  standing  there  in  the  shadow,  ^with  her  red  gold  iT^fr 

S^'h^^'r^"'  °"  ^^''^  '^''^  ^^  ^  diffused  radfan^ewhk^^^ 
nught  have  been  a  reflection  of  her  hair,  and  her  little  bodv 
spnngmg  slim  and  arched  from  the  confusion  of  her  skirts^ 
The  sound  of  the  "  Blue  Danube  "  was  making  her  eyes  brieht  and 

S  ho^'morTfhan"'  '''''''  ''''  '  P^.^'^d  ^"'  moSkno'w^dge 
o:  now  more  than  one  man  was  waiting  for  her  in  there  and 

would  be  pleased  and  confused  by  her   kind  m<Lkery  t4^ed 

her  mouth  with  the  crooked  smile  of  the  Campbdl^HTr  A 

rntcSdT^!^'.  ^  '^^^^^  ^  ^"^^"'  sound Tawber" lying 
wipicked  m  the  leaves,  and   manifested  itself  in  a  waV  that 
caused  love  and  laughter  in  this  absurd  dress  whose  too  tWck  silk 
too  tangible  lace  evidently  proceeded  from  some  heorv  Su  e- 

Oh  X  w^K^  '^°u"^^*  ?  ^<^"^t^  too  sophisticated  to  ho  d 
Oh  she  had  been  beautiful !  Ellen  looked  down  in  X 
on  the  snoring  face,  and  in  the  clairvoyance  of  her  intense 
^H  r\'5'/"^^'"^>'  ^'^"^  ^g^i"  tl^«  crisp  rusde  of  t"es"lk 
Srcdved  thr^;  ""  '''  y«"°wed  but  immaculate  surface?  and 
perceived  that  its  preservation  disclosed  a  lone  grief  of  her 

Th^'?-      m-^\  ^''''  ^^d  "«^«^  been  thrown.  ?hou|h  thev  had 
had  to  travel  light  when  Mr.  Melville  was  alive,  and  the  bustled 

keen  rom.'rT'''^"^  f?"§  *"  ^'''''  ^^^^^^  ^^c  had  deJred    o 

anTrtlst  JnT°^  \^  ^T  ^^^"  '^'  ^^  ^o  beautiful  tha? 
an  artist,  a  professional,  had  wanted  to  paint  her  portrait.    An 


'Ri-,' 


■■i:iP'''t'  r'M 


•M. 


.  kFc:  fit 


w 


..'.t-.'-ia. 


h'M'  ■  ^IfM-t 


THE  JUDGE 


189 


inspiration  occurred  to  Ellen,  and  she  bent  down  and  said, 
"  Mother,  Richard  and  me'll  go  to  New  York  and  see  your 
portrait  in  the  Museum  there."  The  dying  woman  jerked  her 
head  in  a  faint  shadow  of  a  bridle  and  made  a  pleased,  deprecating 
noise,  and  pressed  her  daughter's  hand  mi  re  (irmly  than  she  had 
done  for  the  last  hour.  Ellen  wept,  for  though  these  things 
showed  that  her  mother  had  been  pleased  by  her  present  words, 
they  also  showed  that  she  had  been  conscious  of  her  beauty  fl.nd 
the  loss  of  it.  She  remembered  that  that  New  Year's  Eve,  seven 
years  before,  before  they  had  gone  up  to  bed,  her  mother  had 
again  held  up  her  arm  before  the  mirror  and  had  sighed  and 
said  :  "  They  last  longer  than  anything  else  about  a  woman, 
you  know.  Long  after  all  the  rest  of  you's  old  ye  can  keep  a 
nice  arm.  Ah.  well !  Be  thankful  you  can  keep  t>'  t  '  "  and 
she  had  gone  upstairs  singing  a  parody  of  the  Ride  o'  .  alkyries 
("Go  to  bed!    Go  to  bed!"). 

Of  course  she  had  hated  growing  olu  and  ugly. 
It  must  be  like  finding  the  fire  going  out  and  no  more  coal 
in  the  house.  And  it  had  been  done  to  her  violently 
by  the  brute  force  of  decay,  for  her  structure  was  unalterably 
lovely,  the  bones  of  her  face  were  little  but  perfect,  the  eye  lay 
in  an  exquisitely-vaulted  socket ;  and  everything  that  could 
be  tended  into  seemliness  was  seemly,  and  the  fine  line  of  her 
plait  showed  that  she  brushed  her  grey  hair  as  if  it  were  still 
red  gold.  Age  had  simply  come  and  passed  ugHness  over  her, 
like  the  people  in  Paris  that  she  had  read  about  in  the  paper 
who  threw  vitriol  over  their  enemies.  This  was  a  frightening 
universe  to  live  in,  when  the  laws  of  nature  behaved  like  very 
lawless  men.  She  was  so  young  that  till  then  she  had  thought 
there  were  tlu-ee  fixed  species  of  people — the  young,  the  middle- 
aged,  and  the  old — and  she  had  never  before  realised  that  young 
people  must  become  old,  or  stop  living.  She  trembled  with 
rage  at  this  arbitrary  rule,  and  sobbed  to  think  of  her  dear 
mother  undergoing  this  humiliation,  while  her  free  hand  and  a 
small  base  fraction  of  her  mind  passed  selfishly  over  her  face, 
asking  incredulously  if  it  must  suffer  the  same  fate.  It  seemed 
marvellous  that  people  could  live  so  placidly  when  they  knew 
the  dreadful  terms  of  existence,  and  it  almost  seemed  as  if  they 
could  not  know  and  should  be  told  at  once  so  that  they  could  arm 
against  Providence.  She  would  have  Uked  to  run  out  into  the 
sleeping  streets  and  call  on  the  citizens  to  wake  and  hear  the 
disastrous  news  that  beautiful  women  grow  old  and  lose  their 
beauty,  and  that  within  her  knowledge  this  had  happened  to 
one  who  did  not  deserve  it. 
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She  raised  her  head  and  saw  that  the  young  nurse  who  h 

SlTf"f^"^.^  °"J  °'  '^'  '^'^  ^»  night  w^"ta2ng 

the  end  of  the  bed  and  staring  at  her  with  hps  pursed  in  d 

approval.    She  was  shocked.  EUen  perceived,  because  she  I 

not  keeping  her  eyes  steadfastly  on  her  mother,  but  was  turn^ 

tlus  way  and  that  a  face  mobile  with  speculation  ;   and  fSr 

moment  she  was  convinced  by  the  girlfreproach  in"o  b^[, 

ashamed  because  her  emotion  was  not  quite  simple     But  th 

was  nonsense;   she  was  thinking  as  well  as  feeling  about  h 

t™e  he^  ''^'  ^^^  ^^'''^  ^''  ^''^  '^^  ^«^d  as  weK  w?i 

Yet  she  knew,  and  knew  it  feverishly,  because  night  emptie 

of  sleep  is  to  the  young   a  vacuum,  in  which  their  Tn 

stagger  about,  that  in  a  way  the  nurse  was  right.    If  she  ha^n 

been  qmte  so  clever  she  woid  never  have  mSe  her  mother  c 

as  she  had  done  more  than  once  by  snappmg  at  heV  when  sh 

had  sa,d  stupid  things.    There  rushed  on  hfr  the  recollect  o 

of  how  she  had  once  missed  her  mother  from  the  Se  an 

h^dsW  °?^°«  ""^ '''  ^"*  ^'^  «°i°g  upstairs  to  wSh  he 
h^roiH^-?"^  her  sitting  quite  still  on  the  wooden  chSr  I 

how  then  ^^e^'lTi^i;^'  ''T  '■^"'"S  ^^^  ^''  '^^'^  '  an' 
now.  When  hllen  had  thrown  her  arms  round  her  neck  an. 

You  took  me  up  so  sharply  when  I  thought  Joseph  Chamber 
lain  was  a  Liberal.  And  he  was  a  Liberal  oncef  de^^he' 
your  father  and  I  were  first  married  and  he  stiU  tdked^to  me 
IZ.  '  A?'P^  Chamberiain  was  a  Liberal  then."  At  t^' 
memory  EUen  put  her  head  down  on  the  pillow  besSe  £i 
mother's  and  sobbed  bitterly  ;  and  was  horrified  to  find  hersel 
P^'plr&ls.''^^"^  ^'^  ""  ^^"^  ^^^"«  *h^  nui^elrt?  ol 

She  sat  up  with  a  jerk.  She  was  not  nearly  nice  enough  to 
have  been  with  her  mother,  who  was  so  good  that  even  now 
when  death  was  punishing  her  face  Hkf  a  brSal  S  vi^: 
tonous  boxer,  bringing  out  patches  of  pallor  and  bflamed 
redness,  making  the  flesh  fall  away  from  the  bone  so  thaHhe 
features  looked  different  from  what  they  had  been  it  stU  d^ 
not  look  at  dl  terrible,  because  the  lines  on  it  had  been  raced 
only  by  diffidence  and  generosity.  With  her  Sh^rev  hal 
her  wnnkles.  and  the  mild  unrecriminating  exprS  Id  h 

cl^d^f  V"PP°r^  ,^^^    P^"'   ^he    looked    Hke    a    g^^ 
child  caught  up  by  old  age  in  the  obedient  performance  ^ 

«?iTh*''\  ,?**  ^^  ^^^*  ^he  had  always  bL  ™  like 
aU  through  hf^a  good  child.    She  had  ^h^ays  wS  a^  if 
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someone  in  authority,  most  likely  an  aunt,  had  just  told  her 
to  mind  and  turn  her  toes  out.  It  had  given  her,  when  she 
grew  older  and  her  shoulders  had  become  bent,  a  peculiar  tripping 
gait  which  Ellen  hated  to  remember  she  had  often  been  ashamed 
of  when  they  went  into  tea-shops  or  crossed  a  road  in  front  of 
a  lot  of  people,  but  which  she  saw  now  to  have  been  lovelier 
than  any  dance,  with  its  implication  that  all  her  errands  were 
innocent. 

"  Mother,  mother !  "  she  moaned,  and  their  hands  pressed 
one  another,  and  there  was  more  intimate  conversation 
between  their  flesh.  Her  exalted  feelings,  as  she  came  out  of 
them,  reminded  her  of  other  shared  occasions  of  ecstasy.  She 
remembered  Mrs.  Melville  clutching  excitedly  at  her  arm  as  she 
turned  her  face  away  from  the  west,  where  a  winy  darkness 
of  banked  clouds  had  succeeded  flames,  round  which  little  rounded 
golden  cloudlets  thronged  like  Cupids  round  a  celestial  bonfire 
and  crying  m  a  tone  of  gourmandise,  "  I  would  go  anvwhere  for 
a  good  sunset  I  "  °       j 

There  was  that  other  time  that  she  had  been  so  hapov 
when   they  had   watched  the    fish-wives   of  Dunbar  sittmg 
on  tubs  under  great  flaring  torches  set  in  sconces  on   the 
wall   behind   them,   gutting   herrings   that   sUd   sUver  under 
their  quick  kmves  and  left  blood  on  their  fingers  that  shone 
like  a  fluid  jewel,  raw-coloured  to  suit  its  wearers'  weathered 
rawness,  and  lay  on  the  cobbles  as  a  rich  dark  tesselation. 
The  reflected  sunset  had  lain  within  the  high  walls  of  the  harbour 
as  in  a  coffin,  its  fires  made  peaceful  by  being  caught  on  oilv 
waters,  and  above  the  tall  roof-trees  of  the   huddled  hous^ 
behind  the  stars  had  winked  hke  cold,  clever  eyes  of  the  nirfu 
Mrs.  Melville  had  circled  about  the  scene,  crying  out  at  aU  its 
niomentary  shifts  from  key  to  key  of  beauty,  nlurmuring  that 
the  supper  would  be  spoilmg  and  the  landlady  awful  annoved 
but  she  must  wait,  she  must  wait.    When  the  women  had 
stopped  gutting  and  had  arisen,  shaking  a  largesse  of  sUver 
scales  from  their  canvas  aprons,  and  the  dying  torches  had  snlit 
and  guttered  and  fallen  from  the  sconcS  Ld  £  trodden 

^.V"#n ''  rS'  ^^P-^T'  °^  ^""'"^^^  "^«"'  she  had  gone  home 
with  Ellen  like  a  reveller  conducted  by  a  sober  friend  exclai^S^ 
every  „ow  and  then  with  a  fearful  joy  in  her  o^S  naugtS 

It  s  nearly  nine,  but  it's  been  worth  it  I  "  "S»"ness. 

For  this  innocent  passion  for  beauty  the  poor  little  thine 
(EUen  remembered  how  lightly  her  mother  had  weighed  of 
her  arm  that  night  though  she  was  tired)  had  Se  manJ 
sacnfices.    To  see   better  the   green   glass   of  thT^bS 
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wave  and  hear  the  kiss  the  spray  gives  the  sea  on  its  retur 
she  would  sit  in  the  bow  of  the  steamer,  though  that  did  no 
suit  her  natural  timidity ;  and  if  passengers  were  landed  at 
village  that  lay  well  on  the  shore  she  would  go  ashore,  even  i 
there  were  no  pier  and  she  had  to  go  in  a  small  boat,  thougl 
these  made  her  squeal  with  fright.  And  there  was  an  absolut 
purity  about  this  passion.  It  was  untainted  by  greed.  Sh 
loved  most  of  all  that  unpossossable  thing,  the  way  the  worh 
looks  under  the  weather ;  and  on  the  possessablc  things  o 
beauty  that  had  lain  under  her  eyes,  in  the  jewellers 
windows  in  Princes  Street  or  on  the  walls  of  the  Nationa 
Gallery,  she  had  gazed  with  no  feelings  but  the  mos 
generous,  acclaiming  response  to  their  quality  and  gratitude  fo 
the  kindness  on  the  part  of  the  powers  that  be.  She  had  beei 
a  good  child  :  she  hadn't  snatched. 

But  when  one  thinks  of  a  good  child  faithfully  adhering  t( 
the  nursery  ethic  the  thought  is  not  bearable  unless  it  is  imder 
stood  that  there  is  a  kind  nurse  in  the  house  who  dresses  he 
up  for  her  walk  so  that  people  smile  on  her  in  the  streets,  anc 
maybe  buys  her  a  coloured  balloon,  and  when  they  come  back  t( 
tea  spreads  the  jam  thick  and  is  not  shocked  at  the  idea  o 
cake.  But  mother  was  lying  here  in  a  hospital  nightgown  o 
pink  flannel,  between  greyish  cotton  sheets  under  horse-blankets 
in  pain  and  about  to  die  ;  utterly  unrewarded.  And  she  hac 
never  been  rewarded.  Ellen's  mind  ran  through  the  arcad( 
of  their  time  together  and  could  find  no  moment  when  hei 
mother's  life  had  been  decorated  by  any  bright  scrap  of  thai 
beauty  she  adored. 

Ellen  could  see  her  rising  in  the  morning,  patting  hei 
yawning  mouth  with  her  poor  ugly  hands,  putting  her  flanne! 
dressing-gown  about  her,  and  treading  clumsy  with  sleep 
down  the  creaky  stairs  to  put  the  kettle  on  the  gas,  on  hei 
knees  before  the  kitchen  range,  her  head  tied  up  in  a  handkerchiel 
to  keep  the  ash  out  of  her  hair,  sticking  something  into  the  fire 
that  made  disigreeable  grating  noises  which  suggested  it  was 
not  being  used  as  competently  as  it  might  be  ;  standing  timidlj 
in  shops,  trying  to  attract  the  notice  of  assistants  who  perceived 
she  was  very  poor  :  but  she  could  never  see  her  visited  by 
beauty.  For  her  it  had  stayed  in  the  sunset.  It  might  have 
abode  with  her  in  the  form  of  love  :  indeed,  Ellen  thought 
that  would  have  been  the  best  form  it  could  have  taken,  for  she 
knew  that  she  could  be  quite  happy,  even  if  her  life  were  harder 
than  her  mother's  in  the  one  point  in  which  it  could  be  harder 
and  there  were  not  enough  to  eat,  provided  that  she  had  Richard. 
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But  she  felt  it  impossible  that  her  mother  could  have  sipped 
any  real  joy  from  companionship  with  herself,  whom  she  con- 
ceived as  cold  and  vicious  ;  and  pushing  her  memory  back  to 
the  earliest  period,  where  it  hated  to  linger,  she  perceived  in- 
numerable heartrending  intimations  that  the  free  expenditure 
of  her  mother's  deamess  had  brought  her  no  comfort  of  love. 
She  could  remember  no  good  of  her  father.  It  was  his  habit 
to  wear  the  Irish  manner  of  distraction,  as  he  walked  the  streets 
with  his  chin  projected  and  his  eyes  focussed  in  the  middle 
distance  to  make  them  look  wild,  but  his  soul  was  an  alert  work- 
man who  sat  tightening  screws.  By  neat  workmanship  he  could 
lift  from  negligences  any  reproach  of  negativeness  and  turn 
them  into  positive  wounds.  If  he  were  going  to  send  his  wife  too 
little  money,  and  that  too  late,  he  would  weeks  before  lead  her 
to  expect  an  especially  large  cheque  so  that  she  would  dream 
of  little  extravagances,  of  new  shoes  for  Ellen,  of  sweets  and 
fruit,  until  they  were  as  good  as  bought,  and  the  loss  of  them 
added  the  last  saltness  to  the  tears  that  flowed  when  there 
had  at  last  arrived  not  quite  enough  to  pay  the  rent.  He  was 
indeed  a  specialist  in  disappointment.  EUen  guessed  that  he 
had  probably  preluded  this  neglectful  marriage  by  a  very 
passionate  courtship;  probably  he  had  said  to  mother  the 
very  things  that  Richard  said  to  her,  but  without  meaning  them. 
At  that  she  shivered,  and  knew  the  nature  of  the  sin  of 
blasphemy. 

How  her  mother  had  been  betrayed  I  It  was  as  monstrous  a 
story  as  anything  people  made  a  fuss  about  in  literature.  What 
had  happened  to  Ophelia  and  Desdemona  that  had  not  happened 
to  her  mother  ?  Hei  heart  had  broken  just  as  theirs  did,  and 
in  the  matter  of  death  they  had  had  the  picturesque  advantage. 
And  her  father,  was  he  not  as  dreadful  as  lago  ?  Thinking  so 
much  of  him  brought  back  the  hated  sense  of  his  physical 
presence,  and  she  saw  again  the  long,  handsome  face,  solemn  with 
concentration  on  the  task  of  self-esteem,  surmounted  by  its  high, 
narrow  forehead,  and  heard  the  voice,  which  somehow  was  also 
high  and  nanow,  repeating  stories  which  invariably  ran :  "  He 
came  to  me  and  asked  me  .  .  .  and  I  said, '  My  dear  fellow . . .'" 
For,  Uke  all  Irishmen,  he  was  fon '.  of  telling  stories  of  how  people 
brought  him  their  lives'  problems,  which  he  always  found 
ridiculously  easy  to  solve.  Everything  about  him,  the  sawing 
gestures  of  his  white,  oblong  hands,  the  cold  self-conscious  charm 
of  his  brogue,  the  seignorial  contempt  with  which  he  spoke  of 
all  other  human  beings  and  of  all  forms  of  hiunan  activity  save 
speculation  on  the  Stock  Exchange,  seemed  to  have  a  secondary 
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meaning  of  rejection  of  her  mother's  love  and  mockery  of  hei 
warm,  loyal  spirit.  There  spoke,  too,  an  earnest  dedication  tc 
mahgmty  m  the  accomplishment  to  which  he  had  brought  the 
art  of  teUmg  unspoken,  and  therefore  uncontradictable.  lies 
about  her  mother.  If,  after  helping  him  on  with  his  coat  in 
the  hall  and  laying  a  loving  hand  on  his  sleeve  because  he  looked 
such  a  fine  man,  she  asked  him  for  money  to  pay  the  always 
overdue  household  bills,  -r  even  to  ask  whether  they  would 
wait  dinner  for  him,  he  would  say  something  quite  just  about 
the  untidiness  of  her  hair,  follow  it  up  by  a  generalisation  on 
her  un worthiness,  and  then  bang  the  door,  but  not  too  loudly 
as  if  he  had  good-humouredly  administered  a  sharp  rap  over 
the  knuckles  to  a  really  justifiable  piece  of  female  imbecility. 

Yet  while  she  shook  with  hate  at  the  memory  of  what  her 
father  was,  she  guessed  what  woiUd  please  her  mother  most 
and  leaning  over  her,  she  whispered,  "  Mother,  do  you  hear 
me  ?  I  believe  father  did  care  for  you  quite  a  lot  in  his  own 
way.  And  the  dying  woman  lifted  her  lids  and  showed  eyes 
that  at  this  lovely  thought  had  reht  the  fires  that  had  burned 
there  when  she  was  quite  alive,  and  pressed  her  daughter's 
hands  mth  a  fierce,  jubilant  pressure. 

How  dared  her  father  contemn  her  mother  so  ?  Her  father 
was  not  a  fool.  That  she  was  quite  submissive  to  life,  that  it 
was  unthinkable  that  she  could  rebel  against  society  or  persons 
was  not  because  she  was  foolish,  but  because  she  was  sweet' 
To  question  a  law  would  be  to  cast  imputations  against  those 
who  made  it  and  those  who  obeyed  it,  and  that  was  a  grave 
responsibility ;  to  question  an  act  would  perhaps  be  to  give 
its  doer  occasion  for  remorse,  and  in  a  world  of  suffering  how 
could  she  take  upon  herself  to  do  that  ?  She  had  h?d  dignity 
bhe  had  had  that  real  wildness  which  her  husband  had  aped  for 
she  was  a  true  romantic.  She  had  scorned  the  plain  world 
where  they  talk  prose  more  expensively  than  most  professed 
romantics  do. 

Once  on  the  top  of  a  tram  towards  Craiglockhart  she 
had  pointed  out  to  EUen  a  big  house  of  the  prosperous, 
geometric  sort,  with  greenhouses  and  a  garage  and  a  tennis- 
court,  and  said,  "  Yon's  Johnny  Fauld's  house.  He  proposed 
to  me  once  at  a  picnic  on  the  Isle  of  May,  and  I  promised  him, 
but  1  took  It  back  that  very  evening  because  he  was  that  upset 
at  losing  his  umbrella.  I  knew  what  would  come  to  him  from 
his  father,  but  I  could  not  fancy  marrying  a  man  who  was 
upset  at  losing  his  umbrella."  At  the  recollection  Ellen  laughed 
aloud,  and  cned  out,  "  Mother,  you  are  such  a  wee  darling  i  " 
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And  she  was  more  than  a  romantic :  she  was  a  poet.    What  was 
there  in  all  Keats  and  Shelley  but  just  this  same  passion  for 
unpossessable  things  ?     It  was  vulgar,  like  despising  a  man 
because  he  has  not  made  money  though  it  is  well  known  that 
he  has  worked  hard,  to  do  her  less  honour  than  them  because 
she  was  not  able  to  set  down  in  verse  the  things  she  undoubtedly 
felt.    And  she  was  good,  so  good — even  divinely  good.     Life 
had  given  her  so  httle  beyond  her  meagre  flesh  and  breakable 
bones  that  it  might  have  seemed  impossible  that  she  should 
satisfy  the  exorbitant  demands  of  her  existence.     But  she  had 
done  that ;  she  had  reared  a  child,  and  of  the  wet  wood  of  poverty 
she  had  made  a  bright  fire  on  her  hearthstone.    She  had  done 
more  than  that :  she  had  given  her  child  a  love  that  was  un- 
stinted good  living  for  the  soul.    And  she  had  done  more  than 
that :   to  every  himian  being  with  whom  she  came  in  contact 
she  had  made  a  little  present  of  something  over  and  above  the 
ordinti.ry  decent  feelings  arising  from  the  situation,  something 
which  was  too  sensible  and  often  too  roguish  to  be  called  tender- 
ness, whi oh  was  rather  the  handsomest  possible    agreement 
with  the  other  person's  idea  of  himself,  and  a  taking  of  his  side 
in  his  struggle  with  fate.     This  power  of  giving  gifts  was  a 
miracle  of  the  loaves  and  fishes  kind.    "  Mother,  I  did  not 
desairve  you  !  "  she  cried.    "  I  do  wish  I  had  been  better  to 
you  !  "    And  what  had  her  mother  got  for  being  a  romantic,  a 
poet,    and   a   saint   who   worked   miracles  ?    Nothing.    This 
snoring  death  in  a  hospital  was  Ufe's  final  award  to  her.    It 
could  not  possibly  be  so.     She  sat  bolt  upright,  her  mouth  a 
round  hole  with  horror,  restating  the  problem.     But  it  was 
so.    A  virtuous  woman  was  being  allowed  to  die  without  having 
been  happy. 

"  Oh,  mother,  mother  I  "  Ellen  wailed,  wishing  they  had 
not  embark  3d  on  the  universe  in  such  a  leaky  raft  as  this  world, 
and  was  terrified  to  find  that  her  mother's  hand  made  no  answer 
to  her  pressure.  "  Nurse  I  "  she  cried,  and  was  enraged  that 
no  answer  came  from  behind  the  screen,  until  the  door  opened, 
and  the  nurse,  looking  pretentiously  sensible,  followed  the  two 
doctors  to  the  bed.  She  found  it  detestable  that  this  cold  hireling 
should  have  detected  her  mother's  plight  before  she  did,  and 
when  they  took  her  away  for  a  moment  she  stumbled  round  the 
screen,  whimpering.  "  Richard  !  "  trying  to  behave  well,  but 
wanting  to  make  just  enough  fuss  for  him  to  realise  how  awful 
she  wai;  feeling. 

Rii-hard  was  sitting  in  front  of  the  fire,  rubbmg  the  sleep  out 
of  his  iyes,  but  he  jumped  up  alertly  and  gathered  hex  to  his  arms. 
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"  Richard,  she's  going !  " 

He  could  find  no  consolation  to  give  her  but  a  close,  un- 
voluptuous  embrace.  They  stood  silent,  looking  at  the  fire. 
"  Is  it  not  strange,"  she  whispered,  "  that  people  really  die  ?  " 

Richard  did  not  in  the  least  participate  in  this  feeling.  He 
merely  looked  at  her  with  misted  eyes,  as  if  he  found  it  touching 
that  anyone  should  feel  like  that,  and  this  reassured  her.  Perhaps 
he  knew  an  answer  to  this  problem.  It  might  be  possible  that 
he  knew  it  and  yet  could  not  tell  it,  for  she  had  never  been 
able  to  tell  him  how  she  loved  him,  though  she  knew  quite  well. 
She  lifted  her  face  to  his  that  she  might  see  if  there  were  know- 
ledge in  his  eyes,  and  was  disappointed  that  he  merely  bent  to 
kiss  her. 

"  No  !  "  she  said  fretfully,  adding  half  honestly,  half  because 
he  had  disappointed  her,  "  You  mustn't.  I've  been  kissing 
mother." 

But  he  persisted  ;  and  they  exchanged  a  solenm  kiss,  the 
religious  sister  of  their  usual  passionate  kisses.  Then  she  shook 
with  a  sudden  access  of  anger,  and  clung  to  his  coat  lapels  and 
stared  into  his  eyes  so  that  he  should  give  her  full  attention, 
and  poured  out  her  tale  of  wrong  in  a  spate  of  whispering. 
"  Every  night  ever  since  I  can  remember  I've  seen  mother 
kneeling  by  her  bed  to  say  her  prayers,  no  matter  how  cold  it 
was,  though  she  never  would  buy  herself  good  woollens,  and  never 
scamping  them  to  less  than  five  minutes.  And  what  has  she 
got  for  it  ?  What  has  she  got  for  it  ?  "  But  they  called  for  her 
behind  the  screen,  and  she  dropped  her  hands  and  answered, 
pretending  that  her  mother  was  so  well  that  it  might  have  been 
she  who  called,  "I'm  coming,  darling." 

The  moustached  doctor,  when  she  had  come  to  the  foot  of 
the  bed,  said  gently,  "  I'm  sorry;  it's  all  over." 

She  bent  a  careful  scrutiny  on  her  mother.  "Are  you 
sure  ?  "  she  said  wistfully. 

"  Quite  sure." 

"  May  I  kiss  her  ?  " 

"  Please  don't.    It  isn't  safe." 

"  Ah  well !  "  she  sighed.  "  Then  we'd  best  be  going.  Richard, 
are  you  ready  ?  " 

As  he  came  to  her  side  she  raised  her  head  and  breathed 
"  Good  night !  "  to  that  ghostly  essence  which  she  conceived 
was  floating  vaporously  in  the  upper  air  and  slipped  her  arm 
in  his.  "  Good  night,  and  thank  you  for  all  you've  done  for  her," 
she  said  to  the  people  round  the  bed.  As  she  went  to  the  door  a 
remembrance  checked  her.    '*  What  of  the  funeral  ?  " 
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"  They'll  tell  you  all  that  down  at  the  office."  This  was  a 
terrifying  place,  where  there  existed  a  routine  to  meet  this 
strange  contingency  of  death  ;  where  one  stepped  from  a  room 
where  drawn  bUnds  cabined  in  electric  light  into  a  passage  full 
with  pale  daylight ;  and  left  a  beloved  in  that  untimely  artificial 
brightness  as  in  some  separate  and  dangerous  division  of  time ; 
where  mother  lay  dead. 

Yet  after  all,  because  terror  existed  here  and  had  written 
itself  across  the  night  as  intensely  as  beauty  ever  wrote  itself 
across  the  sky  in  sunset,  it  need  not  be  that  terror  is  one  of  the 
forces  which  dictate  the  plot  of  the  universe.  This  was  a  catch- 
ment area  that  drained  the  whole  city  of  terror ;  and  how  small 
it  was  !  Certainly  terror  was  among  the  moods  of  the  creative 
Person,  whom  for  the  sake  of  clear  thinking  they  found  it  neces- 
sary to  hold  responsible  for  life,  though  being  children  of  this 
age,  and  conscious  of  humanity's  grievance,  they  thought  of 
Him  without  love.  But  it  was  one  of  the  least  frequent  and 
the  most  impermanent  of  His  moods.  All  the  people  one  does 
not  know  seem  to  be  quite  happy.  Therefore  it  might  be  that 
though  Fate  had  finally  closed  the  story  of  Mrs.  Melville's  life, 
and  had  to  the  end  shown  her  no  mercy,  there  was  no  occasion 
for  despair  about  the  future.  It  might  well  be  that  no  other 
life  would  ever  be  so  grievous.  Therefore  it  was  with  not  the 
least  selfish  taint  of  sorrow,  it  was  with  tears  that  were  provoked 
only  by  the  vanishment  of  their  beloved,  that  they  passed  out 
through  the  iron  gates. 

The  scene  did  not  endorse  their  hopeful  reading  of 
the  situation.  Before  them  stretched  the  avenue,  confined 
on  each  side  by  palings  with  rounded  tops  which  looked 
like  slurs  on  a  score  of  music  ;  to  the  right  the  hospital  lay 
behind  a  flatness  ot  grass,  planted  in  places  with  shrubs ,  and  to 
the  left,  on  the  slope  of  the  hill  on  which  the  grey  workhouse 
stood,  painted  the  very  grey  coloui  of  poverty  itself,  paupers  in 
white  ovsralls  worked  among  bare  trees.  Through  this  grim 
landscape  they  stepped  forward,  silent  and  hand  in  hand, 
grieving  because  she  had  lived  without  glory,  she  who  was  so 
much  loved  by  them,   whose  life  was  going  to  be  so  glorious. 
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CHAPTER  I 


Now  that  they  had  taken  the  tickets  at  Willesden,  Ellen  felt 
doubtful  of  the  whole  enterprise.  It  was  very  possible  that 
Richard's  mother  would  not  want  her.  In  fact,  she  had  been 
sure  that  Richard's  mother  did  not  want  her  ever  since  they 
left  Crewe.  There  a  fat,  pasty  young  man  had  got  in  and  taken 
the  seat  opposite  her,  and  had  sat  with  his  pale  grey  eyes  dwelling 
on  the  flying  landscape  with  a  slightly  sick,  devotional  ex- 
pression, while  his  lips  moved  and  his  plump  hands  played  with 
a  small  cross  inscribed  "  All  for  Jesus  "  which  hung  from  his 
watch-chain.  Presently  he  had  settled  down  to  rest  with 
his  hands  folded  on  his  lap,  but  had  shortly  been  visited  with  a 
distressing  hiccup,  which  shook  his  waistcoat  so  violently  that 
the  little  cross  was  sent  flying  up  into  the  air.  "  Mother  will 
laugh  when  I  tell  her  about  that,"  she  said  to  herself,  and  did 
not  remember  for  a  second  that  her  mother  had  been  dead  six 
weeks. 

This  sharp  reminder  of  the  way  they  had  conspired 
together  to  cover  the  blank  wall  of  daily  life  with  a  trellis  of 
trivial  laughter  made  her  stare  under  knitted  brows  at  the 
companionship  that  was  to  be  hers  henceforward.  It  could  not 
be  as  good  as  that.  Indeed,  from  such  slender  intimations  as  she 
had  received,  it  was  not  going  to  be  good  at  all.  Her  inflexibly 
honest  aesthetic  sense  had  made  her  lay  by  Mrs.  Yaverland's 
letters  with  the  few  trinkets  and  papers  she  desired  to  keep 
for  ever,  because  they  were  written  in  such  an  exquisite  script, 
each  black  word  written  so  finely  and  placed  so  fastidiously  on 
the  thick,  rough,  white  paper,  and  she  felt  it  a  duty  to  do  honour 
to  all  lovely  things.  But  their  contents  had  increased  her  sense 
of  bereavement.  They  had  come  like  a  north  wind  blowing  into 
a  room  that  is  already  cold.  She  had  not  wished  to  find  them 
so,  for  she  disliked  becoming  so  nearly  the  subject  of  a  comic 
song  as  a  woman  who  hates  her  mother-in-law.  But  it  was 
really  the  fact  that  they  had  the  air  of  letters  written  by  someone 
who  was  sceptical  of  the  very  existence  of  the  addressee  and 
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had  sent  them  merely  to  humour  some  third  person  An, 
where  the  expressions  were  strong  she  felt  that  they  we?e  Juali^e 
SilnHv^T./'"^'?'''-  ^^^  P«°Pl«'  she  felt,  ouTht  ?otrit 
t^  h?thl"l"""rf  I"  V"r '^e  ^*^'^"  hand.  She  wi  1^^^ 
Z  /J}^J\^^'''^^''^  ^'^^y^  SP^J^^  «f  her  as  Marion.  Eve 
the  anecdotes  he  recounted  to  show  how  brave  and  wise  M 

r  a?our  of  Wn,^"'"  ?  1^'^'^  tight-lipped.  He  said  ^'J^ 
in  lavour  of  Woman  s  Suffrage,  but  it  was  almost  as  had  Z 
being  against  it  to  have  such  |ifts  and  nevS  toTS^ve  ?one  anv 
days'oT  her'SS' '"' '°  ''"^  "^^^  economically  depTndenT^'?h^ 

g.»t^L&t!r;^^^^ 

for  each  others  comfort,  that  they  were  approaching  the  end 
of  the  journey ;  and  she  began  to  think  of^lSS  with  te^or 
and  vindictiveness.  and  this  abstinence  from  TcareTr  became 
LT^f  manifestation  of  that  lack  of  spiritual  sTnewwS 

lue^timacy.     She  prefigured  her  swarthy  and  obese. 

had  bLftoId  to' do ''xt '?'*.'  '^"^  ""«*^^  P'^tform,  as  she 

the  peop  e,  who  all  looked  darkly  dressed  ^d  r^eek  ^  thev 
humed  along  into  the  layer  of  shadow  that  la^alonTthe  Sound^ 

because^herm'.lL^'r'''^."^/°  "^^^"^^^  '^'  caSf  and^orte^s 
Decause  their  meagre  lives  had  convinced  them  that  horp  wa, 

Tare^STotetT';"^  ''  '^  ^^""^-     "  ^he'anSt?  mothS 
naa  ever  come  to  London  on  the  tiip  they  had  alwavs  olanned 
she  would  have  been  swinging  off  now  to  look  for  a  taxMust 

lid  ^"Wh;  'pSef  T  ^'^  ^^"^  ^f  ^.  ^^^  -°^her  ^ouTd  hiv 
saia.      Why,   hUen,   I  never  would  have  thought  vou  could 

ShJi^MT  '°  ^"^'^'y-"    ^^"'  that  would  nofhaSn  now 
bhe  would  have  erieved  nvor  it  •  k,.<-  ^  t  "">■  uappen  now. 

I  am  Richards  mother.     You  are  Richard's  wife ?  " 
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Ellen  repeated,  "  T  am  Richard's  wife,"  feeling  distressed 
that  she  had  said  it,  since  they  were  not  yt.  ..larried,  but  aware 
that  to  correct  it  would  be  trivial. 

It  was  strange  to  look  down  instead  of  up  at  those  dark  eyes, 
those  brows  which  lay  straight  black  bars  save  for  that  slight 
piratical  twist,  with  no  intervening  arch  between  them  and 
the  dusky  eyeUds.  It  was  strange  to  hear  Richard's  voice 
coming  from  a  figure  blurred  with  soft,  rich,  feminine  clothes. 
It  was  strange  to  see  her  passing  through  just  such  a  moment 
of  impeded  tenderness  as  Richard  often  underwent.  Plainly 
she  wanted  to  kiss  Ellen,  but  was  prevented  by  an  intense 
physical  reserve,  and  did  not  want  to  shake  hands,  since  that 
was  inadequate,  and  this  conflict  gave  her  for  a  minute  a  stiff 
queerness  of  attitude.  She  compromised  by  taking  Ellen's 
left  hand  in  her  own  left  hand,  and  giving  it  what  was  evidently 
a  sincere  but  not  spontaneous  pressure.  Then,  turning  away, 
she  asked,  "  What  about  your  luggage?  " 

"  I've  just  this  suitcase.  I  sent  the  rest  in  advance.  Do 
you  not  think  that's  the  most  sensible  way?  "  said  Ellen,  in  a 
tone  intended  to  convey  that  she  was  not  above  taking  advice 
from  an  older  women. 

Mrs.  Yaverland  made  a  vague,  purring  noise,  which  seemed 
to  imply  that  she  found  material  consideration  too  puzzhng  for 
discussion,  and  commanded  the  porter  with  one  of  those  slow, 
imperative  gestures  that  Richard  made  \shen  he  wanted  people 
to  do  things.  Walking  down  the  platform,  Ellen  wondered  why 
Richard  always  called  her  a  little  thing.  His  mother  was  far 
smaller  than  she  was,  and  broad-shouldered  too,  which  made 
her  look  dumpy.  Her  resemblance  to  Richard  became  marked 
again  when  they  got  into  the  taxi,  and  she  dealt  with  the  porter 
and  the  driver  with  just  such  quiet  murmured  commands  and 
dippings  into  pockets  of  loose  change  as  Richard  on  these  occa- 
sions, but  Ellen  did  not  find  it  in  the  least  endearing.  She 
was  angry  that  Richard  was  hkt  that,  not  because  he  was  himself, 
but  because  he  was  this  woman's  son.  When  Mrs.  Yaverland 
asked  in  that  beautiful  voice  which  was  annojringly  qualified 
by  terseness  as  her  letters  had  been,  "  And  how's  Richard  ?  " 
she  replied  consequentially,  with  the  air  of  a  person  describing 
his  garden  to  a  person  v\ho  has  not  one.  But  Mrs.  Yaverland 
was  too  distracting  to  allow  her  to  pursue  this  line  with  any 
satisfaction.  For  she  listened  with  murmurs  that  were  surely 
contented  ;  and,  having  drawn  off  her  very  thick,  very  soft 
leather  gloves,  she  began  to  polish  her  nails,  which  were  already 
brighter  than  any  Ellen  had  ever  seen,  against  the  palms  of 
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fenS^H"*"'  l?"u*^  meanwhile  out  of  absent  eyes  at  the  sapohi 

infp  tKS^  ?^  '"'■  "'^  "'^'^•ve  ^d  vigilant  and  seren 
like  the  head  of  a  great  man.    Moreover,  she  was  not  in  ?^ 

ever  h^^^tag  ^  te     BStToZhT?'''"  "/  "?"'"«  '«' 
Jrom  those  pumng  murmurs  which  were  evidently  the  ,00™?. 

iin  fhlrl^  Tu  ^  V^"^  shamelessness.    It  couldn't  hanoen 

S^tried  at  w' K^til^^P^y  "°*  *b«  People  to  do  it     It  ffi 
be  tried  at  first ;  but  because  middle-aged  men  would  const^lly 
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turn  to  middle-aged  women  and  say,  "  Catch  me  bringing  you 
here  again,  Elspeth.  It's  a  nice  thing  to  have  your  dinner  with 
every  Tom,  Dick  and  Harry  in  the  street  watching  every  mouth- 
ful you  take,"  and  because  young  men  would  as  constantly 
have  turned  to  young  women  with  the  gasp,  "  I'm  sure  I  saw 
father  passing,"  it  would  have  been  a  failure.  But  here  it  was 
a  success.  The  sight  was  like  loud,  frivolous  music.  And  on 
the  other  side  there  was  a  theatre  with  steps  leading  up  to  a 
glittering  bow-front,  and  a  dark  wall  spattered  with  the  white 
squares  of  playbills,  under  which  a  queue  of  people  watched 
with  happy  and  indifferent  faces  a  ragged  reciter  whose  burlesque 
extravagance  of  gesture  showed  that  one  was  now  in  a 
country  more  tolerant  of  nonsense  than  the  North. 

She  wanted  to  sit  there  quietly,  savouring  the  scene.  But  Mrs. 
Yaverland  said  in  her  terse  voice  :  "  I've  taken  rooms  at  the  Haps- 
burg  for  to-night.  I  thought  you'd  like  it.  I  do  myself,  because  it's 
near  the  river.  You  know,  we're  near  the  river  at  Roothing." 
Ellen  could  no  longer  turn  her  attention  to  the  spectacle  for 
wondering  why  Mrs.  Yaverland  .should  speak  of  the  Thames  as 
if  it  were  an  interesting  and  important  relative.  It  could  not 
possibly  be  that  Mrs.  Yaverland  felt  about  the  river  as  she  felt 
about  the  Pentlands,  for  elderly  people  did  not  feel  things  like 
that.  They  liked  a  day's  outing,  but  they  always  sat  against 
the  breakwater  with  the  newspaper  and  the  sandwich-basket 
while  one  went  exploring  ;  at  least,  mother  always  did.  Trying 
to  insert  some  sense  into  the  conversation,  she  asked  politely, 
"  Do  you  do  much  boating  ?  "  and  was  again  baffled  by  the 
mutter,  "  No,  it's  too  far  away."  Well,  if  it  was  too  far  away 
it  could  not  be  near.    She  was  tired  by  the  long  day's  travel. 

But  the  hotel,  when  they  alighted,  pleased  her.  The  vast 
entrance  hall,  with  its  prodigality  of  tender  rosy  light,  the 
people  belonging  to  the  very  best  fanuhes  who  sat  about  in 
monstrously  large  armchairs  set  at  vast  intervals  on  the  lawny 
carpets,  were  not  in  the  least  embarrassed  by  the  publicity  of 
their  position  and  shone  physically  with  well-being  and  the 
expectation  of  pleasure ;  the  grandiose  marble  corridors,  the 
splendid  version  of  a  lift,  and  the  number  of  storeys  that  flashed 
past  them,  all  very  much  the  same,  but  justifying  their  monotony 
by  their  stateliness,  like  modern  blank  verse,  made  her  remember 
solemnly  her  inner  conviction  that  she  would  some  day  find 
herself  amid  surroundings  of  luxurj.'. 

The  necessity  of  looking  as  if  she  were  used  to  and 
even  wearied  by  this  sort  of  thing  weighed  heavily  on 
her,  for  she  felt  that  it  was  almost  dishonour  not  to  express 
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the  solemn  joy  this  magnificence  was   giving    her     So  . 
stood  m  the  fine  room  to  which  Mrs.   Yavcrland  took  h 
and  after  having  resolved  that  the  minute  she  was   e^  alo 
she  would  touch  the  magnificent  crimson  velvet  roses  that  Ttn 
out  m  l„gh  relief  all  over  the  wallpaper,  she  fdt  t  St  she  cou 
not  graciously  withhold  praise  from  this  which  was  to  be  her  ov 
soecia  share  of  the  splendour.     She  moved  shy?  towards  M 
Vavnrland  who  had  gone  to  the  window  and  waJlookW  do 
in  the  mght.  and  said  shyly.  "  This  is  a  very  fine  room  "  b 
slve  knew   too  softly  to  reach  such  markedly  inattemh4  ea 
She  stood  there  awkwardly,  feeling  herself  suswndc"d  till  t. 
woman  should  take  notice  of  her.    ^f  her  motheS  been  w 
her  they  would  have  had  a  room  with  two  beds  and  woi 
have  talked  before  they  went  to  sleep  of  the  day  and  its  woTid 

lled'^'Sind  ''"  ^^"'  ^'^"•-     ^''^  ^'S^-'^-     -^I-'varian 

Beneath  there  was  a  deep  drop  of  the  windless  scentl.^ 
darkness  that  night  brings  to  modern  cities  ;  Ten  a  .a^^o' 
rench  of  unlit  gardens  obscured  by  the  threadbare  texuren 
leafless  tree-tops,  then  a  broad  luminous  channdof  roldwav 
lined  with  trees  whose  natural  substance  was  so  chan  J<?  hv  t? 
unnatural  light  that  they  looked  lik^toyTrees  mad?  of  ^m! 
bn  tie  composition,  and  traversed  by  tramcars  eS/nr  ,n^ 

ine  ncner  a  few  ruby  and  emerald  lights.      -  bove.  stars  cracklpd 
frostily  close  to  earth,  as  stars  do  in  winter.  ' 

rhat  is  the  river,"  said  Mrs.  Yaverland. 
She  s.aid  It  as  if  she  desired  to  be  out  of  this  warmth  standin^r 
down  there  by  the  dark  parapet  marked.by  thTSrof  laS 
close  to  the  flowing  waters ;  as  if  she  woiIld^havVl^ed  a^Thl 
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beautiful  bright  lights  to  be  txtinguishcd,  so  that  there  would 
be  nothing  left  but  the  dark  waters. 

Kllen  went  and  sat  down  on  the  bed.  There  was  a  standard 
lamp  beside  it,  whose  hght,  curbed  to  a  small  rosv  cloud  by  a 
silken  shade  like  a  fairy's  frock,  seemed  much  the  best  thing 
for  her  eyes  m  tl»e  room.  She  was  sad  that  in  this  new  life 
in  England,  which  had  seemed  so  promising,  one  still  had  to 
turn  for  comfort  from  ixTsuns  to  things.  She  was  aware  that 
wildncss  such  as  this,  such  preferences  lor  walking  abroad  in 
the  chill  night  rather  than  sitting  in  warm  rooms,  for  sterile 
swift  water  rather  than  the  solid  earth  that  bears  the  crops  and 
supports  the  cities,  are  the  processes  of  ix)etry  working  in  the 
soul.  But  it  did  not  please  her  in  an  older  woman.  She  felt 
that  Mrs.  Melville,  who  would  have  been  trotting  about  crying 
out  at  the  magnificence  of  the  room,  would  have  been  behaving 
not  only  more  conveniently,  but  more  decently,  than  this  woman 
who  was  now  crossing  the  room  and  not  bringing  peace  with 
her.  Her  open  coat  shpped  I  '  .vards  on  her  shoulders  so  that 
It  stood  out  on  each  side  like  r  .loak  worn  by  a  romantic  actor 
striding  across  the  stage  to  the  play's  "limax.  The  ultimate 
meaning  of  her  expres'  ■•)n  could  be  no  other  than  insolence, 
for  It  gave  sign  of  some  preoccupation  so  strong  that  the  only 
force  which  could  hold  her  back  from  speaking  of  it  could  be 
contempt  for  her  hearer.  Her  face  was  shadowed  with  a  sug- 
gestion of  strong  feeling,  which  was  as  unsuitable  on  cheeks  so 
worn  as  paint  would  have  been. 

Ellen  drooped  her  head  so  that  she  need  not  look  at  her  as 
she  sat  down  on  the  bed  beside  her  with  neither  word  nor  gesture 
that  said  it  was  a  movement  towards  intimacy,  and  said  "  I 
hope  you're  not  very  tired."  When  Ellen  went  into'  the 
Da.hroom  she  wept  in  her  bath,  because  the  words  could 
not  have  been  said  more  indifferently,  and  it  was  dreadful  to 
suspect,  as  she  had  to  later,  that  someone  so  like  Richard  was 
either  affected  or  hypocritical.  For  if  that  wildness  were 
sincere,  and  not  some  Southern  affectation  (and  she  had 
always  heard  that  the  English  were  very  affected),  then  the 

K  Si,';'  «"?"'f'^/'""^^  ^^^  '^'^  ^h^"  ^he  was  doing  up  Ellen's 
black  taffeta  frock  must  be  all  hypocrisy  and  condescension. 

♦1,     u\^  ^  P.'*y  ^^^^  ^^^*^  w^  s"  very  like  Richard.     When 
r^Jl  K  1  gone  downstairs  and  taken  a  table  in  that  same  glittering 

S.  thaf  .^if '"''  • -^"^  Z"^-  ^-"^"  ^'^'■S"^  ^'^  uncoilfortablf 
feeling  that  as  she  cr(Ksed  the  room  everyone  had  str.reu  at  her 

liklne.^^  "4^7  '°'^  "^'^^y*  ^"  ^^'  '■^^^"^^"^  recognition  of  that 
likeness.    She  was  not.  of  course,  so  handsome  as  Richard. 
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InoS  "\u^  certainly  what  people  call   "  very  striking 
looking.      Ellen  felt  pleased  that  the  description  should  be  a 

tTftZffP'^r^*^  ^"^  '°  '°'^™°"-    She  did  not  allow  herseJ 

to  translate  it  from  commonness  and  admit  that  it  is  a  phras 

that  common  people  use  when  they  want  to  say  a  woman' 

face  IS  the  point  of  departure  for  a  fair  journey  of  the  imapna 

tion.     It  was    rue  that  a  certain  rough  imi^crfection  w£  a 

definitely  a  part  of  her  quality  as  perfection  w£  of  his  anTtha 

ther^  ran  from  her  nose  to  her  mouth  certain  heavy  ines  tha 

could  never  at  any  age  befall  his  flesh  with  its  bfas  toward 

beauty.    But   everything  that  so  wonderfully  made  itHp 

parance  a  reference  to  romance  was  here  also:  that  dark  skh 

m  which  It  seemed  as  if  the  customary  pigment  had  been  blende 

^l  ;^y,f 'y  '  '^t'  f  t'-^^^g^n^e  of  certain  features,  the  large 

ness  of  the  eye,  the  luxury  of  lashes  ;   that  manner  at  once 

languid  and  alert,  which  might  have  been  acqmVed  by  rSdenc 

'prfprH'°"'',*'y  "^^'f  "'^^^'^  ^^^^^^  °f  fi"«  weather  was  cor- 
rected by  gales  of  adventiure.    But  though  so  close  in  blood 

wJ"  'ir'"^  *^  *^'  "^^^  ^^^°^^^'  this  woman  could  not  be 
loved,  bhe  could  not  possibly  be  liked.  But  this  wi  S 
irrational  emotion,  and  Ellen  hated  such,  and  she  watched  he? 
for  signs  of  some  quality  that  would  justify  it. 

It  was  there.  Strong  intimations  of  a  passion  for  the  trivial 
were  brought  forth  by  movement.  As  she  bent  over  the  menu 
and  gave  orders  that  trembled  on  the  edge  of  audibiHty  to  a 
•''il^l'^^J''"  9^  appeared  not  to  see,  she  repeatedly  rdsed  her 
right  hand  and  with  a  swift,  automatic  swee?  of  the^forefoger 
SrS^'v  r^  "^1  fl^hed  Hke  a  polished  sheU.  she  smoothed 
her  thick  eyebrows.  It  was  e\'idently  a  habitual  gesture  and 
v^ed  for  something  more  than  its  apparent  purposffoTwhen 

.uv,^^'l^.''^l'^  ^"^  ^^^""^^  ^^^^  i"  ^^'  chair  she  r;peated  it 
although  the  brows  were  still  sleek.     She  did  it.  EHen  told 
herself  with  a  tightening  of  her  lips,  as  a  person  who  wou?d  hke 
to  spend  the  afternoon  playing  the  piano  but  is  obhged  to 
receive  a  visitor  instead  and  strums  on  her  knee.    It  w^  the 
omy  expression  the  occasion  allowed  for  that  passionatrcaxe 
nfw^wl!  P"' xi?  ""^^"^  accounted  for  the  inordinate  beauty 
of  her  clothes     They  were,  she  said  to  herself,  using  a  phrase 
which  she  had  always  previously  disliked,  fair  ridicdous  for  a 
woman  of  that  age     They  were,  almost  sinisterly   n^  acci- 
H.ntf  iJ^-  ""'7  ^""^  brown  hat  on  her  head  wi  jSs    suffi- 
ciently hke  m  shape  to  the  crowns  thai  Russian  empresses 
wear  in  pictures  to  heighten  the  effect  of  majesty,  which  EUen 
supposed  without  approval,  was  what  she  ias  kiSg  at  by 
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her  manner,  and  yet  plain  enough  to  heighten  that  effect  in 
another  way  by  suggesting  that  the  wearer  was  a  woman  so 
conscious  of  advantage  other  than  physical  that  she  could  afford 
/        to  accept  her  middle  age.    And  its  colour  was  cunningly  chosen 
to  change  her  colour  from  mere  swarthiness  to  something  brown 
that  holds  the  light  like  amber.     EUen  felt  pleased  at  her  own 
acumen  in  discovermg  the  various  fraudulent  designs  of  this 
hat,  and  at  the  back  of  her  mind  she  wondered  not  unhopefullv 
It  this  meant  that  she  too  would  be  clever  about  clothes     They 
must,  nioreover,  have  cost  what,  again  using  a  phrase  that  had 
always  before  seemed  quite  horrid,  she  called  to  herself  a  pretty 
penny,  for  the  materials  had  been  made  to  satisfy  some  last 
refinement  of  exigence  which  demanded  textures  which  should 
keep  their  own  qualities  yet  ape  their  opposites,  and  the  dark 
tur  on  her  roat  seemed  a  weightless  softness  like  tulle,  and  the 
chestnut-coloured  stuff  of  the  coat   and  the  dress  beneath  it 
was  thick  and  rough  hke  fur  and  yet  as  supple  as  the  yellow 
silk  of  her  fichu,  which  itself  was  sensually  heavy  with  its  own 

And  as  Ellen  looked,  the  forefinger  swept  again  the 
sleek  eyebrow-s.  Really,  it  was  terrible  that  Richard's  mother 
should  be  so  deep  in  crime  as  to  be  guilty  of  offences  that  are 
denounced  at  two  separate  sorts  of  pubhc  meetings.  She  was 
a  squaw  who  was  all  that  men  bitterly  say  women  are  not 
loving  life  and  the  way  of  serving  it,  undesirous  of  power,  content 
against  all  reason  with  her  corruptible  body  and  the  clothing 
and  adormng  of  it.  She  was  an  economic  parasite,  setting  wage- 
slaves  to  produce  luxuries  for  her  to  enjoy  in  idleness  while 
millions  of  honest,  hard-working  people  hWe  to  exist  xtitlout 
the  bare  necessities  of  life.  And  now  she  was  leamng  forward 
insolently  untroubled  by  guilt,  and  saying  in  that  ?oice  that 
was  too  lazy  to  articulate  :  j    5  u  vuitt  mat 

you'tlnov^""'*  "^'  anchovies;    those   things  they're  helping 

Ellen  made  a  confused  noise  as  if  she  were  committing  an 

ndiscretion  and  was  furious  at  having  made  it,  and  then  furious 

that  she  had  betrayed  the  fact  that  she  did  not  know  an  anchow 

when  she  saw  it;    and  then  furious  when  the  next  moment 

nl  r  wl'^^''^!'/^  P"^  *^^  "™P  br°"^«  things  on  herTvm 
plate.  Why  shouldn't  she  like  them  if  Marion  did '  Did 
Manon  th.nk  she  wa.  .a  child  who  liked  nothing  but.u^ir-cakes  ^ 
'^WiL'"''^T  ^'"''"  '^'  ^"^  ^^"°"  murmured  tlntatively 

uo!^ession  'v^rr'^-^'S  P?^*°"^*«  assumption  ofs^l 
possession.     Yes.  please."    She  almost  wavered  when  Marion 
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not  raising  her  eyes,  asked,  "  Red  or  white  :  "  It  brought  her 
back  to  that  night  in  the  office  when  Mr.  Philip  had  made  her 
drink  that  Burgundy  and  then  had  come  towards  her,  looking 
aJmost  hump-back  with  strangeness,  while  all  the  shadows  in 
the  corners  had  seemed  to  leap  a  little  and  then  stand  still  in 
expectation.  Fear  travelled  through  aU  her  veins,  weakening 
the  blood  ;  she  pressed  her  lips  together  and  braced  her  shoulders 
living  the  occasion  over  again  till  all  the  evil  things  dissolved 
at  Richard's  knock  upon  the  door.  Because  of  him,  how  immune 
from  fear  she  had  become  !  She  lifted  her  eyes  to  Marion  and 
said  confidently,  "  Red,  please." 

The  blankness  of  the  gaze  that  met  her  had,  she  felt  sure, 
been  substituted  but  the  second  before  for  a  gaze  richlv  com- 
plicated with  observatior   and  speculation.     She  scowled  and 
remembered  that  she  wa^  disliking  this  woman  on  the  highest 
grounds,  and  as  she  ate  sne  sent  her  eyes  round  the  restaurant 
knowing  quite  well  the  line  of  the  thought  she  expected  it  to 
arouse  m  her.     She  was  not,  in  fact,  seeing  things  with  any 
acuteness.     There  was  a  woman  at  a  table  close  bv  wearing  a 
dress  of  a  very  beautiful  blue,  the  colour  of  the  lower  flowers 
of  the  darkest  delphiniums,  but  the  sight  of  it  gave  her  none 
of  the  pleasant  physical  sensations,  the  pricking  of  the  skin, 
the  desire  to  rub  the  palms  of  the  hands  together  quickly  that 
she  usually  experienced  when  she  saw  an  intense,  clear  colour. 
But  she  saw,  though  all  the  images  seemed  to  refuse  to  travel 
from  her  eyes  to  the  nerves,  many  people  in  bright  clothes,  the 
women  showing  their  arms  and  shoulders  as  she  had  always 
heard  nch  women  do,  the  men  with  glossy  faces  which  reminded 
her  m  their  brilliance  and  their  blankness  of  the  nails  on  Marion's 
hands ;  pretty  food,  like  the  things  to  eat  in  Keat's  St.  Agnes'  Eve 
being  earned  about  on  gleaming  dishes  by  waiters  whose  bodies 
seemed   deformed   with   obsequiousness;    jewel-coloured  wines 
hanging  suspended  over  the  white  cloths  in  glasses  invisible 
save  where  they  glittered ;  bottles  with  gold  necks  loUing  in 
pails  among  lumps  of  ice  like  tipsy  gnomes  overcome  by  sleep 
on  some  Alpine  pass  ;   innumerable  fairy  frocks  and  vessels  of 
alabaster  patterned  like  a  cloud  invested  strong  lights  with  the 
colour  of  romance.     It  would  have  roused  her  fatigued  imagina- 
tion had  she  not  remembered  that  she  had  other  business  in 
hand.     She  organised  her  face  to  look  on  the  spectacle  with 
innocent  pleasure,  and  then  to  darken  at  some  serious  reflection, 
ana  fmaily  to  assume  the  expression  which  she  had  always 
thought  Socialist  leaders  ought  to  wear,  though  at  public  meet- 
mgs  she  had  noticed  they  do  not. 
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.     ?,®  coughed  to  attract  attention,  and  then  sighed.    "  It's 

tarnble.    she  declared,  taking  good  care  that  her  voice  should 

ravel  across  the  table.  "  to  see  ail  these  people  being  happy 

like  this  when  there  are  millions  in  want."  ^^^ 

Manon  set  do\vn  her  wine-glass  with  a  movement  that,  though 

?h!  ^i?  r't '^T';'  ''T.'^  ^^"'"^y-  ^"  indifferent  was  she  to 
the  thing  she  handled  and  the  place  she  put  it  in.  and  looked 
round  the  restaurant  with  eyes  that  were  very  like  Richard's, 
though  they  shone  from  bloodshot  whites  and  were  not  so 
K  ^i  ISv""'  '^  ^'^"^1  ""^^  .'°  '^P^ble.  Ellen  felt  sure,  of 
Sn.,f  bnlhance  and  becommg  contemplative,  passionate 
darkiiess.  She  said  m  her  rapid,  inarticulate  murmur.  "  Thev 
don  t  rtnke  mc  as  being  particularly  happy."  ^ 

r  en  was  taken  aback,  and  said  in  the  tones  of  a  popular 
preaciier.     Then  what  are  they  doing  here— feasting  ?  " 

I  suppose  they're  her.i  because  it's  on  the  map  and  so  are 
they,  she  answered  almost  querulously.  "  They'd  go  anywhere 
else  if  one  told  them  it  was  where  they  ought  to  be     Good 

you  thhikT''*  ^°^^^"  '^"'''°'''  *°  "^^  ^^^  ''§^^  *^^"e-'  Don't 
Ellen  was  unprepared  for  anything  but  agreement  or  reaction- 
ary argument  from  the  old,  and  this  was  neither,  but  a  sub  etv 
that  she  felt  matched  in  degree  her  own  though  it  was  probab  v 
unsound  ;  and  to  cover  her  emotions  she  lifted  her  glass  to  her 
hps.  But  really  wine  was  very  horrid.  Her  young  mouth 
was  convulsed.  And  then  she  reminded  herself  that ^itcoSd 
not  be  horrid,  for  all  grown-up  people  like  it.  and  that  there 
had  never  been  any  occasion  when  it  was  more  necessary  fo? 
her  to  be  grown-up,  so  she  continued  to  drink.  Even  af  er 
several  mouthfuls  she  did  not  like  it,  but  she  was  then  in  er- 
rupted  by  a  soft  exclamation  from  Mrs.  Yaverland 
terri^bly^sourT"'^''   "'"'  '"  abominable.     Don't  you  find  it 

tos'ay/""'  ^  ^^'  ^^^^'""^  '''•"  '^^^  ^"""'  "  b"t   I  didn't  hke 
"It's  dreadful.     It  must  be  corked  " 
'•Yes,  I  think  it  must,"  said  EUe..  knomngly 
She  called  a  waiter.     "Would  you  like  to  try  some  oth^r 
wme  ?     I  don't  think  I  will.     This  has  put  me  off  ^r  the  night 
ISO  ?     Good.     Two  lemon  squashes,  one  very  sweet  "  ^ 

That  was  a  good  idea  of  Mrs.  YaveilanUs.  'The  lemon 
squash  was  lovely  when  it  came,  and  Ellen  had  time  to  drink 
It  while  they  were  eating  the  chicken,  so  that  there  was  "n 
competitive  flavour  to  spoil  the  ice  pudding.    While  the^were 
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waiting  for  that  Mrs.  Yaverland  smoothed  her  eyebrows  once 
again,  and  gave  her  nails  one  more  perfunctory  polish,  and 
opened  her  mouth  to  speak,  but  caught  her  breath  and  shut  it 
agam  ;  and  said,  after  a  moment's  silence,  "  I  hope  I've  ordered 
the  nght  sort  of  pudding.  It's  so  hard  to  remember  all  the^c 
irrelevant  French  names.  I  wanted  you  to  have  the  one  with 
crystallised  cherries.  Richard  used  to  be  very  fond  of  it." 
She  looked  round  the  restaurant  more  lovingly.  "  He  liked  this 
place  when  he  was  a  boy.  We  used  to  come  here  once  or  twice 
every  holiday  and  go  to  a  theatre  afterwards." 

But  Ellen  knew  what  it  meant  when  Richard  did  that  • 
when  he  opened  his  mouth  and  then  shut  it  again  and  was  silent 
and  then  said  very  quicklj',  "  Darling,  I  do  love  you."     He  had 
done  It  the  very  night  before,  in  Grand-Aunt  Jeannie's  pailour 
at  Liberton  Brae,  when  he  had  wanted  to  tell  her  that  his  mother 
had  been  married  to  someone  who  was  not  his  father  before  he 
was  born.     "  It  was  not  her  fault.     Mv  father  didn't  stand  bv 
her.     He  was  aU  right  about  money.     "But  when  he  heard  about 
the  child,  he  was  playing  the  fool  as  an  aide-de-camp  with  a 
royaJ  tour  round  the  Colonies.     And  he  didn't  come  back.     So 
she  lost  her  nerve  "  ;   and  that  he  had  a  younger  stepbrother 
but  that  the  marriage  had  not  been  a  success,  and  that  she  was 
always  known  as  Mrs.   Yaverland.     She  was  dying  to  know 
what  Richard  was  like  in  his  schooldays,  and  she  was  wiUine 
to  admit  that  Mrs.  Yaverland,  when  she  took  him  out  for  treats 
had  probably  shown  a  better  side  of  her  nature  that  was  not 
so  bad,  but  because  of  this  knowledge  she  leaned  forward  and 
asked  penetratingly,  "  Now,  what  is  it  you  are  really  wanting 
to  say  ?  "  " 

The  older  woman  dropped  her  eyelids  guiltily,  and  then 
raised  them  full  of  an  extraordinary  laughing  light,  as  if  she 
was  beyond  all  reason  delighted  to  have  her  secret  thoughts 
discovered.  "  How  you  see  through  me,  dear  !  "  she  said  in  a 
voice  that  was  rallying  and  affectionate,  charged  with  an  astrin- 
gent form  of  love.  "  All  that  I  wanted  to  say  was  simply  that 
I  am  so  very  glad  you  have  come.  Perhaps  for  reasons  that 
you  11  consider  tiresome  of  me.  But  Richard  has  been  so  much 
away,  and  even  when  he's  at  home  he  is  out  at  the  works  labora 
tory  so  much  of  the  ti.ie,  that  I've  often  wanted  someone  nice 
to  come  and  live  m  the  house,  who'd  talk  to  me  occasionally 
and  be  a  companion.  Perhaps  you'll  tV-ink  it  is  absurd  of  me 
to  look  on  you  as  a  companion,  becaase  I  am  much  older.  But 
then  I  reckon  things  concerning  age  in  rather  a  curious  way 
You  re  eighteen,  aren't  you  ?  " 
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Eighteen  past, '  Ellen  agreed,  in  a  tone  that  implied  she  felt  a 
certain  compunction  in  leaving  it  like  that,  so  near  was  she  to 
nineteen.     But  her  birthday  had  been  a  fortnight  ago. 

"  And  I  was  nineteen  when  Richard  was  born.    So  you  see 
to  me  a  girl  of  eighteen  is  a  woman,  capable  of  understanding 
everythmg  and  feeling  everything.     So  I  hope  you  won't  mind 
if  I  treat  you  as  an  equal."     She  raised  her  wineglass  and  looked 
over  Its  brim  at  the  girl's  prouu,  solemn  gaze,  limpid  with  inten- 
tions of  being  worthy  of  this  honour,  bright  with  the  discovery 
that  perhaps  she  did  not  dislike  the  other  woman  as  much  as 
she  had  thought,  and  she  flushed  deeply  and  set  the  wineglass 
down  again,  and,  leaning  forward,  spoke  in  a  forced,  wooden  tone. 
I  meant,  you  know,  to  say  that  to  you,  anyhow,  whether  I 
felt  It  or  not.     I  knew  you'd  like  it.     You  see,  you  get  very 
evasive  if  you've  ever  been  in  a  position  like  mine.    You  have 
to  make  servants  like  you  so  that  they  won't  give  notice  when 
they  hear  the  village  gossip,  because  you  must  have  a  well-run 
house  for  your  child.    You  have  to  make  people  like  you  so  that 
they  will  let  the  children  play  with  yours.     So  one  gets  into 
a  habit  of  saying  a  thing  that  will  be  found  pleasant,  without 
particularly  worrying  whether  it's  sincere.    But  this  I  find  I 
really  mean." 

As  dways,  the  suspicion  that  she  was  in  the  presence  of 
somebody  who  had  the  singular  bad  luck  to  be  unhappy  changed 
bllen  on  the  instant  to  something  soft  as  a  kitten,  incapable  of 
resentment  as  an  angel.  "  Well,  I've  got  a  habit  of  saying  the 
things  that  will  be  found  unpleasant,"  she  said  hopefully,  in 
tones  tremulous  with  kindness.  "I'm  just  as  likely  to  say 
something  that'll  rouse  a  person's  dander  as  you  are  to  sav 
something  that'll  quiet  it  down.  We  ought  to  be  awful  good 
for  one  another."  ° 

Mrs.  Yaverland  turned  on  Ellen  a  glance  which  recognised 
her  quality  as  queer  and  precious,  yet  was  not  endearing  and 
he  ped  her  nothing  in  the  girl's  heart.  For  she  was  considering 
Lllen  for  what  she  would  give  Richard,  what  she  would  bring 
to  -  itisfy  that  craving  for  living  beauty  which  was  so  avid  in  him 
and  because  of  his  fastidiousness  and  his  unwilling  lovaltv  to  the 
soul  so  unsatisfied.  She  wondered  too  whether  Ellen  could  lighten 
those  of  his  days  which  were  sunless  with  doubt.  And  for  that 
reason  her  appreciation  brought  her  no  nearer  the  girl  than  a  cour- 
tier comes  to  the  jewel  he  thirxks  fair  enough  to  purchase  as  a 
present  to  his  king.  She  became  aware  of  the  obstinate  duraticn  of 
their  dist^ce  and  trying  to  buy  intimacy  with  honesty,  because 
that  was  for  her  the  highest  price  that  could  be  paid,  she  said 
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in  the  same  forced  voice,  "  You  know,  you're  ever  so  much 
better  than  I  thought  you'd  be." 

"Am  I  now  ?  What  way  ?  "  Like  all  young  people,  she 
loved  to  talk  about  herself.  "  My  looks,  do  you  mean  ?  Now, 
I  was  sure  Richard  was  funning  me  when  he  told  me  I  was  »iice.' 
He  talks  so  much  of  my  hair  that  I  was  afraid  he  tnought  little 
of  the  rest  of  me.  I'm  sure  he  told  you  that  I'm  plain.  And 
I  am.    Am  I  not  ?  " 

"  No,  \  ou're  beautiful.  I  expected  you  to  be  beautiful  " 
There  was  a  hint  of  coldness  in  her  voice,  as  if  she  disliked  the 
implication  that  her  son  might  be  lacking  in  taste.  "  It's  the 
other  things  I'm  surprised  at :  that  you're  clever,  that  you're 
reflective,  that  you  feel  oeeply." 

"As  a  matter  of  fact,"  said  Ellen  confidentially,  leaning 
across  the  table,  "since  we'ie  being  honest,  I  don't  mind  saying 
that  I  think  you're  not  over-stating  it.  But  how  do  you  know 
all  that  ?  I'm  sure  I've  been  most  petty  and  disagreeable  ever 
since  I  arrived.  I've  just  been  hoping  it's  not  the  climate  that's 
doing  It,  for  that'd  be  hard  on  Richard  and  you." 

The  other  woman  became  almost  confused'  "  Oh,  that  was 
me  !  That  was  me  !  "  she  said  earnestly.  "  I  told  you  I  was 
evasive.  One  form  it  takes  is  that  when  I  meet  people  I'm 
very  much  interested  in,  I  can't  show  my  interest  directly ;  I 
take  cover  behind  a  pretence  of  abstraction.  I  polish  my  nails 
and  do  silly  things  like  that,  and  people  think  I'm  cold,  and 
stupid  about  the  particular  point  they  want  me  to  see.  and  they 
try  to  attract  my  attention  by  behaving  wildly,  and  that  usually 
means  behaving  badly.  It  was  my  fault,  it  was  my  fault !  " 
„  "  Indeed,  it  was  my  own  ill  nature,"  said  Ellen  stoutly. 
But  let  us  cease  this  moral  babble,  as  Milton  says.  I  wish 
you'd  tell  me  why  you're  surprised  that  I  should  be  clever, 
though  you  were  quite  cairtain  that  he  would  have  chosen  a 
good-looking  gairl  ?  " 

Mrs.  Yaverland  explained  hesitantly,  delicately.  "  Richard 
has  tried  to  fall  in  love  before,  you  know.  And  he  has  always 
chosen  such  stupid  women." 

Ellen  was  puzzled  and  displeased,  though  of  course  it  was 
not  the  notion  that  lie  had  tried  to  fall  in  love  with  stupid  women 
that  distressed  her.  and  not  merely  the  notion  of  his  trying  to 
fall  in  love  with  other  women.  Thank  goodness  she  was  modem 
and  therefore  without  jealousv.  "  Whv  did  >  do  that '  Whv 
did  he  do  that  ? "  '  '  ^    ■        J 

There  appeared  on  Marion's  face  something  that  was  hke 
the  ashes  of  rrchness.    Her  heart  said  jubilantly  to  itself: 
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"  Why,  because  he  loves  me,  his  mother,  so  far  beyond  all 
reason  !  Because  he  thinks  me  perfect,  the  queen  of  all  women 
who  have  brains  and  passions,  and  all  other  women  who  pretend 
to  these  things  seem  pretenders  to  my  throne,  on  whom  he  can 
bestow  no  favour  without  suspicion  of  disloyalty  to  me.  So  he 
went  to  the  other  women,  who  plainly  weren't  competing  with 
me;  those  who  were  specialising  in  those  arts  that  turn  them 
from  women  into  birds  with  bright  feathers  and  a  cheeping 
song  and  lightness  unweighted  by  the  soul.  He  went  to  them 
more  readily,  I  do  believe,  because  he  knew  that  their  lack  of 
all  he  loved  in  me  would  send  him  back  to  me  the  sooner.  I 
will  not  believe  that  any  son  ever  had  for  his  mother  a  more 
absurd  infatuation.  I  am  the  happiest  woman  in  the  world. 
And  yet  I  know  it  was  not  right  it  should  be  so.  What  is  to 
happen  to  him  when  I  die  ?  And  he  takes  all  my  troubles  on 
himself  and  feels  as  if  they  were  his  own.  But  I  can  see  that 
you,  my  dear,  are  going  to  break  the  spell  that,  so  much  against 
my  will,  I've  thrown  over  my  son.  And  no  other  woman  in  the 
world  could  have  done  it.  You  have  all  the  qualities  he  loves 
in  me,  but  they  are  put  together  in  such  a  different  mode  from 
mine  that  there  cannot  possibly  be  any  question  of  competition 
between  us.  You  are  hardly  more  than  a  child,  and  I  am  an 
elderly  woman ;  you  are  red  and  fiery,  I  am  dark  and  slow ;  your 
passion  grows  out  of  your  character  like  a  flower  out  of  the 
earth,  while  Heaven  knows  that  I  have  hardly  any  character 
outside  my  capacity  for  feeling.  So  he  feels  free  to  love  you. 
Oh,  my  dear,  I  am  so  grateful  to  you."  But  because  for  many 
years  she  had  been  sealed  in  reserve  to  all  but  Richard,  she 
listened  to  free  speech  coming  from  her  lips  as  amazedly  as  a 
man  cured  of  muteness  in  late  life  might  listen  to  his  own  first 
uncouth  noises.  So  she  said  none  of  these  things,  but  'nurmured, 
smiUng  coldly,  "  Oh,  there's  a  reason.  .  .  .  I'll  tell  you  some 
time.  .  .  ." 

The  girl  was  hurt.  Marion  bit  her  lip  while  she  watched 
her  crossly  pick  up  her  spoon  and  eat  her  ice  pudding  as  if  it 
was  a  duty.  "  This  is  like  old  times,"  she  essayed  feebly.  "I've 
so  often  watched  Richard  eat  it.  He  went  through  various 
stages  with  this  pudding.  When  he  was  finite  small  he  used  to 
leave  the  crystallised  cherries  to  the  very  last,  because  they 
were  nicest,  arranged  in  a  row  along  the  rim  of  his  plate,  openly 
and  shamelessly.  When  he  went  to  school  he  began  to  be  afraid 
that  people  would  think  that  babyish  if  they  noticed  it,  and  he 
vised  to  leave  them  among  the  ice,  though  somehow  they  always 
did  get  left  to  the  last.    Then  later  on  he  began  to  side  with 
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public  opinion  himself,  and  think  that  perhaps  there  was  some- 
thing soft  and  unmanly  about  caring  so  much  for  anything  to 
eat,  so  he  used  to  gobble  them  first  of  all.  trying  not  to  taste 
them  very  much.    Then  there  came  an  awful  holiday  when  he 
wouldn  t  have  any  at  all.     That  was  just  before  he  insisted  on 
going  to  sea.    But  then  he  came  back— and  ever  since  he's  had 
It  ev'ery  time  we  come  here,  and  now  he  always  leaves  the  cherries 
to  the  last.      She  was  now  immersed  in  the  story  she  told  • 
she  was  seeing  again  the  slow  magical  increase  of  the  small  thing 
she  had  brought  into  the  worid.  and  the  variations  through 
which  It  passed  m  the  different  seasons  of  its  youth,  changing 
from  brown  candid  gracefulness  to  a  time  of  sulky  clumsiness 
and  perpetually  abraded  knees,  and  back  again  to  gracefulness 
and  Millmgness  to  share  all  laughter,  yet  ever  remaining  the 
small  thing  she  had  brought  into  the  wodd.    With  eyes  cast 
down,  trying  to  dissemble  her  pride.  lest  the  gods  should  envv 
she   added   harshly.    "He   was   quite   interesting  .  .      but    1 
suppose  aU  boys  go  through  these  phases  .  .  .  I've  had  no 
other  experiences.  ..." 

Ellen  was  longing  to  hear  what  Richard  w?s  like  when  he 
was  a  boy,  but  she  had  been  stung  by  that  iisolent,  smiling 
murmur,  and  she  could  do  nothing  with  any  statement  made  bv 
this  woman  but  snari  at  her.  "  No  other  experience  ?  "  she 
questioned  peevishly.  "  I  thought  Richard  said  he  had  a  half- 
brother. 

There  was  no  longer  any  pride  in  Marion's  eyes  to  dissemble, 
ijhe  stared  at  Ellen,  and  said  heavily,  as  one  who  speaks  concern- 
ing the  violation  of  a  secret.  "  Did  Richard  tell  you  that  ?  " 
Before  the  giri  had  time  to  answer  cruelly.  "  Yes,  he  tells  me 
everything,  she  had  remembered  certain  things  which  made 
her  stiffen  in  her  chair  and  keep  her  chin  up  and  use  her  eyes  as 
If  there  still  flashed  in  them  the  pride  which  had  utteriy  vanished. 
Uh  yes,  she  asserted,  in  that  forced  voice,  but  very  loudly 
and  deliberately.  "  I  have  another  son.  He's  a  good  bov 
His  name  is  Roger  Peacey.  You  must  meet  him  one  day.  I 
hope  you  will  like  him."  She  paused  and  recollected  why  thev 
were  speaking  of  this  other  son,  and  continued.  "  But.  you  see, 
1  had  nothing  to  do  with  him  when  he  was  a  boy  " 

i..  '^^!f^'*''"''u  F"u"  ^'  ^^'■y  '^'■^"g"  She  went  on  eating  her 
ice  pudding,  but  she  cogitated  on  this  matter.  Why  had  this 
second  son  been  brought  up  away  from  his  mother  ?  Surelv 
that  hardly  ever  happened  except  when  there  had  been  a  divorce, 
and  a  husband  whose  wife  had  run  away  with  another  man 
was  awarded  by  the  courts  "  the  custody  of  the  child."    Had 
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she  not  talked  of  this  son  in  the  over-bluff  tone  in  which  people 
talk  of  those  to  whom  they  have  done  a  wrong  ?  She  was 
possessed  of  the  fierce  monogamous  passion  which  accompanies 
first  and  unachieved  love,  that  loathing  of  all  who  arc  not  content 
with  the  single  sacramental  draught  which  is  the  blood  of  God, 
but  go  heating  the  body  with  unblessed  fermented  wines  ;  and 
she  glared  sharply  under  her  brows  at  this  woman,  who  after 
losing  Richard's  father  married  another  man  and  then,  as  it 
appeared,  had  loved  yet  another  man,  as  she  might  at  someone 
whom  she  suspected  of  being  drunk.  It  was  true  that  Richard 
adored  her,  but  then  no  doubt  this  kind  of  woman  knew  well 
how  to  deceive  men.  Softly  she  made  to  herself  the  Scottish 
manifestation  of  incredulity,  "  Mhm.  ..."  And  Marion,  for 
thirty  years  vigilant  for  sounds  of  scorn,  heard  and  perfectly 
understood. 

She  remained,  however,  massively  and  unattractively  im- 
mobile. Ihere  came  to  her  neither  word  nor  expression  to 
remove  the  girl's  dubiety.  Since  she  had  heard  such  sounds  of 
scorn  over  so  lengthy  a  period  they  no  longer  came  to  her  as 
trumpet  calls  to  action,  but  rather  as  imperatives  to  silence,  for 
above  all  things  she  desired  that  evil  things  should  come  to  an 
end,  and  she  had  learned  that  an  ugly  speech  ricochetting  from 
the  hard  wall  of  a  just  answer  may  fly  further  and  do  worse. 
She  knew  it  was  necessary  that  she  should  dispel  Ellen's  sus- 
picion, because  they  must  work  together  to  make  a  serene  home 
for  Richard,  and  she  desired  to  do  sc  for  her  son's  sake,  because 
she  herself  was  possessed  by  the  far  fiercer  monogamous  passion 
of  achieved  and  final  love,  which  is  disillusioned  concerning 
mystical  draughts,  but  knows  that  to  take  the  bread  of  the 
beloved  and  cast  it  to  the  dogs  is  sin.  She  had  acquired  that 
knowledge,  which  is  the  only  valuable  kind  of  chastity  worth 
having,  that  night  when  she  had  been  forced  to  commit  that 
profanation.  Shading  her  eyes  while  there  rushed  over  her  the 
recollection  of  a  pallid  face  looking  yellow  as  it  bent  over  the 
lamp,  she  reflected  that  even  if  she  conquered  this  life-long 
indisposition  to  reply,  the  story  was  too  monstrous  to  be  told. 
It  would  not  be  believed.  This  girl  would  look  at  her  under 
her  brows  and  make  that  Scotch  noise  again  and  think  her  a  liar 
as  well  as  loose.     So  she  sat  silent,  letting  Ellen  dislike  her. 

She  said  at  length,  "Let's  go  and  have  coffee  in  the  lounge." 

"  I'm  sure  we  don't  need  it."  murmured  Ellen,  as  a  tribute 
to  the  magnificence  of  the  meal. 

Crossing  the  room  was  a  terrible  business.    She  hoped  people 
were  not  staring  at  her  because  she  was  with  a  woman  whom  they 
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could  perhaps  see  had  once  been  bad.  No  doubt  there 
were  signs  by  which  experienced  people  could  tell.  Richard's 
presence  seemed  all  at  once  to  have  set  behind  the  rim  of  the 
earth. 

They  sat  down  at  last  on  a  kind  of  wide  marble  platform 
which  looked  down  on  another  restaurant  where  there  dined  even 
more  glorious  people,  none  of  whom  wore  hats,  who  seemed 
indeed  to  have  stripped  for  their  fray  with  appetite.  They 
were  nice-looking,  some  of  them,  but  not  like  Richard.  She 
looked  proudly  round  just  for  the  pleasure  of  seeing  that  there 
wa.<5  not  his  like  anywhere  here,  and  found  herself  under  the 
gaze  of  Richard's  eyes,  set  in  Richard's  mother's  face.  Doubt 
u  •n-^^'^"  ^^^^  ^'^^  beauty  and  generosity  and  courage  and 
bnlliance.  Here  was  the  quality  of  life  she  loved.  She  found 
herself  saying  eagerly,  that  she  might  Lear  that  adorable  voice 
and  hoping  that  it  would  speak  such  strong  words  as  he  used  ■ 
'  Yes,  Marion  ?  " 

"  Ellen,  when  will  you  marry  Richard  ?  " 

"  We've  talked  it  over,"  said  Ellen,  with  a  certain  solemn 
fear.  We  think  we'll  wait.  Six  months.  Out  of  respect  for 
mother." 

''  But,  my  dear,  your  mother  won't  get  any  pleasure  out  of 
Richard  being  kept  waiting.  She'd  like  you  to  settle  down 
and  be  happy." 

Ellen  looked  before  her  with  blue  eyes  that  seemed  as  if  she 
saw  an  altar,  and  as  if  Marion  were  insisting  on  talking  loud 
m  church.     "  I  feel  I'd  Uke  to  wait,"  she  murmured. 

The  older  woman  understood.  In  such  fear  of  life  had  she 
once  dallied,  one  night  long  before,  at  the  edge  of  woods,  looking 
across  the  clearing  at  the  belvedere,  and  the  light  in  the  room 
belimd  its  pediment,  which  sent  a  fan  of  coarse  brightness 
out  through  the  skylight  into  the  pale  clotted  starshine. 
With  one  arm  she  clasped  a  sapling  as  if  it  were  a  lover, 
and  she  murmured,  "He  is  there,  he  is  waiting  for  me 
But  I  will  not  go.  Another  night.  .  .  ."  She  had  been  so 
glad  that  there  was  no  moon,  so  that  he  would  not  see  her 
from  his  window.  She  had  forgotten  that  her  white  frock  would 
gleam  among  the  hazel  thickets  like  a  ghost!  So  he  had 
stepped  suddenly  from  between  the  columns  and  come  towards 
her  across  the  clearing.  It  was  strange  that  though  she 
wanted  to  run  away  she  could  make  no  motion  <;ave  with  Wr 
hands,  which  lluttered  about  her  like  doves,  and  that  when 
he  took  her  in  his  arms  her  feet  had  moved  with  his  towards 
the  oelvedere.  though  her  lips  had  cried  faintly  but  sincerely, 
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"  No  .  .  .  no.  .  .  ."  Such  a  fear  of  life  was  of  good  augury 
for  her  son.  Those  only  feared  life  who  were  conscious  of 
powers  within  themselves  that  would  make  their  living  a  tre- 
mendous thing.  She  was  exhilarated  by  the  conviction  that  this 
girl  was  almost  good  enough  for  her  son,  but  her  sense  of  the 
prevailing  darkness  of  fate's  climate  caused  her  to  desire  to 
make  the  promise  of  his  happiness  a  certainty,  and  she  exclaimed 
urgently,  "Oh,  Ellen,  marry  Richard  soon  !  " 

Ellen  turned  a  timid,  obstinate  face  on  this  insistent  woman, 
who  would  not  leave  her  alone  with  her  delightful  fears.  "  After 
all,  this  is  my  life,"  she  seemed  to  be  saying,  "  and  you  have 
had  yours  to  do  what  you  willed  with.     Let  me  have  mine." 

But  there  had  come  on  Marion  the  tribulation  that  falls  on 
unhappy  people  when  they  see  before  them  a  gleam  of  happiness. 
She  had  to  lay  held  of  it.  Although  she  knew  that  she  was 
irritating  the  girl,  she  said  :  "  But,  Ellen,  really  you  ought  to 
marry  Richard  soon  !  "  She  forced  herself  to  speak  glibly  and 
without  reserve,  though  it  seemed  to  her  that  in  doing  so  she 
was  somehow  participating  in  the  glittering  vulgarity  of  the 
place  where  they  sat.  "I  want  Richard's  happiness  to  be 
assured.  I  want  to  see  him  certainly,  finally  happy.  I  may 
die  soon.  I'm  fifty,  and  my  heart  is  bad.  I  want  him  to  be 
so  happy  that  when  I  die  he  won't  grieve  too  much.  For,  you 
see,  he  is  far  too  fond  of  me — quite  unreaisonably  fond.  And 
even  if  I  live  for  quite  a  long  time  I  still  \vill  be  miserable  if 
he  doesn't  find  happiness  with  someone  else.  You  see,  I've  had 
various  troubles  in  my  life.  Some  day  I  will  tell  you  what  they 
are.  I  can't  now.  I  don't  mean  in  the  least  that  I'm  trying  to 
shut  you  out  from  our  lives.  But  if  I  started  talking  about 
them  my  throat  would  close.  I  suppose  I've  been  quiet  about 
it  for  so  many  years  that  I've  lost  the  way  of  speaking  out 
everything  but  small  talk.  But  the  point  is  that  Richard  frets 
about  these  troubles  far  too  much.  He  lives  them  all  over 
again  every  time  he  says  they  are  worrjing  me.  I  want  you 
to  give  him  a  fresh,  unspoiled  life  to  look  after,  which  will  give 
him  pleasure  to  share  as  my  life  has  given  him  pain.  Do  this 
for  him.  Please  do  it.  Forgive  me  if  I'm  being  a  nuisance  to 
you.  But,  you  see,  I  feel  so  responsible  for  Richard."  She 
looked  across  the  restaurant,  as  if  on  the  great  wall  at  its  other 
end  there  hung  a  vast  mirror  in  which  there  was  reflected  the 
reality  behind  all  these  appearances.  She  seemed,  with  her 
contracted  brows  and  compressed  lip)s,to  be  watching  its  image 
of  her  destiny  and  checking  it  with  her  reason's  estimate  of  the 
case.    "  Yes  !  "  she  sighed,  and  shivered  and  stiffened  her  back 
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as  if  there  had  fallen  on  her  something  magnificent  and  onero 
I  am  twice  as  resiwn.iblc  for  Richard  as  most  mothers  are 
tneir  sons. 

»»,  ?*^^,7°"'^  have  left  it  cryptically  at  that  if  she  had  not  s< 
that  Ellen  would  have  disliked  her  as  a  mystificator  ' 
drew  her  hand  across  her  brow,  and  immediately  perceived  U 
the  gesture  had  so  evidently  expressed  dislike  of  this  obligati 
0  confide  that  the  girl  was  again  alienated,  and  in  despefati 
she  cned  out  all  she  meant.  "  I'm  responsible  f.  hirTin 
usual  way.  By  loving  his  father.  Much  more,  n  the  us 
way   most  people  would  tell  me.  because  of  course  I  knew 

7.'f.L^fiTt\-  \^'  '^''^''  ^"'"^^^'"S  '""^^  ^han  that.  I  M 
!^  J  ♦^b  V^  '"■''  ^^  ^^  ^"'■'^  ^^^^  ^h*^  do<=tor  wanted  to  opera 
and  take  him  away  from  me  long  before  there  was  any  chan 
of  his  Imng.  I  knew  he  would  be  illegitimate  and  that  the 
would  be  much  trouble  for  us  both,  but  I  wanted  him  so  mu 
that  I  couldn  t  bear  them  to  kill  him.     So  I  risked  it    ai 

of'oLtfh^JlTh^^  ''"  ^f  ^f-  ^•'"^-  S°  y°"  ^««  'ts  twice  inste 
of  once  that  I  have  willed  him  into  the  world.  I  must  see  to 
that  now  he  is  here  he  is  happy." 

Ellen  said  in  a  little  voice.  "  That  was  very  brav^e  of  you 

fn^HfT*"?  *"*°  *"  ^"''^i  exaltation  from  which  she  dippc 
suddenly  to  some  practical  consideration  that  she  must  sett 

llr^t'    ^^'  ^y*^  5°''^'",'^  *^""*  ^^^"°"'s  ^"d  met  them  shyl 

m^ih  ?'' '  q/?'"'^'^^  '""^^^r-  "^'^'  having   .lb.-  hurt  vl 

™ed  -yJ'^.u"'  !'t  "*  ^'  ^^^^"^hed  when  Mario 
answered.      Yes.     though  that  was  the  word  she  had  bee 

w,?r^^^H-  °'.'^^  '^''l^  '^'  ^^^^<^'  "  "  the  child  is  go  ng  to 
worth  while  It  always  hurts,  but  one  does  not  care,"  seemed 

nrX7i  I'^v  sombre  and  heartening  things  like  "  King  Lear, 
or  the  black  hne  of  the  Pontland  Hills  against  the  sky,  whic 
she  felt  took  fear  from  life,  since  they  showed  it  black  and  bar  e 
of  comfort  and  yet  more  than  ever  beautiful  It  settled  he 
Fo^hf  ^  consideration  :  she  had  known  that  she  wouW  hav 
to  have  children,  because  all  mairied  people  did.  but  now  sh 

Now  i'       ""'u^'^  '°  ''  -^''^^"^  ^°^^^^ic^  ^"^  ^;dthou?  regr 
Now  she  could  soar  again  to  her  amazed  exaltation  and  Ion 
template  the  woman  who  had  given  her  Richard 

But  in'h.ri^SH''"^  "'',!  '^'^  concerning  the  processes  of  birti, 
K^  ,  ^^"^"""^  s/y*^  she  saw  Marion  lying  on  a  narrow  bed  hei 
body  clenched  under  the  blankets.,  ...n.l  her  face  pale  and  concav 
at  cheek  and  temple  with  sickness  and  persecuted  resolution 
holding  at  bay  with  her  will  a  crowd  of  dStors  prL?ng  round 
her  with  scalpels  in  their  hands,  preserving  by  h^r  teSty   h 
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miracle  of  life  that  was  to  be  Richard.  If  she  had  relaxed,  the 
world  would  not  have  been  :abitable,  existence  would 
have  rolled  through  few  and  inferior  ph.is(s.  VVlier  she  stood 
at  the  windows  of  Grand- Aunt's  house  cu  Libert  on  Brae  every 
evening  after  mother's  death  she  would  have  seen  nothing  but 
dark  glass  patterned  witli  unciuoring  suns  of  reflecting  gaslight, 
and  beyond  a  white  roadway  climlx-d  by  anonymous  travellers. 
She  would  have  wept :  not  waited,  as  she  did,  for  the  sound  of 
the  motor-cycle  that  was  driven  with  the  dearest  recklessness 
and  would  bring  joy  with  it.  She  would  never  have  had  occasion 
to  run  to  the  door  and  opt^n  it  impetuously  to  life.  Her  sensi- 
bility would  have  strayed  on  the  dreary  level  of  controlled  grief. 
It  would  not  have  sank  under  her,  deliciously  and  dangerously, 
leaving  her  to  stand  quite  paralysed  while  he  flung  off  his  cap 
and  coat  and  gauntlets  with  those  indolent,  violent  gestures,  and 
whispered  to  her  till  his  arms  were  free  and  he  could  stop  her 
heart  for  a  second  with  his  long  first  kiss. 

She  would  have  sat  all  evening  in  the  front  parlour  with  Grand- 
Aunt  and  Miss  McGinnis  and  helped  with  their  sewing  for  the  St. 
Giles's  bazaar,  instead  of  appearing  among  them  for  five  minutes  to 
let  them  have  a  look  at  her  great  splendid  man,  who  had  to  bend 
to  come  in  at  the  doorway  and  give  Miss  McGinnis  an  opportunity 
to  cry,  "  Dear  me,  Mr.  Yaverland,  you  mind  me  so  extraordinary 
of  my  own  cousin  Hendry  who  was  drowned  at  Prestonpans. 
He  was  just  your  height  and  he  had  the  verra  look  of  you," 
and  to  allow  Grant-Aunt  to  docbre,  "  Elspeth,  I  .\onder  at  you. 
There  was  never  a  McGinnis  stood  more  than  five  feet  five,  and 
I  do  not  remember  that  Hendry  escaped  the  family  misfortune 
— mind  you,  1  know  it's  not  a  fault — of  a  squint."  There  would 
not  have  been  those  hours  in  the  dining-room  when  life  was 
hftcd  to  a  strange  and  interesting  plane  where  the  flesh  became 
as  thoughtful  as  the  spirit,  and  each  meeting  of  lips  was  as 
inaividual  as  an  idea  and  as  much  a  comment  on  life,  and  the 
piessing  of  a  finger  across  the  skin  could  be  watched  like  the 
unfolding  of  a  theory. 

But  those  were  the  fair-weather  uses  of  love.  It  was 
in  the  foul  weather  she  would  have  missed  him  most.  If 
this  woman  had  not  given  her  Richard  she  would  have 
walked  home  from  the  hospital  alone  and  wept  by  the 
unmade  bed  whose  pillow  was  still  dented  by  mother's  head  ; 
she  would  have  had  to  go  to  the  cemetery  with  only  Mr.  Mactavish 
James  and  Uncle  John  Watson  from  Glasgow,  who  would  have 
said  "  Hush  !  "  when  she  waved  her  hand  at  the  coffin  as  it 
was  lowered  into  the  grave  and  cried,  "  Good-bye,  my  wee 
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amb  !  Life  vvas  so  temble  it  would  not  be  supportable  without 
love,  bhe  laid  her  hand  on  Marion's  where  it  lav  on  the  table 
and  stuttered,  "  Oh,  it  was  brave  of  you  !  "  ' 

The  intimate  contact  was  faintly  disgusting  to  the  other.  She 
answered  impatient  y,  "  Not  brave  at  Si ;   I  loved  him  so  much 

..  ^^^"^d  have  done  anything  rather  than  lose  him." 
You  loved  him — even  then  ?  " 

''  I'l^  ^^"^»  ^^SX  ^^^  ^  ™"^h  to  one  then  as  they  ever  are  " 
h.  1  ;<;  "r  ^  ^"  continued  to  pat  the  other  woman's 
hand  and  looked  up  wonderingly  into  her  eyes,  and  was  dismayed 
to  see  there  that  this  fondling  meant  nothing  to  her.     She  was 

5n  .rf  t  '^'  ?",^  ^""^  '""^^^  ^^'""S^  ^'^'  austerity  had  no  use. 
Ail  that  she  wanted  was  that  assurance  for  which  she  had  akeadv 
asked,  lillen  was  proud,  and  she  was  a  little  hurt  that  the  wav 
in  winch  she  had  proposed  to  pay  the  debt  of  gratitude  was  not 
acceptable,  so  she  held  up  her  hand  and  said  coolly,  "  I'll  marry 
your  son  when  you  like,  Mrs.  Yaverland."  ^ 

,^.  7^t  ^y""!;  ^^'^■,  nothing  more  than  "  Thank  you."  Realising 
that  she  had  said  it  even  more  than  usually  indifferently,  she 
put  out  her  hand  towards  Ellen  in  imitation  of  the  girl's  own 
movement,  but  did  it  with  so  marked  a  lack  of  spontaneity  that 
It  must,  35  she  instantly  perceived,  give  an  impression  of  in- 
mcenty.     "  How  I  fail !  "  she  thought,  but  not  too  sadly  for 

cLf^  '/?  T  r^l  S°'  ^'^'  '«"  ^'l^^t  he  wanted.  A  man 
came  and  stood  a  little  way  behind  her.  looking  here  and  there 
for  someone  whom  he  expected  to  find  in  the  assembly,  and  she 
turned  sharply  to  see  if  it  were  Richard ;  for  aivays  when  he 
was  away  If  the  shadows  fell  across  her  path  or  there  came  a 
knock  at  the  door,  she  hoped  that  it  was  him. 

chair  '^Sul^fl^H^"^  ^""'•"  ^^^^  ^^"^itted,  settling  do^^'nin  her 
^  .['•  1  I  ^^  ^^^  ^°"^^  't  would  have  been  lovely.  What  would 
he  think  If  he  came  now  and  founa  us  two  whom  he  loves  most 
s  tting  here  silent  almost  sulky,  because  we  have  fixed  the  time  of 
lus  maniage  ?  He  would  not  understand,  of  course.  When  a 
man  is  in  love  marriage  loses  all  impoitance.  He  thinks  that 
he  could  wait  for  ever.  He  never  realises,  as  woman  do  that 
It  IS  not  love  that  matters  but  what  we  ao  with  it  Whv  do  I 
say  as  women  do  ?     Only  women  like  mo  who  have  through 

S  e]i"n§nfti^^'' TF  "^''f''  ^"""^  ""^  '^'  ''^'^  ^y  the  proce^ss 
01  elimination.     This  girl  is  as  unprovident  as  Richard  is     So 

unprovident  that  I  am  afraid  she  is  angry  with  i.^  for  insisting 

toSer  L'h  ,^t''"i°^  '^'''  J^^y  '"'^y-  t'"-    6  her  hands 
together  and  looking  down  on  them  as  it  she  des    sed    •  >m  for 
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their  cantrips.  She  wished  her  marriage  had  not  been  decided 
quite  like  this.  Of  course  she  wanted  to  be  married,  because, 
whatever  the  marriage-laws  were  hke,  there  was  no  other  way 
by  which  she  and  Richar  '•  ..ould  tell  everybody  what  they  were 
to  each  other.  But  Si  e  liad  wanted  '^he  ceremony  as  secret  as 
possible,  as  little  ovei  ooked  bv  any  other  human  being,  and 
she  fancifully  desired  '  l  j  take  pla.e  in  some  high  mountain 
chapel  where  there  wi*o  no  cfTi-qregation  but  casqued  marble 
men  and  the  faith  professed  was  so  mystical  that  the  priest  was 
as  inhuman  as  a  prayer.  Thus  their  vows  would,  though  re- 
corded, have  had  the  sweet  quality  of  unwritten  melodies  that  are 
sung  only  for  the  beloved  who  has  inspired  them.  But  now 
this  marriage  was  to  be  performed  with  the  extremest  publicity 
before  a  crowd  of  issues,  if  not  of  persons.  It  was  to  be  a  sub- 
ordinate episode  in  a  pageant  the  plot  of  which  she  did  not  know. 

Marion,  watching  her  face,  saw  the  faint  twitches  of  resent- 
ment playing  about  her  mouth  and  felt  some  remorse.  "  She 
would  be  so  happy  just  being  Richard's  sweetheart,  if  I  did 
the  interfere,"  she  thought.  "  Ah,  how  the  old  tyrannise  over 
not  young.  ..."  And  there  came  on  her  a  sudden  chill  as  she 
remembered  of  what  character  that  tyranny  could  be.  She 
remembered  one  day,  when  she  was  nineteen,  waking  from  sleep 
to  find  old  people  round  her.  She  had  been  having  such  a 
lovely  dream.  On  her  lover's  arm,  she  had  been  walking  across 
the  fields  in  innocent  sunshiny  weather,  and  he  had  been  laughing 
and  full  of  a  far  greater  joy  in  impersonal  things  than  she  had 
ever  known  him.  When  he  saw  gorse  in  life  he  would  repeat 
the  country  catch,  "  When  the  gorse  is  out  of  bloom  then  kissing's 
out  of  fashion,"  but  in  her  dream  he  laughed  to  see  fire  and  water 
meet  where  the  gorse  grew  on  the  sheep-ponds  broken  lip.  He 
had  liked  the  white  cloths  bleaching  on  the  grass,  and  the  song 
the  lark  in  the  sky  twirled  like  a  lad  throwing  and  catching  a 
coin,  and  the  spinney  on  the  field's  slope's  heights,  where  the 
tide  of  spring  broke  in  a  green  surf  of  budding  undergrowth  at 
the  feet  of  black  bare  trees. 

During  all  the  months  her  child  was  moving  in  her  body  she 
was  visited  by  dreams  of  spring.  This  was  the  best  of  dreams : 
it  was  real.  The  lark's  song  and  Harry's  happy  laughter 
were  loud  in  her  ears  ;  and  she  rolled  over  In  her  bed  and 
opened  her  eyes  on  Grandmother  and  Aunt  Alphonsine.  She 
looked  away  from  them,  but  saw  only  things  that  reminded 
her  how  ill  she  was ;  the  tumbler  of  milk  she  had  not  been 
able  to  drink,  set  in  a  circle  of  its  own  wetness  on  a  plate  among 
fingers  of  bread-and-butter  left  from  the  morning ;  they  had 
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been  told  to  tempt  her  appetite,  but  they  were  betrayini 
that  they  felt  she  had  had  more  than  enough  temptatioi 
lately ;  the  bottles  of  medicine  ranged  along  the  mantel 
piece,  high-shouldered  like  the  fa9ades  of  chapels  and  pastec 
with  labels  that  one  desired  to  read  as  little  as  chape 
notice-boards,  and  with  contents  just  as  ineffectual  at  thci 
business  of  estabhshing  the  right ;  the  jug  filled  with  a  buncl 
of  flowers  left  by  some  kindly  neighbour  who  did  not  know  wha 
was  the  matter   with    her. 

That  raised  difficult  issues.  She  turned  her  eyes  back  t( 
the  old  people.  They  looked  terrible :  Grandmother  sittini 
among  her  spreading  skirts,  her  face  trembling  with  a  weak  for 
giving  sweetness,  her  hands  clasped  on  her  stick-handle  with  i 
strength  which  showed  that  if  she  was  not  allowed  to  forgiv 
she  would  be  merciless  ;  Aunt  Alphonsine,  covering  her  boson 
with  those  arms  which  looked  so  preternaturally  an( 
rapaciously  long  in  the  tight  sleeves  that  Frenchwomei 
always  love,  and  fingering  now  and  then  the  scar  tha 
crossed  her  oval  face  as  if  it  were  an  amulet  the  touch  c 
which  inspired  her  to  be  righteous  and  malign.  Marion  lookei 
away  from  them  again  at  the  flowers,  and  tried  to  forget  that  the' 
had  been  given  by  someone  who  would  not  have  given  them  i 
she  had  known  the  trut^v,  and  to  perceive  simply  that  the 
were  snapdragons,  the  velvet  homes  of  elfs— reds  and  terra 
cottas  and  yellows  that  even  in  sunlight  had  the  melting  myster> 
the  harmony  with  serious  passion,  that  colours  have  commonl 
only  in  twilight. 

But  the  old  people  began  to  speak,  and  the  flowers  los 
their  power  over  her.  She  had  to  listen  while  they  propose( 
that  she  should  marry  her  lover's  butler.  He  had  made  th 
offer  most  handsomely,  it  appeared,  and  was  willing  to  do  i 
at  once  and  treat  the  child  as  if  it  were  his  own.  "  Whal 
Peacey  ?  "  she  had  cried,  raising  herself  up  on  her  elbow 
"  Peacey  ?  Ah,  if  Harry  were  here  you  would  not  dare  to  tel 
me  this  !  "  And  Aunt  Alphonsine  had  said  "Hush!"  at  th 
squire's  name,  being  to  the  core  of  her  soul  a  dame  de  compagnic 
and  Grandmother  had  said,  with  that  use  of  the  truth  as  a: 
offensive  weapon  which  seems  the  highest  form  of  truthfulnes 
to  many,  "  Well,  Sir  Harry  seems  in  no  great  haste  to  com 
back  to  protect  you.  He  could  come  back  if  he  liked,  yo' 
know,  dear.  ' 

Ihat  was,  of  course,  quite  true.  He  could  have  come  back 
It  was  true  that  his  return  from  the  Royal  tour  would  hav 
meant  the  end  of  his  career  at  Court  ;    but  that  consideratioi 
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should  have  set  mod  fatuous  compared  with  his  duty  to  stand 
beside  his  woman  wlicn  she  was  going  to  have  his  child, 
bhe  covered  her  face  witli  the  sheet  and  lay  so  still  that  they 
left  her.  Till  the  evening  fell  she  remained  so,  keeping  the 
linen  close  to  her  drawn  about  brow  and  chin  like  an  integument 
for  her  agony  which  prevented  it  from  breaking  out  into  physical 
convulsions  and  shrieked  lamentations.  It  seemed  a  symbol  of 
her  utter  desolation  that  such  a  proposal  should  have  been 
made  to  her  when  she  should  have  been  sacred  to  her  child  • 
but  there  was  not  the  least  fear  in  her  heart  that  it  would  ever 
come  to  pass.  She  had  not  known  how  often  the  old  people 
would  come  and  sit  by  her  bed,  looking  terrible. 

Yes,  they  had  looked  terrible,  but  not,  seen  across  the  years, 
inexplicable.     Grandmother  had  spent   all  her  life   being  the 
good  wife  of  Edward  Yaverland,  and  she  had  not  liked  him 
for  in  the  days  when  she  had  ransacked  her  memory  for  pretty 
tales  to  tell  her  little  grandchild  she  had  never  spoken  of  any 
place  she  had  visited  with  him  ;   and  indeed  the  daguerreotype 
on  the  parlour  wall  showed  a  man  teased  by  developing  pros- 
perity as  by  an  inward  growth,  whose  eye  would  change  pink  apple- 
blossom  to  a  computable  promise  of  cider.     It  is  not  in  the 
nature  of  any  human  being  to  admit  that  they  have  wasted  their 
whole  life,  and  since  she  had  certainly  gained  no  treasure  of 
love  from  her  forty  years  wth  her  husband  it  was  necessary 
tliat  she  should  invent  some  good  purpose  which  that  tedious 
companionship  had   served.     The   theory   of   the   sanctity   of 
marriage  came  in  handy  ,   it  comforted  her  to  believe  that  by 
merely  being  a  wife  slif  had  fulfilled  a  function  pleasing  to  God 
and  necessary  to  the  existence  of  society.     But  she  had  so  often 
been   assailed   by  moments  when   it   had  seemed  that  during 
all    her     hving      hfe    had     not     begun,    that    she    had    to 
beheve    it    passionately    to    quiet    those    doubts.     To    have 
asked    her    to    stay    away    from    the     bedside    would    have 
been   to   ask    her  to   admit   that   her   life    was  useless,   and 
that  It   would   have   been   better  if  she  had  not   been   born 
^  Lord  have  mercy  on  us  all !  "  thought  Marion,  and  forgave 

^.r^^  -"^^T,  TV^°  ^^y  ^°  ^^'■gi^^  A""t  Alphonsine,  for 
hZZ^  \T  u^  '^■^'■P   ^  '^  ^o^d   be   without   being 

honestly  angry,  like  bad  wine  instead  of  good  vinegar  and  had 

?LT^"''^'''!^  "?  '^'  switchbacks  ol  whicirtfe  'vSces  <^' 
for  ^STS  H^m  ^  ^'^'.''fy-  ^^^  ^^  the  most  responsibJe 
wL  w  ^  ?  °*  ?^^'/°"  '  ^'^^-  ^""^  y^'  Aunt  AlphonSne  too 
was  not  malignant  of  intent.    The  worst  of  illicit  relationships 


pp 


ni'^u 


226 


THk  JUDGE 


is  the  provocation  they  give  to  the  minds  thai  aear  of  then 

When  it  is  said  of  a  man  and  woman  that  they  are  married,  tl 

imagination  sees  the  public  ceremony  before  the  altar,  tl 

shared  house,  the  children,  and  all  the  sober  external  results  i 

marriage ;  but  when  it  is  said  of  a  man  and  woman  that  tht 

are  lovers,  the  imagination  is  confronted  mth  the  fact  of  the 

love.     The  thought  of  her  niece  night  after  night  shut  up  wit 

love  in  the  white  belvedere  all  the  long  time  the  moon  require 

to  rise  from  the  open  sea,  fill  all  the  creeks  with  silver,  and  drai 

them  dry  again  as  she  sunk  westwards,  must  have  been  tormei 

to  one  whose  left  cheek,  from  the  long  pale  ear  to  the  inhibite 

mouth,  was  one  scar.     That  scar  was  an  epitome  of  all   thj 

was  pathetic  and  mischievous  about  the  poor  faint  woman,  th 

being  formed  to  be  a  nun  who  had  not  been  blessed  with  an 

religion  and  so  had  to  dedicate  herself  to  the  ridiculous  god  < 

decorum.     "  Your  aunt,"  Marion's  mother  had  said  to  he 

"  burned  her  face  cleaning  a  pair  of  white  shoes  with  benzir 

for  me  to  wear  at  my  first  Communion.     It  was  a  pity  she  di 

it.    And  a  pity  for  me  too,  since  I  have  had  to  obey  her  ev( 

since  in  everything,  though  I  wanted  neither  the  white  shot 

nor  the  Communion."     In  that  speech  were  all  the  elemenl 

of  Alphonsine's  tragedy,  and  therefore  most  of  the  causes  c 

Marion's.    The  French  thrift  that  had  made  her  clean  the  sho( 

at  home,  and  thereby  maim  herself  into  something  that  desire 

to  assassinate  love  whenever  she  saw  it,  made  her  terribly  exei 

cised  at  the  possibility  that  the  family  might  have  to  support 

fatherless  baby.  The  affection  for  her  sister  Pamela  which  had  mad 

her  perform  these  services  had  enabled  her  to  bring  up  tha 

lovely  child  through  all  the  dangers  of  a  poverty-stricken  child 

hood  in  Paris,  in  spite  of  a  certain  wildness  in  her  beauty  whici 

might,  if  unchecked,  have  been  a  summons  to  disorder  ;  and  he 

triumph  in  that  respect,  had  made  it  the  most  heartbreaking  dis 

appointment  when  the  temptations  she  thought  she  had  baulkec 

for  ever  in  Paris  twenty  years  before  returned  and  claimed  s( 

easily  Pamela's  child,  whom  she  thought  quite  safe,  since  to  he 

French  eyes  Marion's  dark  brows,  perpetually  knit  in  preoc 

cupation  with  the  movements  of  her  nature,  were  not  likely  t< 

be  attractive  to  men. 

That  must  have  added  to  her  bitterness.  It  must  have  seemec 
very  cruel  to  Alphonsine  that  she,  with  her  smooth  brown  hai) 
whichshe  coiffed  perfectly,  hir  long  white  hands,  and  her  slendc! 
body  with  its  hour-glass  waist,  which  had  a  strange  air  of  having 
been  filleted  of  all  grossness,  could  never  know  the  joy  thai 
could  be  obtained  even  by  this  black  untidy  girl.    That  would 
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account  for  the  passion  with  which  she  forced  Marion;to  do  the 
thing  she  did  not  want  to ;  and  any  suspicion  that  she  was 
actuated  by  a  desire  to  punish  the  girl  for  her  happiness  she 
would  be  able  to  dismiss  by  recollecting  that  certainly  she  had 
served  her  little  sister's  welfare  by  crossing  her  will.  Oh.  there 
was  much  to  be  said  for  Alphonsine.  But  all  the  same,  it  was 
a  pity  that  the  old  people  had  interfered.  She  i  :d  loved  Richard 
so  much  that  it  would  not  have  mattered  to  her  or  to  him  that 
he  was  fatherless,  since  from  the  inexhaustible  treasure  of  her 
passion  for  him  she  could  give  him  far  more  than  other  children 
receive  from  both  parents.  They  might  have  been  so  happy 
together  if  the  old  people  had  not  made  her  marry  Peacey. 

"  But  this  is  different,"  she  said  to  herself.  "  They  com- 
pelled me  to  unhappiness.  I  am  forcing  happiness  on  Richard 
and  Ellen.     It  is  quite  different." 

But  she  looked  anxiously  at  the  girl.  They  smiled  at  each 
other  with  their  eyes,  as  if  they  were  friends  in  eternity.  But 
their  hps  smiled  guardedly,  for  it  mi^ht  be  that  they  were 
enemies  in  time. 


CHAPTER  II 


The  land,  which  from  the  time  they  left  London  had  been  so 
ugly  as  to  be  almost  invisible,  suddenly  took  form  and  colour. 
To  the  south,  beyond  a  creek  whose  further  bank  was  a  raw 
edge  of  gleaming  mud  hummocks  tufted  with  dark  spriggy  heaths 
and  veined  with  waterways  that  shone  white  under  the  cold 
sky,  there  stretched  a  great  quiet  plain.  It  stretched  inimitably, 
and  though  there  were  dotted  over  it  red  barns  and  grey  houses 
and  knots  of  trees  growing  in  fellowship  as  they  do  round  stead- 
mgs.  and  though  its  colour  was  a  deep  wet  fertile  green,  it  did 
not  seem  as  if  it  could  be  a  human  territory.  It  could  be  re- 
garded only  as  a  place  for  the  feet  of  the  clouds  which,  half  as  tall 
as  the  sky,  stood  on  the  far  horizon.  They  passed  a  station, 
built  high  above  the  marsh  on  piles,  and  looked  down  on  a  ford 
that  crossed  the  mud  bed  of  the  creek  to  a  white  road  that  drove 
southwards  into  the  plain.  A  tongue  of  the  creek  ran  inwards 
beside  it  for  a  hundred  yards  or  so ;  above  its  humpy  mud 
banks  the  road  protected  itself  by  white  wooden  railings,  and 
on  its  other  side  a  line  of  telegraph  poles  ran  towards  the  sky- 
line. 

This  was  the  beauty  of  bleakness,  but  not  as  she  had 
known  it  on  the  Pentlands.  That  was  like  tragedy.  Storms 
broke  on  the  hills,  spread  snow  or  filled  the  freshets  as  with 
tears,  and  then  departed,  leaving  the  cudews  drilling  holes 
with  their  cries  in  the  sphere  of  catharised  clear  air  ;  and  the 
people  there,  men  resting  on  their  staves,  women  at  their  but- 
and-ben  doors,  spoke  with  magnificent  calm,  as  if  they  had 
exhausted  all  their  violence  on  certain  specific  occasions.  But 
this  plain  was  like  a  realist  mind  with  an  intense  consciousness 
ai  cause  and  effec*.  There  would  blow  a  warning  wind  before 
the  storm.  It  would  be  visible  afar  off  in  its  coming,  as  a  dark- 
ness, a  flaw  on  the  horizon  ;  and  when  it  had  scourged  the  plain 
it  would  be  seen  for  long  travelling  on  towards  the  mainland. 
There  would  be  no  illusion  that  anything  happens  suddenly  or 
that  anything  disappears.    Here  the  long  preparation  of  earth's 
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events  and  their  endurance  would  be  evident.  It  would  breed 
people  like  Marion,  in  whom  a  sense  of  the  bearing  of  the  past 
on  the  present  was  so  powerful  that  it  was  often  difficult  to  know 
of  what  she  was  speaking,  and  whether  the  tale  she  was  telling 
of  Richard  referred  to  yesterday  or  his  boyhood  ;  that  it  was 
impossible  to  say  whether  she  smiled  because  of  memory  or 
hope  when  she  leaned  forward  and  said,  "  This  is  Kerith  Island." 

"  Mhm,"  said  Ellen,  since  it  was  not  her  own  country;  "it's 
verra  flat."  And  than,  realising  that  she  was  belittling  beauty, 
she  exclaimed,  "  I  must  have  said  that  for  the  sake  of  being 
disagreeable.  I  think  it's  fine,  though  very  different  from 
Scotland.  But  after  all,  why  should  everything  be  like  Scotland  ? 
There's  no  real  reason.  I  don't  see  where  Richard's  going  to 
work,   though." 

"  Three  miles  along  the  road  and  two  to  the  right.  You 
can  see  the  works  from  our  windows." 

"  Of  course  you  could,"  said  Ellen  sourly  ;  and  explained, 
"  When  I  couldn't  see  the  works  I  made  up  a  sort  of  story  for 
myself,  about  the  works  being  new  ones,  and  the  firm  not  being 
able  to  get  them  finished  in  time  for  Richard  to  start  work,  so 
that  we  had  him  hanging  about  the  house  all  to  ourselves.  That 
was  silly.  Of  course.  But  I  am  silly  about  him.  I  suppose  I 
will  soon  get  over  it." 

"  I  will  hate  you  if  you  do,"  answered  Marion,  "  for  I  never 
have." 

The  island  and  its  creek  fell  away  to  the  south.  The  train 
ran  now  across  the  marshes,  flat  and  green,  chequered  with 
dykes,  confined  to  the  right  by  the  steep  brim  of  a  sea-wall. 
To  the  left  a  line  of  little  hills  gained  height.  They  fell  back  in 
an  amphitheatre,  and  a  farmhouse  turned  U>  .he  sun  a  garden 
more  austere  with  the  salt  air  than  farmhouse  gardens  com- 
monly arc,  and  behind  it,  in  the  shelter  of  the  curved  green  escarp- 
ment, some  tall  trees  stood  among  the  pastures.  The  hills  rose 
again  to  an  overhanging  steepness  and  broke  down  to  a  gap 
full  of  the  purples  of  bare  woods,  before  which  stood  the  cathedral- 
esque  ruins  of  a  brick-kiln,  with  its  tall  tower  and  apse-like 
ovens,  on  a  green  platform  of  levelled  ground  scored  with  the 
red  of  rusted  trolley-lines.  The  hill  grew  higher  and  stood  sheer 
like  a  turfed  cliff,  and  was  surmounted  by  four  tall  towers  of 
grey  stone.  It  would  have  been  impressive  if  the  fall  of  the 
cliff  had  nut  been  disfigured  by  a  large  shed  of  pink  corrugated 
iron  with  "  Hallelujah  Army  "  painted  on  its  roof,  which  was 
built  on  a  shelf  where  some  hawthorn  trees  and  bramble  bushes 
found  a  footing. 
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Then  for  a  time,  after  an  oblique  valley  had  cleft  the 
range,  an  elm-hedge  ran  along  the  crest,  till  there  looked 
down  a  grey  church  with  a  squinting  spire  and  grey-black 
yews  set  about  it,  and  something  white  Hke  a  monument  standing 
up  on  a  mound  beside  it.  Woods  appeared  and  receded,  leaving 
the  hilltop  bare,  and  returned  ;  there  was  a  broken  hedge  of 
hawthorn  ;  a  downward  line  of  trees  scored  the  gentler  slope 
of  the  escarpment,  and  from  a  square  red  brick  house  on  the 
skyline  there  fell  an  orchard. 

"  That  is  our  house  up  there.  That  is  Yaverland's  End," 
said  Marion;  "and  look  on  the  other  window,  that  is 
Roothing  Harbour."  But  all  Ellen  could  see  was  a  forest 
of  slim  straight  poles  leaning  everywhere  above  the  sea- 
wall. "  Those  are  the  masts  of  the  fishing-boats,"  said  Marion 
indifferently,  even  grumbling,  as  was  her  way  when  she 
spoke  of  the  things  she  loved.  "  Don't  laugh  at  this  place, 
though  it  is  all  mud.  I  can  tell  you  the  Elizabethan  adventures 
drew  most  of  their  seamen  from  here  and  Tilbury."  The  sea- 
wall stopi i^d,  and  beyond  a  foreshore  of  coal-dust  and  soiled 
shingle  and  tarred  huts,  such  as  is  found  always  where  men  go 
down  to  the  sea  in  ships,  lay  a  bare  harbour  basin  in  which  fishing- 
boats  lolled  on  their  sides  in  silver  mud.  Further  out,  smaller 
boats  lay  tidily  on  a  bar  of  coarse  grass  that  ran  out  from  a  sea- 
walled  island  that  lay  alongside  the  marsh  the  train  had  just 
crossed,  with  a  farm  and  its  orchard  lying  at  the  end  it  thrust 
into  the  harbour. 

Now  the  train  ran  slower,  and  it  could  be  seen  that 
the  line  had  been  driven  violently  through  the  high  street 
with  no  decent  clearance,  for  to  its  left  it  could  be  seen  that 
it  was  overhung  by  the  backs  of  cottages,  and  on  its  right  was 
the  cobbled  roadway  on  which  walked  bearded  men  in  jerseys 
and  top  boots  and  women  with  that  look  of  brine  rather  than 
bloom  which  is  characteristic  of  fishing-villages.  It  was  a 
fairly  continuous  street  of  huddled  houses  and  drysalters'  shops, 
with  their  stock  of  thigh-long  boots  and  lanthorns  and  sou'- 
westers  heaped  behind  small  dark  panes,  and  here  and  there 
came  quays,  with  whitened  cottages  and  trim  gardens  facing 
dingy  wharf-offices  over  paved  squares  set  about  the  edge 
with  capstans,  and  beyond  a  Thames  barge  showing  its  furled 
red  sail  against  a  vista  of  shining  mud-flats  and  the  vast  sky 
that  be!ong«^d  tn  this  district,  T}<is  hard,  bright,  clouded  day, 
which  dwelt  on  the  grey  in  all  things,  even  in  the  rough  grass, 
made  all  look  brittle  and  trivial  and,  however  old,  still  un- 
historic.    It  could  be  imagined  that  the  people  who  lived  under 
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this  immense  sky  might  come  to  lose  the  common  human 
sense  of  their  own  supreme  importance,  and  to  suspect  them- 
selves as  being  of  no  more  account  than  the  fishes  which  lie  at 
the  bottom  of  the  cliannel ;  and  might  look  up  at  the  great 
cloud  galleons  floating  above  and  wonder  if  these  had  not  for 
ship's  company  beings  that  would  be  to  them  as  men  are  to 
fishes.  It  was  a  place,  Ellen  saw,  that  might  well  have  engen- 
dered such  a  curious  vigorous  lethargy  as  Marion's.  Its  breezes 
were  clean  enough  to  nourish  strength,  but  there  was  something 
about  the  proportions  of  the  scene  that  would  breed  scepticism 
concerning  the  value  of  all  activities. 

To  see  things  in  terms  of  Marion  was  weak,  and  a  distraction 
from  delight.    She  could  neither  behold  things  for  their  own 
sake,  as  she  had  up  till  this  autumn,  nor  for  Richard's  sake,  as 
she  had  till  yesterday  evening.    But  she  was  forced  to  wonder 
about  this  woman  who  had  been  able  to  be  Richard's  mother 
and  who  was  yet  so  little  what  one  approved  of,  and  who  yet 
again  was  so  picturesque  that  one  had  to  watch  her  with  pleasant 
intensity  that  was  not  usually  associated  with  dislike.     Even 
when  she  looked  on  the  astonishing  scene  that  lay  before  her 
when  they  stepped  on  to  the  platform  at  Roothing  station  she 
was  distracted  from  her  astonishment  by  a  sense  that  she  would 
afterwards  maintain  an  argument  on  the  subject  with  Marion. 
The  surroundings  were  ignobly  ugly,  as  eggsheUs  and  scraps 
of  newspaper  trodden  into  waste  ground  are  ugly.     She  was 
prepared  to  tell  Marion  so.  though  it  was  her  own  town.     There 
had  not  been  sufficient  space  to  build  a  station  with  the  up  and 
do\Mi  platforms  facing  each  other,  so  the  up  platform  was  further 
back,  facing  the  harbour    and  this  down  platform  was  over- 
shadowed on  its  landwaiv.  side  by  smoke-grimed  cottages  and 
tenements  which  rose  on  high  ground  in  a  peak  of  squalor,     ^a- 
wards  one  looked  over  a  goods-siding,  where  there  stood  a  few 
wagons  of  cockle-shells  and  a  cinderpath  esplanade  on  to  a  vast 
plain  of  mud. 

It  could  not  be  beautiful.  A  plain  of  mud  could  not  be 
beautiful.  Yet  the  mind  could  dwell  contentedly  on  this  new 
and  curious  estate  of  nature,  this  substance  that  was  neither 
earth  nor  water,  this  place  that  was  neither  land  nor  sea.  It 
had  its  own  colours  :  in  the  shadow  of  the  great  couchant  cloud 
whose  mane  was  brassy  with  sunshine  that  had  lodged  in  the 
upper  air  it  \^'as  purple  ;  otherwise  it  was  brown  ;  and  where 
the  light  lay  it  v.  as  as  bright  as  polished  steel,  yet  giving  in  its 
brightness  some  indication  of  its  sucking  softness.  It  had  its 
own  strange  scenery  ;   it  had  its  undulations  and  its  fissures, 
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and  between  deep,  rounded,  shining  banks,  a  course  marked 

here  and  there  by  the  stripped  white  ghosts  of  sapling   trees, 

a  winding  river  flowed  out  to  the  far-off  channel  of  the  estuary 

which  lay  a  grey  bar  under  the  dark  line  of  the  Kentish  hills. 

It  supported  its  own  life  ;    hundreds  of  black  fishing-boats  and 

some  large  vessels  leaned  this  way  and  that,  high  and  dry  on 

the  mud,  like  flies  stuck  on  a  window-pane,  and  up  on  the  river, 

whose  waters  were  now  flowing  from  ihe  sea  to  the  land,  men 

came  in  dingeys,  not  rowing,  but  bending  their  bodies  indolently 

and  without  effort,  because  they  were  backwatering  with  the 

tide,  so  that  their  swift  advance  looked  as  if  it  were  made  easy 

by  sorcery.     They  slackened  speed  before  they  came  to  the 

wharf,  which  just  here  by  the  station  jutted  out  in  a  grey  bastion 

surmounted  by  the  minatory  finger  of  a  derrick,  and  some  of 

them  climbed  out  and  put  round  baskets  full  of  shining  fish  upon 

their  heads,  and,  walking  struttingly  to  brake  their  heavy  boots 

on  the  slippery  mud,  followed  a  wet  track  up  to  the  cinderpath. 

They  looked  stunted  and  fantastic  like  Oriental  chessmen.     It 

was   strange,   but   this   place  had   the  quality  of  beauty.     It 

laid  a  finger  on  the  heart.     Moreover,  it  had  a  solemn  quality 

of  importance.     It  was  as  if  this  was  the  primeval  ooze  from 

which  the  first  life  stirred  and  crawled  landwards  to  begin  to 

make  this  a  memorable  star. 

Again  the  place  seemed  curiously  like  Marion.  It  might 
well  have  been  that  to  make  her  a  god  had  modelled  a  figure  in 
this  estuary  mud  and  breathed  on  it,  so  much,  in  her  sallow 
colouring  and  the  heavy  impassivity  which  was  the  equivalent 
of  the  plain's  monotony,  did  she  partake  of  its  qualities.  Her 
behaviour,  too,  was  grand  like  the  plain  and  yet  composed  of 
material  that,  as  stuff  for  grandeur,  was  almost  as  uncompromis- 
ing as  mud. 

She  took  the  girl  to  th  raihngs  and  made  her  look  out  to  the 
sea,  saying,  "  It  is  rather  fine  in  a  queer  way,  isn't  it  ?  When 
I  was  a  girl  I  could  run  dryshod  to  the  very  end  of  the  channel, 
and  I  daresay  Richard  could  still." 

Ellen  shivered.  "  Is  it  not  terribly  lonely  out  there,  just 
under  the  sky  ?  " 

"  Oh  no,  it's  pleasant  to  be  on  innocent  territory,  with  no  human 
beings  living  on  it.  There  was  a  feeling,  so  far  as  I  can  re- 
member it,  of  extraordinary  freedom  and  lightness."  She  spoke 
with  a  sincere  cjTiicism,  an  ea  ;,  grimncss  that  appeared  quite 
dreadful  to  Ellen.  The  giri  looked  appealingly  at  her.  asking  her 
not  to  give  the  sanction  of  her  impressive  personality  to  such 
hopelessness  about  life,  but  had  the  ill  luck  to  catch  her  in  the 
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act  of  a  practical  demonstration  of  her  dislike  for  her  fellow- 
creatures.  Now  that  the  train  had  puffed  out  of  th?  station  the 
station-master,  a  silver-haired  old  man  with  a  red  face  on  which 
amiability  clung  like  a  lather,  had  come  to  Marion's  side  and 
was  saying  that  he  had  not  seen  her  for  a  long  time,  and  asking 
how  Richard  was  and  when  he  was  coming  back.  Ellen  thought 
this  was  very  kind  of  him,  but  Marion  evidently  found  it  tire- 
some, and  hardly  troubled  to  conceal  the  fact,  walking  rati ler 
more'quickly  along  the  platform  than  the  old  man  could  manage 
and  giving  no  more  answer  to  Lis  questions  than  a  vague  smiling 
"  Hum."     Ellen  hoped  that  the  poor  old  man  was  not  offended. 

She  found  something  dubious,  too,  about  the  lack  of  apology 
with  which  Marion  led  her  into  the  squalor  outside  the  station, 
over  the  level  crossing,  with  its  cobblestones  veined  with  coal- 
dust,  past  the  fish-shop  hung  with  the  horrid  bleeding  frills 
of  skate,  and  the  barber's  shop  that  also  sold  journals,  which 
stood  with  unreluctant  posters  at  the  exact  point  where  news- 
papers and  flypapers  meet  ;  and  up  the  winding  road,  which 
sent  a  trail  of  square  red  villas  with  broken  prams  standing  in 
unplanted  or  unweeded  gardens  up  the  hill  in  the  direction  of 
the  church  and  the  castle  they  had  passed  in  the  tram.  But 
surely  she  ought  to  have  apologised  for  bringing  a  girl  reared 
in  Edinburgh  to  a  place  like  this.  On  one  of  the  gates  they 
passed  was  written  "  Hiemath."  and  there  was  something  very 
characteristic  of  the  jerry-built  and  decaying  place  in  the  cheap 
sentiment  that  had  been  too  slovenly  to  spell  its  own  name 
correctly.  Yet  to  the  left,  over  the  housetops  of  foul  black 
streets  running  upwards  from  the  railway-lines,  there  shone  the 
great  silver  plain,  and  afar  off  a  channel  set  with  white  sailing- 
ships  and  steamers,  and  dark  majestic  hills.  But  because  of 
the  quality  of  the  place,  and  perhaps  of  her  guide,  she  did  not 
want  to  recognise  its  beauty. 

When  they  came  to  a  cross-roads  that  followed  westward 
along  the  crest  of  the  hill  she  would  hardly  admit  to  herself 
that  this  was  better,  that  this  was  indeed  right  in  a  unique 
way,  and  that  the  dignified  houses  of  white  marl  and  oak  on 
one  side  of  the  road  and  the  public  lawns  on  the  other  were 
quite  good  for  England.  She  was  not  softened  by  Marion's 
proud  mutter :  "  It's  jolly  in  spring,  seeing  the  blue  ser 
through  the  gap  in  the  may  hedge.  And  on  the  other  side 
of  the  hedge  there's  one  of  those  old  grass  roads.  They  ti^ed 
to  say  they  were  Roman,  but  they're  far  older.  Older  than 
Stonehenge.  This  used  to  run  all  the  way  to  Canfleet— 
that's  where   Kerith  Island  touches  the   mainland — but   it's 
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all  gone  but  tlus  part  here.  .  .  ."  She  disliked  the  road 
when  It  took  a  disclaiming  twist  and  left  the  houses  out  of 
sight  and  travelled  between  low  oaks,  because  it  was  the  road 
home,  and  she  would  never  have  chosen  a  home  in  this  strange 
place,  whose  lack  of  meaning  for  herself  could  be  measured  by 
Its  plenitude  of  meaning  for  this  woman  who  was  so  unlike  her. 
Certainly  she  would  never  have  chosen  this  heme  Very 
thick,  trim  hedges  gave  the  long  garden  the  look  of  a  pound  • 
the  standard  rose-trees  which  grew  in  round  flower-beds  on  the 
lawn,  which  was  of  that  excessively  deep  green  that  grass  takes 
on  in  gardens  with  a  north  aspect,  had  the  air  of  being  detained 
in  custody,  and  the  borders  on  each  side  of  the  broad  gravel  path 
showed  that  extreme  neatness  wliich  is  found  in  places  of  deten- 
tion. The  red  brick  farmhouse  at  its  end  was  very  small  and 
Us  windows  such  mere  square  peep-holes  among  a  strong 
growth  of  ivy  that  one  conceived  its  inhabitants  as  being  able 
to  see  the  light  only  by  pressing  their  faces  close  against  the 
glass.  ° 

"Oh,  I  know  it's  ugly !  "  muttered  Marion,  holding  back  the 
gate  for  her.  I  should  have  had  it  pulled  down  when  I  built 
on  the  new  rooms.  But  it's  been  here  two  hundred  years  and 
there  are  some  of  the  beams  of  the  house  that  was  here  before 
m  It.  and  we  have  lived  here  all  the  time,  so  it  was  too  great 
a  responsibility  to  destroy  it."  She  looked  sideways  at  the 
girl  s  clouded  face,  and  explained  desperately.  "  I  couldn't 
you  know.  When  people  don't  understand  why  you  did  things' 
and  say  you  did  them  because  you  had  no  respect  for  good 
old  established  decencies  of  life,  you  become  most  carefully  con- 
servative !  ^ 

But  confidence  could  not  be  maintained  for  long  at  this 
awkward  pitch,  and  she  went  on  to  the  front  door.  "  You'll 
like  our  roses,"  she  said  hopefully,  as  they  waited  for  it 
to  open;  they  grow  wonderfully  on  this  Essex  clay."  But 
although  there  was  evident  in  that  an  amiable  desire  to  please 
then  was  again  alienated  by  the  cool  smile  with  which  Marion 
greeted  the  maid  who  opened  tlie  door,  the  uninterested  "  Good 
morning,  Mabel.  The  girl  looked  so  pleased  to  see  them. 
Manon  returned,  too,  to  this  curious  idea  of  hers  about  not  being 
able  to  destroy  ugly  things  just  because  they  are  old,  although 
of  course  it  is  one's  plain  duty  to  replace  ugly  tilings  with  beauti- 
tul  whatever  the  circumstances,  when  thoy  sfe-r^ed  in  thro'--^- 
no  intervening  hall  or  passage,  to  a  little  dark  room  furnished* 
as  farm  pariours  are,  with  a  grandfather  clock,  an  oak  ,ettle' 
a  dresser,  a  gate-leg  table  with  a  patchwork  cloth  over  it' 


THE  JUDGE 


285 


and  samplers  hanging  on  wallpaper  of  a  trivial  rosebud  pattern. 
"  I  hate  this  English  farmhouse  stuff."  she  said.  "  Heavy  and 
uninventive.  The  Yaverlands  have  been  well-to-do  for  at  least 
four  hundred  years,  and  they  never  took  the  trouble  to  have  a 
single  thing  made  with  any  particular  appositeness  to  them- 
selves But  I  have  left  this  room  as  it  was.  To  have  it  dis- 
turbed would  have  been  like  turning  my  grandmother's  ghost 
out  of  doors,  and  I  troubled  her  enough  in  her  lifetime.  But 
look!  It's  all  right  in  the  rooms  I've  built  on."  She  held  back 
a  door,  and  they  looked  into  a  shining  room  lined  with  white 
panels  and  lit  by  wide  windows  that  admitted  much  of  the 
vast  sky.  "  But  I'll  take  you  to  your  room.  It's  in  the  old 
part  of  the  house.     But  I  think  you  will  like  it.     It's  a  room  I'm 

fond  of.  .  .  ."  . 

They  climbed  a  steep  dark  staircase  and  Marion  opened  a 
low  thatched  door  in  which  thehght,  obscured  by  drawn  chintz 
curtains,  fell  on  cream  walls  and  a  bed,  with  its  high  headpiece 
made  of  fine  wood  painted  gret^n,  and  a  great  press  made  of  the 
same.     "  There's  a  step  down,"  she  said,  "  and  the  floor  rakes, 
but  I'm  fond  of  the  room.     I  slept  here  when  I  was  a  gid ;  but 
all  the  things  are  new— I  got  them  down  from  London ;  and  I 
had  the  walls  done.     So  you  have  a  fresh  start."     She  went  to 
the  chintz  curtains  and  pulled  them  back,  disclosing  a  very 
large  window  that  came  down  to  within  two  feet  of  the  floor  and 
looked  on  to  a  farmyard.     "  It's  a  good-sized  window,  isn't 
it  ?  "  she  said.     "There's  a  story  about  that.     They  say  my 
great-grandfather,  William  Yavcrlaud,  was  as  inean  as  he  was 
jciUous,  and  as  jealous  as  he  was  mean,  and  in  middle  life  he 
was  crippled  by  a  kick  irom  a  horse  and  bedridden  ever  after. 
He'd  a  very  pretty  young  wife,  and  a  handsome  overseer  who 
was  a  very  capable  chap  and  worth  hundreds  a  year  to  the 
farm,  and  it  struck  him  that  in  his  new  s'ate  he'd  probably  not 
be  able  to  keep  the  one  without  losing  the  other.     So  he  had 
this  window  knocked  out  so  that  he  could  lie  in  his  bed  and 
keep  his  eye  on  the  dairy  where  his  wife  worked  and  see  who 
went  m  and  came  out.     Well,  now  it'll  let  the  luorning  sun  in 
on  you." 

She  sat  down  on  the  windowseat,  and  with  a  sense  of  fuliil- 
ment  watched  the  girl  move  delightedly  among  the  new  things, 
touching  the  little  white  wreaths  on  the  embroidered  bedspread 
a"d  tro.f'i'i"  the  delicate  "r;ur,  with  ht'.r  forefmser.  and  coininGi  to 
a  stop  before  the  mirror  and  looking  at  her  face  with  a  solemn 
respectful  vanity  because  it  had  pleased  her  beloved.  Marion 
found  this  very  right  and  fitting,  because  to  her,  in  spite  of  th§ 
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story  of  this  window,  this  room  had  always  been  sacred  to  th 
spint  of  young  ove.     She  turned  her  head  and  looked  out  in 
the  farmyard     When  the  land  had  been  let  out  to  neighbounn 

andTh?^  ?'  ^^"^  ^1  °"*^°"^^^  had  all  been  pulfed'dj^ 
and  the  yard  was  now  only  a  quadrangle  of  grey  trodden  ear^ 

.^T!t°^/*^  ^"'*h^'"  ^'^^  ^  ^a"-less  shed  if  Which  there  wer 
fhf  f.'^.l*^"  billets  that  had  been  cut  from  the  spinncyro 
the  land  they  retamed.  bound  neatly  with  the  black  branche 
fluting  together  and  a  fuzz  of  purple  twigs  at  each  end 

for.  w^PnffK"'^'"^^'/"^*^'''^^^'"^^'-^  than  thirty  years  be 

neat  about  irS  /n  ^  7^^'^  f^'^''^''''  ^"^  ^^ere  wL  nothing 
neat  about  it  at  all.  and  the  mellow  cry  of  well-fed  cattle  cam 
from  the  d^k  doors  of  tumble-down  sheds,  and  shTw^  stLidb 
in  the  sunshine  with  two  of  the  Berkshire  piglets  Tn  her^n^s 
She  had  brought  them  out  of  the  stye  to  have  a  better  sighToi 
their  pretty  twitching  noses  and  their  silken  brisdi  Ind  theh 
playfulness,  which  was  unclouded,  as  it  is  in  the  puppv  bv 

ortHam:'  and  r '  J.  ^".  '!'^  '*"f  ^^  ^  -nxfsf  aEatl,n 
ot  the  same    and  Goodtart.  the  cattleman,  had  drawn  near  with 

four  iT'wK^"^  '^^y-  ^'^  ^^^"°"  ?-^"d  them  not  borTlt 
four  o  clock  this  morning."  when  she  heard  the  clear  \^ice 
that  was  sweet  and  yet  hard,  like  silver  ringing  on  steef  cS 
to  he  dogs  out  m  the  roadway.  "  Lesbia  !  'ca^ulL fcome  i"u 
nn  IL  M  I  ,  ^S^hounds  had,  as  usual,  got  in  among  the  sheep 
on  the  glebe  land  opposite.  She  ran  fomard  into  the  darkness 
of  the  stye  and  put  down  the  two  piglets  among  The  suckTne 
tide  of  hfe  that  washed  the  flanks  of  the  greardd  sow  but  she 
coud  not  stay  there  for  ever.  Goodtart.  whfbdng  in  thr^unllht 

tui^ed'an'u'ndk^  i'^r  'T'^"^/"*  ^'  ^'^  from  thrsh^a^ow.' 
l^r^  A  1\1.^^^^^  ^^^^  towards  the  doorway,  and  she  oer 

aLe  Vnd  tiat  t"t''"""  ^^^^""^^^  ^'^  forelocks  were  alm'olt 
ahve  and  that  his  long  upper  lip  was  twitching  from  side  to 

••  Cat^'llulf  5lhf  r^  '!i*'  ^'"""S  '^'  ''^^''  «till  calling 
w-h  kS-  ■^^^l^  ■ ,  .  ^"^  ^"^nt  '"  to  the  house.  But  Peggy 
ihf  pS/"f  '"r*^"  ^'^'h'"  ^"d  Grandmother  was  readS 
the    Pnttlebay   Gazette  in  the  parlour,   and  she  went  uostair? 

Her  h^T  ^''fl  °"  '}"'  b'^-  She  thought  of  noSg 
Her  heart  seemed  by  its  slogging  beat  to  be  urging  some  S 

call"L  ChU  H  ^''''f\  '^'  '''^''"^  ^hat  h!  was  n^  lon%r 
nufnfMw  ^T'  ^"^  'h^  t"'""^*^  «n  her  pillow  and  looked 
rom^si^i&tr^rit'^y^'"^-  H«^as  there.  Cousin 
GrSdfafhS^; Jh  K^^^  ^'"  managing  the  farm  ever  since 
urandfathers  death,  had  come  out  and  was  talking  to  him.. 


rcMM3^r^j^  -I  ^  V* 


*?y-.n&a£«HKim'«SBcr^'WT*«?ji 


THE  JUDGE 


287 


and  from  his  gestures  was  evidently  telling  him  of  the  recent 
collapse  of  the  dairy  wall,  but  he  was  not  interested,  for  he  did 
not  point  his  stick  at  it,  and  in  him  almost  every  mtiilal  move- 
ment was  immediately  followed  by  some  physicui  sign.  There 
was  something  else  he  wanted.  When  the  greyhounds  licked 
up  at  him  he  thrust  them  away  with  the  petulance  of  a  baulked 
man,  and  whenever  Tom  turned  his  head  away  to  point  at  the 
dairy  he  cast  quick  glances  at  the  farm  door,  at  the  gate  into 
the  road,  at  the  othti  gale  into  the  fields.  She  could  see  his 
face,  and  it  was  dark,  and  the  lips  drawn  down  at  the  comers. 
What  could  it  be  that  he  wanted  ? 

She  rose  from  her  bed  and  went  to  the  window,  and  knelt  down 
by  it,  pressing  her  face  and  the  white  bib  of  her  apron  close  to  the 
glass.  Instantly  he  saw  her,  and  his  face  was  filled  with  worship 
and  happiness  as  with  light.  At  last  she  knew  that  she  was  loved, 
that  the  things  he  said  when  they  met  on  the  marshes  were  not  said 
as  they  had  been  when  she  was  a  child,  and  that  there  had  lately 
been  solemnity  throned  in  his  eyes'  levity.  He  made  no  niotion 
for  her  to  come  down,  nor  when  Tom  turned  his  head  again  did 
he  throw  any  furtive  look  at  the  window.  It  was  enough  for 
him  to  have  seen  her  ;  and  soon  he  went  away  with  bent  head 
followed  by  his  forgotten  dogs. 

Well,    now    this    girl    should    sleep    here,    and    the    place 
should  be  revisited   by  a  love  as  sacred   as   that,   and    one 
which   would   not    commit   sacrilege    upon    itself.     She   gave 
a  soft  laugh,  and  in  a  haze   of  satisfaction  that   prevented 
her  seeing  that  Ellen  was  beginning  to  tell  her  how  much  she 
liked  the  furniture  she  went  out  and  passed  to  her  own  room. 
For  a  moment  she  stood  at  the  side  windows,  looking  out  on  the 
show  of  sky  and  sea  and  green  islands  that  lay  sealed  in  the 
embankments  from  the  grey  flood  which  was  now  running  across 
the  silver  plain  and  trying  at  them  treacherously  through  the 
creeks  that  lay  loverlike  beside  them.     Then  she  turned  ap- 
provingly to  the  litter  which  betokened  that  this  was  a  bedroom 
visited  by  insomnia  more  often  than  by  sleep  :   the  half-dozen 
boxes  of  different  sorts  of  cigarettes,  the  plate  of  apples  and  figs, 
the  pile  of  books,  the  portfolio  of  prints.     It  had  been  dreadful, 
that  night  at  the  hotel,  with  nothing  to  read.     She  was  very 
glad  to  come  home. 

It  would  not  have  seemed  credible  to  Ellen  that  anyone 
should  feel  like  this  about  this  house.  The  things  in  her  room 
were  very  pretty,  but  it  was  spoiled  for  her  by  that  large  window, 
not  because  she  was  afraid  that  anyone  would  look  in,  but 
because  Marion  had  told  her  that  someone  had  once  looked  out. 
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tinguishaWe  by  deffh  and  ^hereW  "J-.f  ^'"^  "°*  ^^^t^  ' 
ment.  The  jeioSv  of  one  of  h?  f *''  ^  ^^"^*  «*  the  apa 
moredynaJcpoShanhermi  ^*?f^would  probably  ha 
not  be  able  to  e7iThi^  ^^lf^^^iF^'^'''''^^^^'^o, 
passionately  and  desperaSv  wtfl  Z"".!^'  *^^"  ^^ings  qu; 
placidly  biishing  herhU'^Ld  ii^l-^^\'™  time  lhe\ 
was  here.     Her  mind  coSuedtn^f'"^  \°^  "'^«  ^^e'Tthii 

when  they  went  dolS^nd  ha?S  ''Kw'^  °'  ^'"""^ 
this  white  room  with  the  fp«,  ^iJ  ^^  ^as  very  prett 

ing  panels,  each S  a  fa  rfiei^^^^^^^^^^^  th^^lear 

assertion;  the  deep,  brigSue  carLt  t-^^  'I'  black-and-whi 
shining  parquet ;  the  lonllZ  h^il  '  *  ^f^^^P'  '^^  the  mirro 
the  feS^rfect  flowers  SfthTherri?"?- ^  '^^'  ^lass  doon 
walnut  surfaces  as'^'dToteSTnlhrr^^"  ''^""^  °"  ^'''^'^^ 

thouii:srcSLP;Te:^vrvfe^^  --  classica 

her.  There  was  no  whTte  dJth  Id  ^rh'^^l  ^\°"'^  ^'^^^  t 
dehcate  wineglasses  and  tL  Hh  i  .  ^^?  ^^^ht  silver  an. 
with  wet  grefn  oliv^    .ti^H  "^'i'^^  ^^  coloured  glass  pilec 

table.  Th!  Tod ';S'  ii^lSrvfrv  "hor^-  "^  's^^-'" 
had  two  helps  of  evervtlW  h„f  t.  T^  ^°^  •  °''  ^^^y  cold.  Sh 
palled  by  thVbarenis  of  ut  room  H '^"'f  time  she  was  being  ap 
a  violent  soul  becamTtem  Ld  t^^  '"*"^/^°"  ^"^^''med  that  i 

disorder  it  would  pTobaWv  '  at' VS^  '^^^^^  Provoke 

throwingnearly  ei^rytWng^ut  of  tho^^^^^  '*^°"  ^.°''^^^^  ^'^''  by 
tion  would  look  very  mu?h  Uke Ik'  ^mdow,  and  that  its  habita- 
said  "Imphm"  to  hSself  .n.  k  j'H'"'''"^'^  h^'"  brows  and 
Marion's  vehemen?exc?^*atiS^'' Oh '^^k''''  ""''^  ^^^^^^^^^d  by 
I  wish  he  would^come'S^^^P'  H^^'^^t^i'  ^^^^^^^  ^°"^«' 
mother  would  have  said  "  It 'ii  k  ^"^^^'  ^er  so  nghtly  old 
Richard  comes,"  I^d  would  nit  w'".  ^°^  T^  ^'^''  ^hen 
his  coming  with  the  threat  of  L  ^.^°"'^^'^  ^^^^  breams  of 

notice.  ^^'^^^^  °t  passionate  competition  for  his 

such  earnest  consideration  fe  her  fn?^^'  ''^^''^  with  quite 
easiness.  "  I  don't  think  so  If  I  hi?  .T'  .^^^^niwith  un- 
wonderful  as  Richard  I  woiUd  let  mvSl  r  '^t"^^*"'"  ^^*^  ^as  as 
^   don't  know.    Perhaps1?li^St;^-^^-^^^^^^ 
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really  believe  that  any  woman  could  be  as  wonderful  as  Richard ; 
do  you  ?  " 

Ellen  had  always  suspected  that  this  woman  was  not  quite 
sound  on  the  Feminist  question.  "  Maybe  not  as  wonderful 
as  Richard  is,"  she  said  stoutly,  "but  as  wonderful  as  any 
other  man." 

"  Do  you  really  think  so  ?  "  asked  Marion.  "  Women  are 
such  dependent  things.  They're  dependent  on  their  weak  frames 
and  their  personal  relationships.  Illness  can  make  a  woman's 
sun  go  out  so  easily.  Ar.d  then,  since  personal  relationships  are 
the  most  imperfect  things  in  the  world,  she  is  so  liable  to  be 
unhappy.  These  are  handicaps  most  women  don't  get  over. 
And  then,  since  men  don't  love  us  nearly  as  much  as  we  love 
them,  that  leaves  them  much  more  spare  vitality  to  be  wonderful 
with." 

Ellen  sat  in  a  polite  silence,  not  wisliing  to  make  this  woman 
who  had  failed  in  love  feel  small  by  telling  her  that  she  herself 
was  loved  by  Richard  just  as  much  as  she  loved  him. 

"I  don't  know.  I  don't  know.  It's  annoying  the  way 
that  one  comes  to  the  end  of  life  knowing  less  than  one  did  at 
the  beginning."     She  stood  up  petulantly.     "  Let's  go  upstairs." 

Ellen  followed  Marion  up  to  the  big  sitting-room  with  a 
sense  that,  though  she  had  not  seen  it,  she  would  not  like  it. 
She  was  as  disquieted  by  hearing  a  middle-aged  woman  speak 
about  life  with  this  agnostic  despair  as  a  child  might  if  il  was 
out  for  a  walk  with  its  nurse  and  discovered  this  being  whom 
it  had  regarded  as  all-knowing  -nd  all-powerful  was  in  tears 
because  she  had  lost  the  way.  She  had  always  hoped  that 
the  old  really  did  know  best ;  that  one  learned  the  meaning  of 
life  as  one  lived  it. 

So  she  was  shaken  and  distressed  by  the  fine  face, 
which  looked  discontented  with  thinking  as  another  face  might 
look  flushed  with  drinking,  and  by  the  powerful  yet  inert  body 
which  lay  in  the  great  armchair  limply  but  imeasily,  asif  she  desired 
to  ask  a  question  but  was  restrained  by  a  belief  that  nobody  could 
answer,  but  for  lack  of  that  answer  was  unable  to  commit  herself 
to  any  action.  Her  expression  was  not,  as  Ellen  had  at  first 
thought,  blank.  Nor  was  it  trivial,  though  she  still  sometimes 
raised  those  hands  with  the  flashing  nails  and  smoothed  her 
eyebrows.  It  showed  plainly  enough  that  doubt  was  wandering 
from  chamber  to  chamber  of  her  being,  blowing  out  such  candles 
of  certitude  as  the  hopefulness  natural  to  all  human  beings  had 
enabled  her  to  light.  The  fact  of  Richard  streamed  w.  Uke 
sunshine  through  the  windows  of  her  soul,  and  when  she  spoke 
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of  him  she  was  evidently  utterly  happy;  but  there  were  «:n 
par  s  of  her  hfe  with  which  he  had  nothing  to  do  as  the^^ 

vveu,  u  s  not  true  in  the  sense  that  t's  true  that  she's  da 
and  her  name's  Mrs.  Yaverland,  is  it  ?  "  "Ellen  have t 
nothing  of  an  artist  in  you  ?  "  herself  enquired  wi  h  pain  '  Y 
might  be  a  business  body,  or  one  of  the  mis  resS  i n  T. 
Square,  the  crude  way  you're  talking  Tt'c^!?  f  .  "u  ^"^^ 
can  look  up  in  a  dire^ct^ory  But  S  pj  ftcUv  true  thil'l^J 
woman's  queer  and  warselfed  and  nnL^y^^'t^^^J^e^^^^^ 
your  head  terribly  on  your  lirst  encounter  with  tSv    aJ 

never ^a,d  I  wanted  .„  .akf  rooms^l.h^^fdfiacbeth'-' sh 

dubiety  because  thprp  ,?!  ,        ^^  enjoyed  qmte  without 

iet  here  in  tliis  room  the  inconceivable  liad  Iiappened, 


"Mlyi^ 


m^^&mmijmm;;^mmBmmisi!tmmBime^ 


.rW^.I- 


THE  JUDGE 


241 


and  she  recognised  that  there  was  present  an  excess  of  beauty 
and  an  excess  of  being.  For  indeed  the  room  was  too  like 
a  lighthouse  in  the  way  that  all  who  sat  within  were 
forced  to  look  out  on  the  windy  firmament  and  see  the  earth 
spread  fax  below  as  the  pavement  of  the  clouds  on  which  their 
shadows  trod  like  ghdmg  feet.  The  waUs  it  turned  to  the  south 
and  west  were  almost  entirely  composed  of  windows  of  ex- 
travagant dimensions,  beginning  below  the  cornice  and  stopping 
only  a  couple  of  feet  above  the  floor,  so  that  as  the  two  women 
sat  by  the  wood  fire  they  looked  over  their  shoulders  at  the 
leaning  ships  in  the  harbour  and  the  tide  that  hurried  to  it  over 
the  silver  plain,  and  the  little  house  with  its  orchard  at  the 
island  s  end,  not  a  stone's  throw  from  the  boats  and  nets 
so  marine  in  its  situation  that  one  could  conceive  it  farmed  bv 
a   merman    and    see    him    working    his    scaly   tail  up   the 

J^'^^}  uP^'^-  *S^*  '^^''''^  *^'"°"gh  the  garden  to  the  door,  a 
sheep-fish  wnggling  at  his  heels.  They  saw  too  the  pastures  of 
the  rest  of  the  island,  of  a  rougher  brine-qualified  green,  and 
the  one  black  tree  that  stood  against  them  like  the  ace  of  clubs : 
and  past  them  lay  the  channel  where  the  white  sail  of  a  frigate 
curtseyed  to  the  rust-red  rag  of  a  barge,  and  the  round  dark 
blls  beyond  mothering  a  storm.  And  if  they  looked  towards 
the  window  in  the  nght-hand  wall  they  saw  a  line  of  elms  going 
down  the  escarpment  to  the  marshes  like  women  going  down 

KeriTh  klfnH  f  *rw  ^M*-  ^!'"V?^Pl«  statures,  the  ^een  floor  of 
Kenth  Island  stretched  illimitably  to  the  west.  And  everywhere 
there  were  colours  clear  though  unsunned,  as  if  the  lens  of  the 

il\^f"  "^^^^  ""^"^  ^^ea"  by  the  sea  winds. 
K.,„.      ^^°Tu  ^^"""^  ^.^^"  ^"  ^  '"°°'"  so  freely  ventilated  by 
beauty,  and  yet  she  knew  that  she  would  find  living  on  the  ledge  of 

dwarV^ThinH  ^"^^^^'•^bl^-  AU  that  existed  withfn  the  room  wi 
S.  iS  /  ''""^^"^ty  that  the  glass  let  in  upon  it.  like  the 
C  1  i  1^  T""  dommated  by  some  great  general  idea. 
Because  the  clouds  were  grey  with  a  load  of  rain  and  were 

toThrhpr  n/fK'  r  ^"I^*  ^^^  *^«  fl^sh  became  inattentive 
to  the  heat  of  the  fire  and  participated  in  the  chill  of  the  open 
ear,  and  though  it  is  well  to  walk  abroad  on  cold  days?  one  waS 

doo^  TZ  t."l  °"'  '^'^  ^y  *^"  ^^^th-    ^hind  the  giS 

1?      fJ^^  bookcases  were  many  books,  with  bindings  that 

showed  they  were  the  inaccessible  sort,  modern  and  S  that 

CcVbrt?  f  °".'  °'  '}'  P?"^  ''^'^^-  But  onfworn  vS 
bL  able  to  bit  and  read  with  concentration  here   wh«Te  if  the 

t'he'  oSrch^H'^  ""''  r^  ''''  marginU  saw  t^.  '^er  ^1 
the  plain  changing  aspects  at  each  change  of  the  wind  like 
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passionate  people  hearing  news;  yet  there  are  discover! 
rnade  by  humanity  that  are  as  fair  as  the  passage  of  a  clou 
riving  spot  of  sunlight  from  sea  to  marsh  and  from  marsh 
creek,  and  more  necessary  for  the  human  being  to  obser^ 
But  when  Ellen  tried  to  rescue  her  mind  from  mersion  in 
this  excess  of  beauty  and  to  fix  it  on  the  small,  warmly-coloun 
pattern  of  the  domestic  life  within  the  room  it  was  lost  as  coi 
pletely  and  disastrously,  so  far  as  following  its  own  ends  wer 
in  the  not  less  excessive  view  of  the  spiritual  worid  presented  1 
this  woman's  face. 

Marion  should  not  have  lived  in  a  room  so  full  of  light.  Tl 
tragic  point  of  her  was  pressed  home  too  well.  The  spectat^ 
must  forget  his  own  fate  in  looking  on  this  fine  ravage 
landscape  and  wondering  what  extremities  of  weather  had  mac 
It  what  it  was,  and  how  such  a  noble  atmosphere  should  har 
over  conformations  not  of  the  simple  kind  associated  wil 
nobility  but  subtle  as  villainy.  Ellen  knew  that  she  woul 
never  have  a  life  of  her  own  here.  She  would  all  the  time  \ 
trying  to  think  out  what  had  happened  to  Marion.  She  wou] 
never  be  able  to  look  at  events  for  what  they  were  in  theraselv* 
and  in  reladon  to  the  destiny  she  was  going  to  make  with  Richarc 
but  would  wonder,  if  they  were  delights,  whether  their  deligh 
fulness  would  not  seem  heartless  as  laughter  in  a  house  of  moun 
mg  to  this  woman  whose  delight  lay  in  a  grave,  and  if  the 
were  sorrows,  whether  coming  to  a  woman  who  had  wept  s 
much  they  would  not  extort  some  last  secretion  more  agonisin 
than  a  common  tear. 

"  But  she  is  old  !  She  will  die  !  "  she  thought,  aghaj 
at  this  tragic  tjTanny.  "  Mother  died  !  "  she  assured  herse 
hopefully.  Instantly  she  was  appalled  at  her  thought< 
She  was  ashamed  at  having  had  such  an  ill  wish  abou 
this  middle-aged  woman  who  was  sitting  there  rather  lumpishl 
in  an  armchair  and  evidently,  from  her  vague  wanderin 
glance  and  the  twist  of  her  eyebrows  and  her  mouth,  tryin 
to  think  of  something  nice  to  say  and  regretting  that  she  failed 
And  as  she  looked  at  her  and  her  repentance  changed  into  ; 
marvel  that  this  stunned  and  stubborn  woman  should  be  th 
wonderful  Marion  of  whom  Richard  spoke,  she  realised  tha 
her  death  was  the  event  that  she  had  to  fear  above  all  other 
possible  in  life.  For  she  did  not  know  what  would  happen  t( 
Richard  if  his  mother  died.  H,  cared  for  her  inordinately 
When  he  spoke  of  her,  black  lire  would  burn  in  his  eyes,  anc 
after  a  few  sentences  he  would  fall  silent  and  look  away  fron 
Ellen  and,  she  was  sure,  forget  her,  for  he  would  then  stretd 
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out  for  her  hand  and  give  it  an  insincere  and  mechanical  patting 
which,  though  at  any  other  time  his  touch  refreshed  her  veins 
she  found  irritating.  If  his  mother  died  his  grief  would  of 
course  be  as  inordinate.  He  would  turn  on  her  a  face  hostile 
with  preoccupation  and  would  go  out  to  wander  on  some 
stupendous  mountam  system  of  vast  and  complicated  sorrows. 
Not  even  death  would  stop  this  woman's  habit  of  excessive 
living. 

Ellen  shivered,  and  rose  and  looked  at  the  bookcases.  The 
violent  order  characteristic  of  the  household  had  polished  the 
glass  doors  so  brightly  that  between  her  and  the  books  there 
floated  those  intrusive  clouds,  the  aggressive  marshes.  She 
went  and  stood  by  the  fire. 

''  You  look  tired,"  said  Marion  timidly. 
"  Yes,  I'm  tired.     Do  you  know,  I'm  feeling  quite  fanciful. 
...  It  s  just  tiredness." 

''  You'd  better  go  and  lie  down." 

''  Oh  no,  I  would  just  lie  and  think.     I  feel  awful  restless." 
"  Then  let's  go  for  a  walk. ' '    She  shot  a  furtive,  comprehend- 
ing look  at  the  giri.     "  This  really  isn't  such  a  bad  place,"  she 
told  her  wistfully. 

They  separated  to  dress,  smiUng  at  each  other  kindly  and 
uneasily.     Ellen  went  into  her  room,  and  stood  about,  thinking 
how  romantic  it  all  was,  but  wondering  what  was  the  termination 
ot  a  romance  where  curtains  do  not  fall  at  the  act's  end   until 
her  eyes  fell  upon  her  reflection  in  the  mirror.     She  was  standing 
with  her  head  bowed  and  her  cheek  resting  on  her  clasped  hands 
and  she  wished  somebody  would  snapshot  her  like  that    for 
though  of  course  it  would  be  affected  to  take  such  a  pose  in 
front  of  a  camera,  she  would  like  Richard  to  have  a  photo- 
graph  of  her  looking  like   that.     Suddenly  she   remembered 
how  Richard  delighted  in  her,  and  what  pretty  things  he  fc  md 
to  say  about  her  without  putting  himself  out,  and  how  he  was 
always  sorry  to  leave  her  and  sometimes  came  back  for  another 
kiss    and  she  felt  enormously  proud  of  being  the  dispenser  of 
such  satisfactions,  and  began  to  put  on  her  hat  and  coat  with 
peacocking  gestures  and  recklessly  light-minded  glances  in  the 
mirror.    The  reflection  of  a  crumpled  face-towel  thrown  into 
a  wisp  over  the  rail  of  the  washstand  reminded  her  in  some  way 
of  the  white-faced  wee  thing  Mr.  Philip  had  been  during  the 
last  few  days  when  she  had  gone  back  to  the  office,  and  this 
added  to  her  exhUaration,  though  she  did  not  see  why     She 
was  suddenly  relieved  from  her  fear  of  being  disposs4ed  of 


I 


I 


CHAPTER  III 

They  went  out  of  the  house  by  the  French  window  of  th 
dining-rooni,  id  crossed  a  garden  whose  swept  lawns  and  eras 
walks  and  flower-beds,  in  which  the  golden  aconite.  January' 
sole  floral  dividend,  was  laid  out  to  the  thriftiest  advantage 
It  showed,  Ellen  thought,  the  same  wUd  orderliness  as  the  houle 
Through  a  wicket-gate  they  passed  into  an  orchard,  and  foUowed  i 
downward  path  among  the  whitened  trunks.  "  This  is  all  the  lan< 
I  ve  kept  of  the  old  farm,"  said  Marion.  "The  rest  is  let  I  le 
It  years  ago.  Richard  never  wanted  to  be  a  farmer  It  wa 
always  science  he  was  keen  on,  from  the  time  he  was  a  boy  a 
ten.  "^ 

"Then  why  did  he  go  to  sea  ?  "  asked  Ellen.  The  pat! 
they  were  following  was  so  narrow  that  they  had  to  walk  singly 
so  when  Manon  did  not  answer  Ellen's  question  she  thouehl 
It  must  be  because  she  had  not  spoken  loudly  enough 
She  repeated  it.  Why  did  he  go  to  sea,  if  he  was  so  keen  or 
science  ? 

But  Marion  stiU  took  some  seconds  to  reply,  and  then 
her  words  were  patently  edited  by  reserve.  "Oh,  he  was 
sixteen  .  .  .  boys  need  adventure.  ..." 

"  I  do  not  believe  he  needed  adventure  so  much,"  disputed 
El  en,  moved  half  by  interest  in  the  point  she  was  discussing  and 
half  by  the  di^ire  to  assert  that  she  had  as  much  right  as  anybody 
to  talk  about  Richard,  and  maybe  knew  as  much  about  him  ^  any- 
body. It  s  not  possible  that  Richard  could  ever  have  been  at  his 
ease  in  a  life  of  action.  He'd  be  miserable  if  he  wasn't  always  fie 
leader  and  he  couldn't  always  be  the  leader  when  he  was  sixteen 
And  then  he  d  not  be  happy  when  he  was  the  leader  because  he 
thmks  so  poorly  of  most  people  that  he  doesn't  feci  there's  any 
pomt  in  leading  them  anywhere,  so  there  couldn't  have  been  any 
pleasure  in  it  even  when  he  was  older.     Isn't  that  so  ?  " 

"I  suppose  50,"  muttered  Marion  uncommunicativeiy 

•  Then  why  did  he  go  to  sea  ?  "  persisted  Ellen. 

"  I  don't  know,  I  don't  know,"  murmured  the  other,  but 
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her  face,  as  she  paused  at  a  gate  in  the  orchard  hedge,  was 
amused  and  meditative.     She  knew  quite  well. 

It  was  one  of  those  days  of  east  wind  that  are  clear  and 
bright  and  yet  at  enmity  with  the  appearances  they  so  definitely 
disclose.  The  sea,  which  had  now  covered  all  the  mud  and 
had  run  into  the  harbour  and  was  lifting  the  ships  on  to  an  even 
keel,  was  the  colour  of  a  sharpened  pencil-point.  The  green  of 
the  grass  was  acid.  Under  the  grey  glare  of  the  sky  the  soft 
purples  of  the  bare  trees  and  hedges  became  a  rough  darkness 
without  quality.  Yet  as  they  walked  down  the  fieldpath  to 
the  floor  of  the  marshes  Ellen  was  well  content.  This,  like  the 
Pentlands,  was  far  more  than  a  place.  It  was  a  mental  state, 
a  revisitable  peace,  a  country  on  whose  soil  the  people  and 
passions  of  imagination  lived  more  intensely  than  on  other 
earth.  There  was  a  wind  blowing  that  was  as  salt  as  sea-winds 
are,  yet  travelled  more  mildly  over  the  estuary  land  than  it 
would  have  over  the  waves,  like  some  old  captain  who  from  old 
age  had  come  to  live  ashore  and  keeps  the  roll  and  bluster  of 
his  calling  though  he  does  no  more  than  tell  children  tales  of 
storms. 

And  through  this  clear,  unstagnant  yet  unturbulent  air 
there  rose  the  wild  yet  gentle  cry  of  a  multitude  of  birds.  It 
was  not  the  coarse  brave  cry  of  the  gull  that  can  breast  tempests 
and  dive  deep  for  unfastidious  food.  It  was  not  the  austere 
cry  of  the  curlew  who  dwells  on  moors  when  they  are  unvisitable 
by  men.  This  was  the  voice  of  some  bird  appropriate  to 
the  place.  It  was  unhurried.  Whatever  lived  on  the  plain  saw 
when  the  sun  rose  on  its  edge  shadows  as  long  as  living  things 
ever  see  them,  and  watched  them  shrink  till  noon,  and  lengthen 
out  again  till  sundown  ;  and  time  must  have  seemed  the  slower  for 
being  so  visible.  It  had  the  sound  of  water  in  it.  Whatever  lived 
here  spent  half  its  life  expecting  the  running  of  waveless  but 
briny  tides  up  the  creeks,  through  mud-paved  culverts  into 
the  dykes  that  fed  the  wet  marshes  with  fresh  wetness ;  and  the 
other  half  deploring  their  slow,  sluggish  sucking  back  to  the 
sea.  Sorrow  or  any  other  intemperance  of  feeling  seemed  a 
discourteous  disturbance  of  an  atmosphere  filled  with  this 
resigned  harmony. 

Her  mind,  thus  liberated  from  its  own  burdens,  ran 
here  and  there  over  the  landscape,  inventing  a  romantic 
situation  for  each  pictorial  spot.  Under  the  black  tree 
on  the  island  she  said  good-bye  to  a  lover  whom  she  made  not 
in  the  least  like  Richard,  because  she  thought  it  probable  later 
in  the  story  he  would  meet  a  violent  death.    A  man  fled  over 
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the  mw^h  before  an  avenger  who,  when  the  quarry  trippe. 
on  the  dyke  s  edge,  buned  a  knife  between  his  shouldere  ;  am) 

Srm  f  7^hf '^°'"'."  "^  ^^"^  '^'"P  »"  **>«  ^'ndow  of  the  islan. 
tarm  to  tell  the  murdered  man  that  it  was  safe  to  come.  Indeed 
that  farm  was  a  red  rag  to  the  imagination.  Perhaps  a  sailor', 
vndow  with  some  sorceress  blood  had  gone  to  live  there,  so  thai 
the  ghost  of  her  drowned  husband  might  have  less  far  to  trave 
when  he  obeyed  her  nightly  evocations. 

"Who  lives  on  that  Uttle  house  on  the  island  ?  "  she  called 
out  to  Manon. 

"  The  one  on  the  Saltings  ?  No  one.  It  has  been  empty  for 
forty  years.  But  when  I  «  a  child  George  Luck  stilf  Hved 
there     George  Luck,  the  l^t  great  wizard  in  England." 

Fnal.nH?  k"^^   y^f^  ,^S°'     ^'^"'    I  suppose  parts  of 

S  S^f  ?^^ '''%u^'^^'^^'^-  .  You've  got  such  a  n^serable  system 
of  education.    What  sort  of  magic  did  he  do  ?  " 

Oh,  he  gave  charms  to  cure  sick  cattle,  and  sailors' 
wives  used  to  come  to  him  for  news  of  their  absent  husbands, 
and  he  used   to  make  them  look  in  a  full  tub  of  water,  and 

^7heHt''  "II  ^l"^^P^^t"'•«s  oi  what  the  men  were  doing 
at  the  time.  She  laughed  over  her  shoulder  at  Ellen  "You 
see.  other  women  before  us  have  been  reactionary" 

^_  Keactionary  ?  "  repeated  Ellen. 

"  They  have  let  their  lives  revolve  round  men,"  said  Marion 
iTlff^-  ^""^  Ellen  returned  her  laughter.  They  were  both  in  high 
spirits  because  of  this  wind  that  was  salt  and  cold  and  yet  not 

SS  liT  '''  ^'°T^  ^^^"'  '■"^"'^^^  ^^^"^  that  the  prime  neces- 
S  S  lnH%Tf  ^\^  ^"'^  ^''i  ^""^  ^^^  ^^^'^^  t<^  e^t  well  as  they  had 
eaten,  and  that  in  being  in  love  they  were  the  victims  of  a  classic 

d\-^'">"J'   *^'  'r^"'   participators  in  the   perpetud  im- 

of  Inknds   '^  '"^'  '^^*  '"^^''  "'^^  '^'^  n!^t  ridiculous 

They  were  walking  on  the  level  now,  on  a  path  beside  the 

T^i":r^'"n'  ^l^"u  '"  '^^  ^^^t  g^^^"  plotter  of  the  marshe 
The  sea-wall,  which  ran  in  wide  crimps  a  field's  width  away  on 
the  other  side  of  the  line,  nught  have  been  the  rim  of  the  worW 
had  It  not  been  for  the  forest  of  masts  showing  above  it  The 
f^'lf'Jf^^i'^^^^^-^s  the  inhabitants  of  the  sky  and  not 
n  i!f  /  ""^^'"^  '•'P'f^*^  '^^'^'^^S'  ^"d  the  space  they  moved 
t  wi^nod  TV""''  V"^'  "S''^'  °^  «"'d  ^"«'^^^'  "nder  which 

asked'^ul'd'aiSX'.'''"'^-    ^""^  "^^^^   ^   ^^^^^  ^-d'" 
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"Those  are  the  redshanks.  They're  wading-birds.  When 
Richard  comes  he  will  take  you  on  the  sea-wall  and  show  you  the 
redshanks  in  the  little  streams  among  the  mud.  They  are  such 
queer  streams.  Up  towards  Canfleet  there's  £.  waterfall  in 
the  nmd,  with  a  fall  of  several  feet.  It  looks  queer.  These 
marshes  are  queer.  And  they're  so  lonely.  Nobody  ever 
comes  here  now  except  the  men  to  see  to  the  cattle.  Even 
though  the  railway  runs  through,  they're  quite  lontly.  The 
trains  carry  clerks  and  shop-assistants  down  from  their  work 
in  London  to  their  houses  at  New  Roothing  and  Bestcliffe  and 
Prittlebay  at  night  ;  and  they  leave  in  the  morning  as  soon  as 
I  they've  had  breakfast.  On  Sundays  they're  too  tired  to  do 
anything  but  sit  on  the  cliff  and  listen  to  the  band  playing. 
During  the  week  the  children  are  all  at  school  or  too  young  to 
go  further  than  the  recreation  grounds.  There's  nothing  to 
bring  these  people  here,  and  they  never  come." 

She  again  struck  Ellen  as  terrifying.  She  spoke  of  the  gulf 
between  these  joyless  lives  and  the  beauty  through  which  they 
hurled  physically  night  and  morning,  to  the  conditions  which 
debarred  them  from  ever  visiting  it  spiritually,  with  exhilaration 
and  a  will  that  it  shoiUd  continue  to  exist  as  long  as  she  could 
help  it.  "  But,  Ellen,  you  like  lonely  country  yourself,"  she 
addressed  herself.  "  You  liked  the  Pentlands  for  being  so 
lonely.  There's  no  difference  between  you  really.  ,  .  .  But 
indeed  there  was  a  difference.  She  had  liked  places  to  be 
destitute  of  any  trace  of  human  society  because  then  a  lovelier 
hfe  u:  the  imagination  rushed  in  to  fill  the  vacuum.  Since  the 
engineer  had  erred  who  built  the  reservoirs  over  by  Carlops 
and  had  made  them  useless  for  that  purpose,  better  things 
than  water  came  along  the  stone  waterways ;  meadow- 
sweet choking  the  disused  channel  looked  like  a  faery  army 
defiling  down  to  the  plains,  and  locks  were  empty  and  dry  and 
white,  like  chambers  of  a  castle  keep,  or  squares  of  dark 
green  waters  from  which  at  any  moment  a  knight  would  rise 
with  a  weed-hung  harp  in  his  arms  and  a  tale  of  a  hundred 
years  in  faeryland. 

But  to  this  woman  the  liked  thing  about  loneliness  was 
simply  that  nobody  was  there.  Unpeopled  earth  seemed 
to  her  desirable  as  unadulterated  food  ;  the  speech 
of  man  among  the  cries  of  the  redshanks  would  have 
been  to  her  like  sand  in  the  sugar.  They  came  presently 
to  a  knot  of  trees,  round  which  some  boys  wrangled  in  some 
acting  game  in  which  a  wigwam  built  between  the  shining  roots 
that  one  of  the  trees  lifted  high  out  of  earth  evidently  played 
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of  their  ranc     tLI       ^"        ,  '*-  '^esponse  to  the  boys'  doffii 

^^'s    very   old.    It's  a   famot 


What  s  that  church  up  there  ? 
Its    Roothing   Church, 
landmark." 


That 


thetom^iJ^^ilhardtfa^hT^^^^^  '^^'^'"^  ^^^^-^«- 

Was  U  n^o??*"'  '°^^  °*  '^'"''^"S  ^^^^^  ^y  public  subscription 
rais7°by'pubr  s'bsclfption '•    Sh    *^^  ^^'^  ^^  ^^^^^^^^^ 

trb-^isti:fc^^^^^ 

to  commemorate  the  dlad  as  L^t  w   k  ^•';^^^ted  not  so  much 
widow  who  spi7^H  fK;  *°.  ^tabhsh  the  wifehood  of  the 

sTeh^d  never  been  abVT^^^  P"^""  ^^"^  i"  '"^ble  as 

this  girl  had   exTe'sed   iJZll^T  ^^  ^^^"^  .""^-     ^ow  that 
the  sight  of  it  3d  caui\t       ^""'^  T^^'^y  '"^  ^  Phrase. 

before^anger   h^a  woman  of       r'.-^^"°^'^      ^^^  ^°"^ 
the  pkce  that  bv  Zh?Z        a\ ^"u^^^^  '^°^^  ^ave  occupied 

inju^ouselln'wXowS^^^^^^^ 

what  EUen  had  said  and  hnw  ,^^^    '   "■^^'^^'■°"''"^'"^"^bering 

had  looked  when^he  sdd^r.hT"^  f^^  ^''^^  ^^  ^"""V  ^he 
the  time  when  she  wa^  young  h^^^^^^^^^  P^T  '°  '^""^^^^  «^ 

on  the  long,  the  inlt^nlbt  h^^io^S  f°oVotd  fhYm.^ L^n^ 
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now  she  knew  a  more  generous  form  of  grief  than  hitherto,  and  was 
sorrowing  because  he  who  had  liked  notliing  better  than  to  walk  on 
the  marshes  and  listen  to  the  cry  of  the  marsh  birds  and  smile  into 
the  )lue  marsh  distances,  lay  deaf  in  darkness,  and  was  not  to  be 
brought  back  to  life  by  any  sacrifice.  Her  love  ran  up  the  hillside 
and  stood  by  his  tomb,  and  in  some  way  the  fair  thing  that 
had  been  between  them  was  recreated.  She  had  turned  smil- 
ingly to  Ellen,  and  found  the  girl  fixing  a  level  but  alarmed 
stare.  She  was  facing  the  situation  gallantly,  but  found  it  dis- 
tasteful. "  What  is  this  ?  "  Marion  asked  herself  angrily,  with 
the  resentment  of  the  elderly  against  the, unnecessary  excite- 
ments of  the  young.  "  What  is  this  fuss  ?  Ah,  she  thinks  it 
is  dreadful  of  me  to  look  at  Richard's  father's  tomb  and  laugh." 
There  was  nothing  she  could  say  to  explain  it,  though  for  a  moment 
she  tried  to  find  the  clarifying  word,  and  looked,  she  knew, 
disagreeable  with  the  eflfort.  "  Let's  come  on.  Round  this 
bend  of  the  bank  there's  a  bed  of  young  osiers.  How  fortunate 
that  the  sun  has  just  come  out  !  They'll  look  fine.  .  .  .  You 
know  what  osiers  are  like  in  the  winter  ?  Or  don't  thev  erow 
up  North  ?  .  .  ."  ^  ^ 

They  came,  when  the  path  had  run  past  a  swelling  of  the 
bank,  to  the  neck  of  a  little  valley  that  cleft  the  escarpment 
and  ran  obliquely  inland  for  half  a  mile  or  so.  The  further 
slope  was  defaced  by  a  geometric  planting  of  fruit-trees,  and 
ranged  in  such  stiff  lines,  and  even  from  that  distance  so  evidently 
sickly,  that  they  looked  like  orphan  fruit-trees  that  were  being 
brought  up  in  a  Poor  Law  orchard.  Among  them  stood  two  or 
three  raw-boned  bungalows  painted  those  colours  which  are  liked 
by  plumbers.  But  the  floor  of  the  valley  was  an  osier-bed,  and 
the  burst  of  sunshine  had  set  alight  the  coarse  orange'  hair 
of  the  young  plants. 

"  Oh,  they  are  lovely  !  "  cried  Ellen  ;  "but  yon  hillside  is 
just  an  insult  to  them." 

Marion  replied,  walking  slowly  and  keeping  her  eye  on  the 
osiers  with  a  look  that  was  at  once  appreciative  and  furtive 
as  if  she  was  afraid  of  letting  the  world  know  that  she  liked 
certain  things  in  case  it  should  go  and  defile  them,  that  it 
was  the  Labour  Colony  of  the  Hallelujah  Army,  and  that 
they  had  bought  nearly  all  the  land  round  Roothing  and 
made  it  squalid  with  tin  huts. 

"But  don't  they  do  a  lot  of  good?"  asked  Ellen,  who 
hated  people  to  laugh  at  any  movement  who.  followers  had 
stood  up  m  the  streets  and  had  things  thrown  at  them 

It  was  evident  that  Marion  considered  the  question  crude 
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They  even  own  Roothing  Castle,  which  is  where  we're 
going  now.  and  at  the  entrance  to  it  they've  put  up  a 
notice.  Visitors  are  requested  to  assist  the  Halleluiah  aJtov 
in  keeping  the  Castle  select.'  .  .  .  Intolerable  people.  T^- 
good"  '^'"^'      '^'^    ^"^"    sturdily,    "  they    may   do 

ct.  i^""*  ^°*?*^  '^,^"°"  '■^?^^*^'  grumbUngly  and  indistinctly,  that 
style  w^  the  only  test  of  value,  and  that  the  fools  who  put  up 
that  notice  could  never  do  any  good  to  anybody,  and  then 
her  eyes  roved  to  the  path  that  ran  down  the  ^^houlder  of 
the  escarpment  on  the  other  side  of  the  valley's  neck.    "  Ah 
here  s  Mrs.  Winter.    Ellen,  you  are  going  to  come  in  contact 
with  the  social  hfe  of  Roothing.    This  is  the  vicai's  wife  " 
-  ^  ^\°^^  sort  of  pairson  ?  "  asked  EUen  doubtfully 
..  /or  the  purpose  of  social  intercourse  we  pretend  that  she 
is.    answered  Manon  without  enthusiasm 

bv  IhirhThi^"'  °Vi^  P^^^  •'"^^^  *^^*  "<^5«d  the  stream 
by  which  the  osier  beds  were  nourished,  and  EUen  liked  her 

before  they  had  come  witliin  haihng  distance  because  she  was 
such  a  ittle  nosegay  of  an  old  lady.  Though  her  colours  were 
those  of  age  they  were  bright  as  flowers.  Her  hair  was  white 
but  It  shone  like  traveUers'  joy,  and  her  peering  old  eyes  were 
b  ue  as  speedwell,  and  her  shrivelled  cheekVwere  pink  i  apple- 
blossom.  She  bobbed  when  she  walked  like  a  ripe  apple  on 
Its  steni.  and  her  voice  when  she  called  out  to  them  was  such  a 

-  ^^hl  !l'"i^  v^^*  f°T  K^""  ^°"^^  ^^^  ^th  a  safe  nest. 
to^J'  Yaverland.    I  heard  that  you'd  gone  up  to 

I  Jpnt?.""^  back  tliis  morning.  This  is  Miss  Melville,  whom 
1  went  to  meet.  She  is  going  to  marry  Richard  very  soon." 
Marion  did  not,  EUen  noticed  with  exasperation,  make  any 
adequate  response  to  this  generous  little  triU  of  greeting  The 
best  she  seemed  able  to  do  was  to  speak  slowly,  af  if  to  disclaim 
any  desire  to  hurry  on.  uiscicuia 

first"  Sv  """"t?  ^u  f  ^-  ^  ^."^  Pl^^^ed  I  met  you  on  the  very 
first  day.  The  old  lady  smiled  into  Ellen's  eyes  and  shook 
her  hand  as  if  she  meant  to  lay  at  her  disposal  all  this  amiabiSy 
Ih''^  ^f^,'?^^"  .ff f '-'J  ^y  tranquil  years  on  the  leeward  side  of 
M     V       T  T^'  ^"iJ"  surpn:=e  for  Roothing.     We  aU  tl-ought 

Such  r'.l'">  """^  "IT  ^""^ "'  ^"y  ^"'^^^  ^"*  ^'s  "^«"^S^^^ 

Such  a  son  he  is  !  EUen  was  annoyed  that  Marion  smiled 
only  vaguely  in  answer  to  tiiis  mention  of  her  astonishircr  ^ood 
foilune  m  being  Richard  s  mother.  "  I  hope  Mn  WintSr^wiU 
have  the  pleasure  of  marrying  you."  ^    wm 
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"  I'm  afraid  not,"  said  Ellen  with  concern.  "  I'm  Presby- 
terian, and  Episcopalianism  does  not  attract  me." 

"  Oh  dear  !  Oh  dear  !  That's  a  pity,"  said  the  old  lady, 
with  a  pretty  flight  of  hilarity.  "  Still,  I  hope  you'll  ask  us 
to  the  wedding.  I've  known  Richard  since  he  was  a  week  old. 
Haven't  I,  Mrs.  Yaverland  ?  He  was  the  loveliest  baby  I've 
ever  seen,  and  later  on  I  think  the  handsomest  boy.  Nobody 
ever  looked  at  my  Billy  or  George  when  Richard  was  about. 
And  now — well,  I  needn't  tell  you,  young  lady,  what  he's  like 
now.     I'm  glad  I've  met  you.     I've  just  been  up  at  Mrs.  More's." 

"  Who  is  Mrs.  More  ?  "  asked  Marion  heavily. 

"  The  new  people  who  have  the  small-holding  at  Coltsfoot 
the  Brights  had  before.  I  think  he  used  to  be  a  clerk,  and 
came  into  a  little  money  and  bought  the  holding,  and  now  they're 
finding  it  very  difficult  to  get  along." 

"This  small-holding  business  ought  to  be  stopped." 

"  Why  ?  "  asked  Ellen  peevishly.  Marion  seemed  to  reject 
everything,  and  shp  vas  sure  that  she  had  seen  small-holdings 
recommended  in  La  ur  Party  literature.  "I  thought  it  was 
sound." 

"  Not  here.  Speculators  bu>  up  big  farms  and  cut  them  into 
small-holdings  and  sell  them  to  townspeople,  who  starve  on  them 
or  sell  them  at  a  loss.  The  land's  wasted  for  good,  and  all 
because  it  can't  be  farmed  again  once  it's  been  cut  up.  To  all 
intents  and  purposes  it's  wiped  off  the  map.     It's  a  scandal." 

"It  is  a  shame,"  agreed  the  old  lady.  "  I  often  say  that 
something  ought  to  be  done.  Well,  the  poor  woman's  lost 
her  baby." 

'■  Bad  business,  "  said  Marion. 

"  Such  a  pretty  little  girl.  Six  months.  I've  been  up  seeing 
them  putting  her  in  the  coffin.  The  mother  was  so  upset.  I 
was  with  her  all  day  yesterday." 

"  I've  seen  the  place,"  said  Marion.  "  As  ugly  as  one  of 
the  Hallelujah  Army  shanties.  What  this  bit  of  country's 
coming  to  !    And  Coltsfoot  was  a  good  farm  when  I  was  a  girl." 

"  It  isn't  very  nice  now  certainly.  You  see,  now  that  the 
other  people  have  failed  and  gone  away,  it's  difficult  for  them  to 
get  loads  taken  down  as  there  isn't  a  proper  road.  Before,  they 
did  it  co-operatively  among  themselves.  But  this  winter  they 
say  they've  been  without  coal  quite  often,  and  the  baby's  been 
ill  all  the  time.  I  think  Mrs.  More's  been  terribly  lonely.  Poor 
little  woman,  she's  got  no  friends  here.  All  her  people  live  in 
the  Midlands,  she  tells  me.  I  don't  think  they  can  afford  a 
hoUday,  so  the  next  fev/  months  will  be  hard  for  her,  I'm  afraid." 
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good  whe«.!S  "■  '^"^  '°  """"  "'^'  '""  '«»d  to  b 

Iosing'?h?^1,d™b2auil'':^,!,''df"'",    ^"7  "''=  '»™««i  ' 
She^%„i,e  brota  lyltllf  ;^rP4°™  '"^  ">»-«  i,  ca™ 

^^._^Manon  began  ,o  draw  „„  ,he  grouS  „i,h  ,he  point  of  he 

■•N,;^Vbrinryou^fr~"i*°ff'  ?"•;■  ^="'  "■=  ■>"'  "^y 

some  day.    I™  Rot  I  dal^.^'!*?'""'"-'^.*  '<>  '«  "th  J^ 

that  hiU  ! ''     She  ci'^  «=^-°^  -""^^*  ^'^''""^"^  °^" 

to   heSeT    "ifs   pS'n"S'iL"8''f,f<"'r-S=."  thought  Ellen 

"Y""'Zd  l^^k^'-r.^ls'^Lr ^«J  "  ";e  hilbide.  and  said, 
indifference  ■■  '  '°"°""^  ""y  ">«  shadow,  like  His 

Tears  came  into   the  old  ladv's   ev.=     ••  r    j  u 

must  settle  on  an  afternoon  for Tea  I'iy?..,H  '^"^"''ye-  "» 
with  a  note.  Good-bve  "  sL  „  i  J  ""^  somebody  round 
and  ruffled  little^ure   a  oemlK'?    ,  Pf' /hem,  a  grieved 

and  then  she  looked'-backTIKn  >"■■  t'^^^l  iT"  '"T"' 
seeing  you,  mv  dear  "  ^h*.  ^^ii  !i  i  •  ji  .  ^^  '*'°'^  forward  to 
to  mLt  the^ard  eves  of  tht f  m  ^^  '  ^"^  ^^^"-^d'  £"«"  saw, 
after  her  with  a  look  o  hZnl"'^u  ^T^"'  ^^^  ^^  ^^aring 
affirmation  of  love  and  aS  iu^  ^^^''  ^'T*^?  °"  ^^is  littlt 
ponderous  ,  j,r,  rSI'  U?s  Srd'^^'^^^^  ^  ^^^ 

Tu      ^S^*  °"'    s^id  Marion. 

thelkJLtS'Tlt  nLe"ov\"'  "h^  t"^  ^  P^^^'  '^^^  ^^^^owed 

water  over  a  sluice   VSh!!'''V^?.'1^-^°'""*^  "^""^  «"d  like 

a  Sluice,     ro  be  here  should  have  brought  such  a 
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stinging  happiness  as  bathing.  It  should  have  been  wonder* 
ful  to  walk  in  such  comradeship  with  the  clouds,  and  to  mark 
that  those  which  rode  above  the  estuary  seemed  on  no  higher 
level  than  this  path,  while  beneath  stretched  the  farm-flecked 
green  pavement  of  Kerith  Island,  and  ahead,  where  the  ridge 
mounted  to  a  crouching  summit,  stood  the  four  grey  towers  of 
the  Castle.  But  the  quality  of  none  of  these  things  reached 
Ellen  because  she  was  wrapped  in  fear  of  this  unloving  woman 
who  was  walking  on  ahead  of  her,  her  stick  dragging  on  the 
ground.  She  was  whistling  through  her  teeth  like  an  angry  man ; 
and  once  she  laughed  disagreeably  to  herself. 

They  came  to  a  broken  iron  railing  whose  few  standing  divisions 
ran  askew  alongside  the  footpath  and  down  the  hillside  to- 
wards the  marshes,  rusted  and  prohibitive  and  futile. 

"  Look  at  them  !  Look  at  them  !  "  exclaimed  Marion  in  a 
sudden  space  of  fury.  "The  Hallelujah  Army  put  them  up. 
It's  like  them.  Some  idea  of  raising  money  for  the  funds  by 
charging  Bank  Holiday  trippers  twopence  to  see  the  Castle. 
It  was  a  fool's  idea.  They  know  nothing.  The  East  End 
trippers  that  come  here  can't  cUmb.  They're  too  dog-tired. 
They  go  straight  from  the  railway-station  to  Prittlebay  or 
Bestcliffe  sands  and  lie  down  with  handkerchiefs  over  their 
faces.  Those  that  push  as  far  as  Roothing  lie  down  on  the 
slope  of  the  sea-wall  and  stay  there  for  the  day."  She  kicked  a 
fallen  railing  as  she  stepped  over  it  into  the  enclosed  land.  "  The 
waste  of  good  iron  !  You're  not  a  farmer's  daughter,  Ellen ; 
you  don't  know  how  precious  stuff  like  this  is.  And  look  at  the 
thistle  and  the  couch-grass.  This  used  to  be  a  good  sheep-feed. 
The  land  going  sick  all  round  us,  \vith  these  Hallelujah  Armies 
and  small  holdings  and  such-Uke.  In  ten  years  it'll  be  a  scare- 
crow of  a  countryside.  I  wish  one  could  clear  them  up  and  bum 
them  in  heaps  as  one  does  the  dead  leaves  in  autumn."  Fatigue 
fell  upon  her.  She  seemed  exhausted  by  the  manufacture  of 
so  much  malice.  With  an  abrupt  and  listles.s  gesture  she  pointed 
her  stick  at  the  Castle.  "  It  isn't  nmch,  you  see,"  she  said 
apologetically.  And  indeed  there  was  little  enough.  There 
were  just  the  two  towers  on  the  summit  and  the  two  on  the 
slop(^  of  the  hill  whose  bases  were  set  on  grassy  'nounds  so  that 
they  stood  level  with  the  others,  and  these  had  been  built  of 
such  stockish  material  that  they  had  not  had  features  given  them 
by  rui..  "  I'm  afraid  it's  not  a  fair  exchange  for  Edinburgh 
Castle,  Ellen.  But  there's  a  good  view  up  there  between  the 
two  upper  towers.  Where  the  fools  have  put  a  flagstaff.  I 
won't  come.    I'm  tired.  ,  .  ." 
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the  view   and  half  Slu^:  f Je  wltsTo"?.^'^  "^"/^  *°  ^ 

I  was  a  fool  to  frighten  her  hvTnSl         ^^*  ^^^^^  ^'"''"^  "^ 

Winter.     But  the  blasphemy    the  sllf  S^  '^P'''  ^"^  ^^^' 

from  a  woman  who  h£  just  iosf  h^rT  ^^^P^fmy  of  comir 

kindness  of  God  i         '••'  Thi  .  u^^^  ^"^  talking  of  tl 

they  had  parted  with  the  vicar  Wit      ^^^  ^'"^^  ^^^'^  ^'"^ 

It  must,  she  thought    be  thlworln     '^^  '^''^"  h^'"  <^htek: 

an  only  child.     Su^rely  tSere  cmSd  bl"  nf  h"  '^'  ^"^^^  '^  ^«^ 

range  of  human  experience  than  ha^n.^'."^  r^'*^  ^"  ^^  th 

the  thing  that  belong  "rone's  arm.  7nT  *?^^  ^^""^  *^^^«  ^^a' 

would  be  a  pain  of  the  bcS^'  L  unpar^^^^^^^^ '' '"  "  f?^""     Then 

physical  feeling,  as  the  pains  of  K*?'  ?'  "'^''^<^  ^^y  othe 

renting  fundSnentaf mSs  thl^^-'^H  '^T  ^'""^^  ^  ^"^ 

peace.     A  woman  whose  on"v  chilfl  h!    J^f  u   ^*  *^^«  '"oot  oi 

tfme  being  in  that  v^o^of  g  ^i^t life  ,rhi?;ff  t'^  '"'/^^  ^''^  ^'^^ 

tion  for  existence,  and  so  her  uncnn.T?^  'i ''"^>' J"^"^^^^ 

pretend  that  it  had  not  LdL3  f 'i"""!'  '"'"^  ^^"Id  try  to 

unable  to  bdieve  that"?L  brbT^'as  r^^lt'dern  "^^'"?  ^^"^^^ 

feel  as  .f  she  had  let  them  bury  h^ivt  \i?fh'  ""m   '^^  ^^"^^ 

because  for  one  instant  she  had    nVH  \    •  ^"  this  Marion  knew, 

have  been  like  if  Rid  ard  had  S  wh '"'l^'"'^  ''^^'  "  ^^>"''l 

now  this  knowledge  made  her  feel  1^.^'^  ^^  "^'^  "^^^«  •    '"'^J 

mother  of  a  living  and  unsurp'ssawi  "       ^!fT"  '^^  ^^«  ^he 

close  at  hand  a  4man  w"  o  S  h^l^'      .  """"^  '^'''^  ^^'^^^'^^  ^o 

house^in  one  room  of  whid';!.;?  bly^^,^S,^P^"<^  ^^-  day  in  a 

takeasicki;Sid"undignificfform"Ko7.>  '?7T  *^*^^^  ^^"'^ 
was  unusuallv  ugly  even  fnr.^w'  ^m*"  Coltsfoot  bungalow- 

balustrade  roun^he  veramlah  rr  ^"^^^-^«Wi"g-  A  broken 
ingeniously  large  amount  onn\.iorsLr?'"  f  ^^^•^'  ^"^  an 
an  air  of  having  been  bm  t  in  u/S  o  fi  ' '  '  ^""^  ^^'''  '' 
for  a  suite  of  furniture  tha    hnHiL  ^  ''^'^  fraudulent  uh- 

cession  of  purchasers  wiokfled  ^?  '''''';".  ""^  ^J'  ^  ^«"P  ^•"  " 
the  hire  system.  There  were  Not  HnrP^',*''^  agreement  und.i 
windows,  the  gate  was  nevi  ,ate  eT  i  ^^''  '^'^^"'"^  "•  »''^' 
nagging  the  paint  off  tl"  gate  po  '  at  1^'""^  "",  '^^  ^'"«-- 
one  passed  in  the  rain  there  vva.s  .Iw.,  ^  ^"'^  °^  ^''"d.  If 
the  wet.  Ugliness  was  the  ordtr  07 tK  T'l''''^  ''^^^"^  ""t  in 
impossible  to  believe  that  the  o^^r  ""^  ^^"•''  ^"^  it  was 

eyed,  plain  people.  *^  °'^''''  ^^'^  =^"ything  but  weak- 

Win'te^sSteYo'ittd^nll^b^^^r^^y    ^^    all.      Mrs. 

nad  only  been  the  automatic  response 
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to    all    aspects    of  child    life    which    is    cultivated    by   the 
wives  of  the  clergy.     And  the  parents  would  take  the  tragedy 
ungracefully.    The  woman  would  look  out  from  her  kitchen 
window  at  her  husband  as  he  pottered  ineffectively  with  the 
goat  and  the  fowls  and  all  the  gloomy  fauna  of  the  small-holding 
which  had    as  one  would  not  have  thought  that  animals  could 
have,  the  look  of  being  underpaid.     Perhaps  he  would  kneel 
down  among  those  glass  bells  which,  when  they  are  bogged  in 
tssex  clay  on  a  winter  afternoon,  are  grimly  symbolical  of  the 
end  that  comes  to  the  counter-meteorological  hopes  of  the  smaU- 
holder.      The   fairness   and   weedy  slendemess   which   during 
their  courtship  she  had  frequently  held  out  to  her  friends  as  proof 
ot  his  unusual  refinement,  would  now  seem  to  her  the  outward  and 
visible  signs  of  the  lack  of  pigment  and  substance  which  had 
lett  him  at  the  mercy  of  a  speculator's  lying  prospectus.     When 
he  came  into  the  carelessly  cooked  meal  there  would  be  a  quarrel 
VV  hy  did  you  ever  bring  me  to  this  wretched  place  !  "    She 
would  nse  from  the  table  and  run  towards  the  bedroom    but 
before  she  got  to  the  door  she  would  remember  the  coffin,  and 
she  would  have  to  remain  in  the  sitting-room  to  weep.     She 

Tl"  l-'°[  ^°''i  P''*^"^  "^^^^  ^h«  "'^Pt'  for  she  was  worn  out  by 
child-birth  and  nursing  and  grief  and  lean  living  on  this  damp 
and  disappomting  place.  Presently  he  would  go  out,  leaving 
the  situation  as  it  was.  to  potter  once  more  among  the  glas! 
bells,  and  she  would  sit  and  think  ragingly  of  his  futile  occupa- 
tion, while  an  inner  region  of  her  heart  that  kept  the  climate  of 
her  youth  gneved  because  he  had  gone  out  to  work  after  having 
eaten  so  small  a  meal.  aving 

Marion  rose  to  her  feet  that  she  might  start  at  once  for 
these  poor  souls  and  tell  them  that  they  must  not  quarrel  and 
warn  the  woman  that  all  human  bdngs  when  they  jre  hurt 
try  to  rid  themselves  of  the  pain  by  passing  it  on  to 
another  and  help  her  by  comp?ehensio4  ^of  wh'at  she  wl^ 
feeling  about  the  loss  of  the  cliild.  But  immediately  she  lauehed 
aloud  at  the  thought  of  herself,  of  all  women  in  tl7wSrld  going 

o?  m.pH^"  T'"'^-     "  '^ir "'  '^  ^*^^^^^««*  "°^  the  anticipSon 
of  meeting  strangers  would  turn  her  to  lead  as  soon  as  she  saw 

he  house,  and  the  woman  would  wonder  apprehensTvelv  who 

his  sullen-faced  stranger  coming  up  the  path  might  be  \hen 

she  gained  admittance  she  would  be  able  to  speak  only  o  trT^d 

things  and  her  voice  would  sonnH  in<^}ent    ar-^  tLV  t.     M 

take  her  for  some  kind  of  district  visiter  who  intruded'w  hout 

even  the  justification  of  being  a  church  worker  and  therefore 

having  official  mtclhgence  about  immortality.    Her  hps  were 
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sealed  with  inexpressiveness  when  she  talked  to  anyone  except 
Richard.  She  could  not  talk  to  strangers.  She  could  not  even 
talk  to  Ellen,  with  whom  she  ought  to  have  been  linked  with 
intimacy  by  their  common  love  for  Richard,  with  whom  she  must 
become  intimate  if  Richard's  future  was  to  be  happy. 

Her  eyes  sought  for  Ellen  in  the  ruins,  but  she  was  not 
visible.  Probably  she  had  gone  into  one  of  the  towers  where 
her  dreams  could  not  be  overseen  and  was  imagining  how  lovely 
it  would  be  to  come  here  with  Richard.  It  must  be  wonderful 
to  be  Richard's  sweetheart.  Marion  had  seen  him  often  before 
as  the  lover  of  women,  but  he  had  never  believed  in  his  own 
passion  for  any  of  them,  and  therefore  there  had  always  been 
something  desperate  about  his  courtship  of  them,  like  the  temper 
of  a  sermon  against  unbelief  delivered  by  a  priest  who  is  haunted 
by  sceptical  arguments.  But  to  a  woman  whom  he  really  loved 
he  would  be  as  dignified  as  befitted  one  who  came  as  an  am- 
bassador from  life  itself,  and  gay  as  was  allowed  to  one  who 
received  guarantees  that  the  fair  outward  show  of  the  world 
IS  no  lie;  in  all  the  trivialities  of  courtship  he  would  show  his 
perfect  quality  without  embarrassment.  She  was  angered 
that  she  would  not  be  able  to  see  him  thus.  There  struck  through 
her  an  insane  regret  that  being  his  mother  she  could  not  also  be 
his  wife.  But  this  was  greed,  for  she  had  had  her  own  good  times, 
and  Harry  had  been  the  most  wonderful  of  sweethearts. 

There  had  been  a  June  day  on  this  very  hill.  .  .  .  She  had  been 
standing  by  the  towers  talking  to  Bob  Girvan  for  a  few  minutes, 
and  when  she  had  left  him  she  had  felt  so  happy  at  the  show  of 
flowering  hawthorn  trees  that  stood  red  and  white  all  the  way 
down  the  inland  slope  of  the  ridge  that  she  began  to  run  and 
leap  down  the  hill.  But  before  she  had  gone  far,  Harry  had 
walked  out  towards  her  from  one  of  the  hawthorns.  She  had 
felt  confused  because  he  had  seen  her  running,  and  began  to 
walk  stiffly  and  to  scowl.  "  Good  morning,  Marion."  he  had 
said.  Good  morning,"  she  had  answered,  feeling  very  grown-up 
because  she  had  no  longer  bobbed  to  the  squire.  He  told  her 
looking  intently  at  her  and  speaking  in  a  queer,  strained  voice! 
that  he  had  found  a  great  split  in  the  trunk  of  the  white  hawthorn, 
and  asked  her  if  she  would  like  to  see  it.  She  said,  "  Yes." 
It  struck  her  that  she  had  said  it  too  loudly  and  in  an  inexpressiblv 
foolish  way.  Indeed,  she  came  to  the  conclusion  as  she  followed 
him  down  the  hillside  that  nobody  since  the  world  began  had 
ever  done  an>thing  so  idiotic  a^  saying  "  Yes  "  in  that  particular 
manner,  and  she  became  scarlet  with  shame. 

When  they  came  to  the  dazzhng  tree  he  advanced  to  it  as  if  he 
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cared  nothing  for  its  beauty,  and  showed  her  with  a  gruff  and  busi- 
ne^-hke  air  aspht  m  the  trunk.  She  could  not  undeStwdhowhe 
Then  h  Th  *  ^*rj  ^ ''  ^^^  ^«"  there  for  the  last  fom-  monVs 
Then  he  had  pointed  up  to  the  towers  with  his  stick.  ''Who's 
that  you  were  talking  to  up  there  ?  "  "  Bob  Girvan  "  she  had 
S^T"^  'k  ^"^  y°\^^*  *°  '^^^  to  hi™,  sir  ?  "He  seemed 
impatiently  but  hes  a  siUy  fellow.  Why  do  vou  want  to 
talk  to  him?  "    She  told  him  that  Bob  had^stopS  to^k  5 

wa^'ted  ?o":2'S^^^  ^'  'r""  V""'  '^'  h:?7andmothe 

S,  loi  *  n '/""^.t^*  ^^^^  to  please  him.  and  after  that 
they  had  tdked  a  little  about  how  the  farm  had  got  on  since 
Grandfather's  death.  Then  he  said  suddenly.  ''I  supple  th2 
doi.°''/r  *  ^°  ^^°"t  ^th  Bob  Girvan  there's  sorSe^C  who 
B^hl^!/°"  °"*-  -^^"'t  there?"  She  whisper^.  '^iJ^- 
«t  in!  nnf.  ^^^K' ^'^  '?  ^  strange,  insistent  tone.  ''But  you°re 

fhSr^so^^LT^sr-''  '^^^"*""'  "-'*  y-'  ^--' 

ci,,^*  *^**'  P^?Jy?s  feU  on  her.  She  stared  out  of  the  scented 
Snl?  ""^'^  *^'y  ^tood  together  at  the  masts  of  RoSnf 

muttered  WeU,  good-bye.  It's  time  I  was  eettine  Son7" 
and  walked  away.  From  the  shadow  she  had  wShS  hf;n 
wi  h  an  inexp  icable  sense  of  victory  rising  in  her  heS^^lS 

Tu  horitv'T*'°"  W"^:^'  ^°°^«°"«  oi!  LS  fS's^s:^f 

S^r^\  ^  y^^  ^^ter  they  had  stood  once  more  unde7th2 

R 


358 


THE  JUDGE 


seen  through  the  windows  of  a  ch\irch,  of  a  generous  spring-time 
that  syncluonised  with  the  beginning  of  some  noble  course  of 
action.  She  should  have  been  well  pleased.  Yet  she  knew  now 
that  the  occasion  would  have  been  more  beautiful  if,  standing 
under  that  may- tree,  she  had  looked  up  into  Richard's  eyes. 
They  would  not  have  been  innocent,  they  would  not  have 
sparkled  like  waters  running  swiftly  under  sunshine.  But 
they  would  have  told  her  that  here  was  the  genius  who  would 
choose  good  with  the  vehemence  with  which  wicked  men  choose 
evil,  who  would  follow  the  aims  of  virtue  with  the  dynamic 
power  that  sinners  have,  who  would  pour  into  faithfulness  the 
craft  and  virility  that  Don  Juan  spent  on  all  his  adventures. 
Besides,  Richard's  eyes  were  so  marvellously  black.  .  .  .  She 
reminded  herself  in  vain  that  Harry  had  possessed  far  beyond 
all  other  human  beings  the  faculty  of  joy,  that  uninvited  there 
had  dwelt  about  him  always  that  spirit  which  men  labour  to 
evoke  in  carnival,  that  there  had  been  a  confidence  about  his 
gaiety  as  if  the  gods  had  told  him  that  laughter  was  the 
just  final  comment  on  life.  But  she  knew  quite  well  that 
the  woman  who  was  chosen  by  Richard  would  be  loved  more 
beautifully  than  she  had  ever  been. 

She  started  to  her  feet  and  looked  urgently  towards  the 
ruins  to  see  if  Ellen  was  returning,  because  she  felt  that  if  she 
did  not  commit  herself  to  affection  by  making  some  affectionate 
demonstration  from  which  she  could  not  withdraw  she  might 
find  herself  hating  this  unfortunate  girl.  Having  once  known 
the  bitterness  of  moral  defeat,  she  dreaded  base  passions  as 
cripples  dread  pain,  and  she  knew  that  this  irrational  hatred 
would  be  especially  base,  a  hunchback  amoiig  the  emotions. 
It  would  be  treason  against  Richard  not  to  love  an^'thing  he 
loved ;  and  besides,  it  would  be  most  wrong  to  hate  this  girl, 
who  deserved  it  as  little  as  a  flower.  Yet  the  emotion  seemed 
independent  of  her  and  now  nearly  immanent,  and  to  escape 
from  it  she  hurried  across  the  sloping  broken  ground,  calling  out, 
"  EUen,  Ellen  !  " 

She  could  see  that  there  was  no  one  on  the  level  platform 
by  the  flagstaff,  so  she  took  the  footpath  where  it  fell 
below  the  two  lower  towers,  and  as  soon  as  she  had  passed 
the  first  aiid  could  look  along  the  hillside  to  the  second  she 
stopped.  Now  she  could  see  EUen.  The  girl  was  standing  on 
the  very  top  of  the  grassy  mound  that  supported  the  tower, 
her  back  resting  against  the  wall,  her  feet  on  a  shelf  that  had 
formed  where  the  earth  had  been  washed  away  from  the  masonry 
foundations  by  the  dripping  from  a  ledge  abcve.    It  was  the 
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veiy  place  where  Marion  had  been  standing  ever  so  lona  aa« 

wSEndf  ^H*'^',^"  *°  ^?^P^  '^'^"^  the  bfckSngs  aJ 
laveriand  s  itnd,  and  had  been  restine  th^ro  ln/^ir{«»  ^ 

the  peace  of  the  marshes  and  listelin^  to'^'e  un^^'n^Ziv: 

cry  of  the  redshanks,  and  wishing  that  she  might  dwdl  dS 

this  time  among  such  quiet  thing!;  and  suddenly  there  (l^f 

wind  from  the  sea,  and  it  was  as  if  a  litUe  naked  chS^h^u 

hlovm  into  her  soul.    AH  that  she  fdtwi  atretic  feebl^« 

the  first  fluttering  of  some  tiny  bird,  and  yVu  cAanJed %h^ 

worid     In  that  instant  she  conceived  Richi^dVsDwf?fJ>, 

months  before  she  had  conceived  Ms  bodTSer  S t>      '* 

and^bloL°  *'^  ^"*^°*  ^"^^^^"S  himS'SSation^aS'hSS 
and  blood  were  subject  to  the  duty  of  nourishing  him  "  „  "^" 
who  had  been  lord  of  her  life,  receded^S  ^Ta  pSTJf 
secondary  importance,  and  she  transferred  he?  aSeriS,^  to 

W  .w ''^^^  P'^^'^f  ^^°  ^^  Po^essed  of  such  SJ  U? 
her  that  even  now,  when  it  could  not  be  seen  or  tourhSS!^^  i,  i 
or  imagined,  it  could  make  itself  loved     She  h^sfoSK 

Klf^/^^y  ^{P^'T  "°*"  t^e  s^"  had  fi^yonTic^rith 
Island.    Then  her  cold  hands  had  tnlH  h^  Ti!!.*  V      ^-^^th 

tremor  that  made  her  cry  out  with  joy  ^°*^*^ 

EUen  must  not  stand  there,  or  she  was  bound  ♦«  ;,,*    i. 

lu^edrsvri^d  ^u^.  TbiS!"''? 

came  towards  her  with  steps  that^c^a^e  sW^JH?1  f»d 
nearer.     She  was.  Marion  saw    lookinp^^tT  •      *^^« 

faintly  contracted  brows,  id  the  re3iSth,f  ^^  ^^^1.  ^'^^ 
about  the  child  at  ColtsfoTher  em  wt^^^^^ 
that  had  added  to  her  face  a.hi<,ttZX  t  ^  ??^  ^^'  and 
an  unfavourable  place  for%h  ttruggest'T  i^'^  T'^  '' 
expression  of  amiabihtv  Of  cours.^  f  K.i  ^ ,  ""spontaneous 
called  down  from  hcrtrVneThJuVh't  ?/ R^dTvlrot  "^"^^ 
wavings  of  a  woman  whose  face  was! uch  rqueer  ra^k  ^  f  ,?Jf»!*"^ 
was  nothing  to  be  said  that  would  explSn  U^'    fhi  .^""u 

wis^KtS""^  ^"'  '^"^^  -  *^«y  walffiomefhat  f^^t^S^o 
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CHAPTER  IV 

It  struck  Marion  that  it  was  very  beautiful  in  this  room  that 
night.  The  white  walls  were  bloomed  with  shadows  and  reflec- 
tions, and  the  curtains  of  gold  and  orange  Florentine  brocade 
were  only  partly  drawn,  so  that  at  each  window  there  showed 
between  them  an  oblong  of  that  mysterious  blue  which  the  night 
assumes  to  those  who  look  on  it  from  lit  rooms.  On  the  gleam- 
ing table,  under  the  dim  Ught  of  a  shaded  lacquer  lamp,  dark 
roses  in  a  bowl  had  the  air  of  brooding  and  passionate  captives. 
Different  from  these  soft  richnesses  as  silk  is  from  velvet,  the 
clear  flame  of  the  wood  fire  danced  again  in  the  glass  doors  of 
one  of  the  bookcases :  and  at  the  other,  choosing  a  book  in 
which  to  read  herself  to  sleep,  stood  Ellen,  her  head  a  burning 
bush  of  beauty,  her  body  exquisitely  at  odds  with  the  constric- 
tions of  the  product  of  the  Liberton  dressmaker.  She  held  a 
volume  in  one  hand  and  rested  the  other  on  her  hip,  so  that 
there  was  visible  the  red  patch  on  her  elbow  that  bespeaks 
the  recent  schoolgirl,  and  all  that  could  be  seen  of  her  face  was 
her  nose,  which  seemed  to  be  refusing  to  be  overawed 
by  the  reputation  of  the  author  whose  work  she  studied. 
In  the  swinging  glass  door  beside  her  there  was  a  diffusion  of 
reflected  hues  that  made  Marion  able  to  imagine  what  she 
herself  looked  like,  in  her  gown  of  copper-coloured  velvet,  sitting 
in  the  high-backed  chair  by  the  fire.  She  was  glad  that  some- 
times, by  night,  her  beauty  crawled  out  of  the  pit  age  had  dug 
for  it,  and,  orienting  her  thoughts  as  she  always  did,  she  rejoiced 
that  Richard  would  find  such  an  interior  on  his  return. 

"  Have  you  found  a  book  you  like  ?  " 

'.'  ^?*  There's  lots  of  lovely  ones.  But  none  I  just  fancy. 
I'm  inclined  to  be  disagreeable  and  far  too  particular  this  evening. 
Are  these  your  books  or  Richard's  ?  " 

"  Nearly  all  mine." 

"  You  must  be  intellectual  then.  Now  mother  was  different. 
No  one  could  have  called  her  an  intellectual,  though  she  could 
always  take  a  point  if  you  put  it  to  her.    Do  you  know,  you're 
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not  like  an  elderly  pairson  at  all.    UsuaUy  one  thinks  of  a  ladv 
of  your  age  as  just  a  buddy  in  a  bonnet.^  But  yoS Ve  go?  s^h 

'  U?e  7C"'wrH  '^^^^y?""l  Pairson's.    nrtak^llde's 
Lite  of  Jane  Welsh  Carlyle.'    That  ought  to  do." 
I  shouldn  t  takr;  it  if  I  weri»  vmi      t»'o  ♦ 
It'll  keep  you  awake,"  ^    '     '^  '  *°°  interesting. 

it'u\2^:uLlT  '^^^''P  '"  any  case.  I  feel  awful  wakeful.  But 
It  11  be  all  nght  as  soon  as  Richard  comes." 

^  "^'■^*one,  betraying  so  unreproachfully  that  she  auite  ex. 

S  evenVnes  U'arnl^^  ^'"^  all  wroVremlSyillLion 
wnat  evenings  of  abmed  intimacies  and  passages  of  slow  likinir 
truncated  by  moment  of  swift  dislike,  had  pafs^  n  th^  rS>m 
whose  appearance  she  had  been  watching  wit^such  satisftctb^ 

wtff^         *t  f"""*  """"Sli  its  sitter  cries  her  eves  lid 

evening  m  making  Ellen  Uke  her  "*'"'"&  moments  of  the 

the'girl!^'"^  ^'"  "^'^  ^°"  good-night,  Mrs.  Yaverland."  said 
••Let  me  come  and  see  if  you've  got  all  you  want." 

Really,  IVe  everythin*^,  thank  you    '"'  •?  "  *°"8  ="  ^  '"'^ 
Let  me  brush  your  hair  " 

becateticlTrd::Ld\VvrS^Mst  ^1"^%^  ""'^^  '^^"^^^ 
yet  as  she  brusheTu  out  she  wilhed^^^^^  *°  P>*y  ^ith  ; 

could   have   been   gratified    b"=o J  *^fi  ^''  *.^'''*  ^"'  *^auty 
some  strip  of  cloth  of  gold  i7wh^  f  iTft"'*"  So^geousness. 

was  ™t  so.  an5'r.:i;r.';^s°^T^^£;,'-rv^<'Thr^ii: 
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•houldcr  at  her  reflection  in  the  glass.  "  It  is  a  face  that  believes 
there  is  no  foe  in  the  world  with  which  one  cannot  fight  it  out. " 
she  thought.  "Well,  that  is  probably  true  for  her.  I,  with 
my  foes  who  are  a  part  of  myself,  am  unusually  cursed.  If 
♦hcse  young  people  have  ordinary  luck  they  ought  to  make  a 
tine  thing  of  the  world,  and  I  will  enjoy  standing  by  and  watching 
them.  Oh,  I  must  make  friends  with  her.  We  have  many 
things  in  common.  I  will  talk  to  her  about  the  Suffragettes. 
What  shall  I  say  about  them  ?  I  do  honestly  think  that  they 
are  splendid  women.  I  think  there  was  never  anything  so  fine 
as  the  way  they  go  out  into  the  streets  knowing  they  will  \k 
itoned.  ..."  A  memory  overcame  her.  "Ah!"  she  cried 
out,  and  laid  down  the  brush. 

"  What's  the  matter  ?  "  exclaimed  Ellen,  standing  up.  There 
was  a  certain  desperation  in  her  tone,  as  if  she  thought  the 
tragic  life  of  a  household  ought  to  have  a  definite  closing-time 
every  night,  after  which  people  could  go  to  bed  in  peace. 

I  forgot— I  forgot  to  take  some  medicine.  I  must  go 
and  take  it  now.  And  I  don't  think  I'd  better  come  back.  I'm 
sure  you'll  brush  your  ha..'  better  yourself.  I'm  sure  I  tugged. 
You're  so  tired,  you  ought  to  go  to  bed  at  once.  Good-night. 
Good-night."  By  the  slow  shutting  of  the  door  she  tried  to 
correct  the  queer  impression  of  her  sudden  flight,  but  knew  as 
she  did  so  that  it  sounded  merely  furtive. 

In  her  own  room  she  undressed  with  frantic  haste  so  that 
she  could  turn  out  the  light  and  retreat  into  the  darkness  as 
into  a  burrow.  But  everywhere  in  the  blackness,  even  on  the 
inside  of  the  sheet  she  drew  over  her  face  as  she  lay  in  bed, 
were  pictures  of  the  aspects  of  evil  the  world  had  turned  to  her 
that  day :  thirty  years  before,  when  she  was  stoned  down  the 
High  Street  of  Roothing.  She  was  in  the  grip  of  one  of  her 
recurrent  madnesses  of  memory.  There  was  no  Richard  to 
sit  by  her  side  and  comfort  her,  not  by  what  he  said,  for  she 
had  kept  so  much  from  him  that  he  could  say  nothing  that 
was  really  relevant,  but  by  his  beauty  and  his  dearness,  which 
convinced  her  that  all  was  well  since  she  had  given  birth  to  him  ; 
so  her  agony  must  go  on  until  the  dawn. 

She  must  get  used  to  that,  because  when  he  was 
married  to  Ellen  she  would  no  longer  be  able  to  sit  up 
in  her  bed  and  call  "  Richard,  Richard ! "  and  strike 
the  bell  that  rang  in  his  room  -that  rang,  as  it  seemed,  in 
his  mind,  since  no  other  sound  but  it  ever  wakened  him  in 
the  night.  Not  again  would  he  stand  at  the  door,  his  dark  hair 
damp  and  rumpled,  his  eycB  blinking  at  the  strong  light,  while 
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his  voice  spoke  hoarsely  out  of  undispersed  sleep.    "  M 
darling  mother,   are  you  having  bad  dreams  ?       Not 


Mother. 

>,  .  ,,—  ^  — .,ot  again 

would  she  answer  meaningly.  "  Oh.  Richard,  yes  I  "  and  tremble 
with  delight  in  the  midst  of  her  agony  to  see  how,  when  this  big 
man  was  dazed  and  half  awake,  he  held  his  arms  upwards  to 
her  as  if  he  were  still  a  little  boy  and  she  a  tall  ovenhadowlng 
prMence.  In  the  future  he  must  be  left  undisturbed  to  sleep 
in  Ellen's  arms.  That  thought  caused  her  inexplicable  desola- 
tion. Rather  than  think  it  she  gave  up  the  struggle  and  allowed 
herself  to  be  possessed  by  memory,  and  to  smart  again  under 
the  humiliation  of  that  afternoon  when  life  had  made  a  fool 
of  her.  For  what  had  hurt  her  most  was  that  she  had  gone  out 
into  the  world,  the  afternoon  it  stoned  her,  in  a  mood  of  the 
tenderest  love  towards  it. 

She  had  risen  latcshe  remembered,  that  day.  All  night  long  she 
had  been  ill,  and  had  not  slept  until  the  first  wrangling  of  the  birds. 
Then  suddenly  she  had  opened  her  eyes,  and  after  remembering, 
as  she  always  did  when  she  woke,  that  she  was  going  to  have 
a  child,  she  had  looked  out  of  her  wide  window  into  the  mature 
and  undoubtful  sunshine  of  a  fine  afternoon.  She  had  felt 
wonderfully  well  and  terribly  hungry,  and  had  hastened  at  her 
washing  and  dressing  so  that  she  could  run  downstairs  and  get 
something  to  eat.  When  she  went  into  the  kitchen  she  saw  that 
dinner  was  over,  for  the  plates  were  drying  in  the  rack  and 
Feggy,  the  maid,  was  not  there.  It  was  incredible  that  she  had 
not  knowi  why  Peggy  had  gone  out.  that  she  should  fatuously 
have  told  herself  that  the  girl  was  probably  working  in  the 
dairy ;  but  m  those  days  her  mind  was  often  half  asleep  with 
love  for  the  unborn. 

She  rejoiced  that  she  had  missed  the  family  meal,  for  it 
was  not  easy  to  sit  at  the  table  with  Grandmother  and  Cousin 
Tom  and  Aunt  Alphonsme,  unspoken  comments  on  her  position 
hanging  from  each  face  like  stalactites.  In  the  larder  she 
found  the  cold  roast  beef,  magnificently  marbled  with  veins  of 
fat,  and  the  cherry  pie,  with  its  globes  of  imperial  purple  and 
Its  dark  juice  streaked  on  the  surface  with  richness  exuded  from 
the  broken  vault  of  the  pastry,  and  she  ate  largely,  with  the 
solemn  greed  of  pregnancy.  Afterwards  she  washed  the  dishes 
in  that  state  of  bland,  featureless  contentment  that  comes  to 
one  whose  bemg  knows  that  it  is  perfectly  fulfiUing  its  function 
and  that  it  is  coming  its  keep  in  the  universe  without  havine 
to  attempt  any  performance  on  that  vexing  instrument,  the 

When  she  had  finished,  she  wandered  out  cf  the  kitchen 


."i      m*^  t  kiir«»' 


264 


THE  JUDGE 


I 

r 


S.Tl?f.&  ^"7?!f  "*  *^  "^'^'"^  J^**  ^"^  »»*by  ^as  born  so  that 
she  could  spend  the  afternoon  playing  with  it. 

GraiSl  ^^''\?°^  T^  ^i^'  ^^  she  peeped  in  and  saw 
Grandmother  sit  ing  asleep  in  the  high-ba^kedchair.  a  shaft 

?iri"r^'^^  i*^'^'"^  ^^'^  ^"*  *»«^  to  silver  and  stretching  a 
comdor  for  dancing  motes  to  the  bowl  of  mignonette.    She  saw 
^e  scene  with  the  eye  of  an  oleographer.    In  defiance  of  e:^ 
rT?^  u^  considered  her  grandmother  as  a  dear  old  lady 
and  the  hum  of  a  bee  circling  about  the  mignonette  sounded 

f«H  1   I-  Enjoyable  tears  stood  in  her  eyes.    Drying  them 

and  looking  round  the  dear  scene,  so  that  she  mightSmembe? 
It.  she  saw  that  the  grandfather  clock  marked  it  as  half-pSt 
two  Now  was  the  time  that  she  must  go  for  her  walk.  The 
children  would  be  back  at  school,  the  min  would  be  at  work 
and  the  women  still  busy  cleaning  up  after  their  midday  mei 
She  was  afrmd  now  to  walk  on  the  f  averland  lands  for  fear  o 
S^  Goodtart,  the  cattleman,  standing  quite  still  in  some 
shadowed  place  where  she  would  not  see  him  tiU  it  was  too  late 
to  avoid  touching  him  as  she  passed,  and  turning  on  her  those 

swarn  1  ke  dead  cats  in  a  canal ;  and  though  she  desired  to 
n'.v.f  *^'  woods  where  she  had  walked  with  Harry. Ihe  had 
never  gone  there  since  that  afternoon  when  Peacey  had  stepDed 
out  on  her  suddenly  from  behind  one  of  the  piU  Jof  the  S^ 
dere.    The  marshes  too  she  could  not  visit,  for  she  could  not 

?Z  ^Tl^'-  ?"*  '^r  '■f'"^^"^'^  ^^'  h«^  the  wood  acr^s  ?he 
W  'c^r  "^  T.  *^°"\  the  glebe  land  opposite  Yaverland's  End 
and  stretched  towards  the  village  High  Street.  No  one  ever 
went  there  at  this  time  of  day.   "        ^  ^  o  one  ever 

n.ri^'"'  P'^J"  sunbonnet  was  lying  on  the  dresser  in  the  front 
parlour,  and  she  put  it  on  to  save  the  trouble  of  going  upst^re 

?ark'  fd  '.own'\f  ^•^"^"  ''  """^^  ^^"'^  unsuitlbKS  he^ 
not  Hi  .  Pr  /^^^J"S  **"t  very  quietly  so  that  she  should 
not  disturb  Grandmother,  she  went  down  the  garden.  sSg 
at  the  robust  scents  and  coloure  of  the  floweil.  She  had  f 
feeling  m  those  days  that  nature  was  on  her  side.  The  purplish 
cabbage  roses  seemed  to  be  regarding  her  with  clucking  app?ovd 
and  reassurance  that  a  group  of  matrons  might  give  to  a  voun^ 
wife.  The  Dolly  Perkins  looked  at  her  like  a  you^ng  g  rl  wonder- 
ng^  The  Cnmson  Ramblers  understood  all  that  had  happened 
]^  t  H  .  K^  'Tu  ^u  •'i"^^''^"  't  so.  for  thus  would  people  have 
ooked  at  her  ,f  she  had  been  married,  and  she  slighUy  ?4n?ed 
for  her  child's  sake  that  she  was  not  receiving  that^  h?mage 
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Humming  with  contentment,  she  crossed  the  lane  to  the  wood, 
whose  sun-dappled  vistas,  framed  by  the  noble  aspirant  oak- 
trunks,  stretched  before  her  like  a  premise  of  happiness  made 
by  some  wise,  far-sighted  person. 

It  made  Marion  laugh  angrily,  as  she  lay  there  in  the 
bed  where  she  had  slept  so  badly  in  the  thirty  years 
that  had  passed  since  that  afternoon,  to  remember  how  she 
had  walked  in  those  woods  in  a  passion  of  good-will 
to  the  world.  She  dreamed  complimentary  dreams  of  life, 
pretending  that  it  was  not  always  malign.  She  imagined  that 
Harry  would  come  back  before  the  child  was  bom  and  would 
cloak  her  in  protective  passion,  and  his  pride  in  her  would  make 
him  take  her  away  somewhere  so  that  everyone  would  see  that 
he  really  loved  her  and  that  he  did  not  think  lightly  of  her. 
Freely  and  honestly  she  forgave  him  for  his  present  failure  to 
come  to  her.  It  was  his  mother's  fault.  She  had  made  him 
marry  when  he  was  twenty-one,  so  that  he  had  been  led  to 
commit  a  physical  forgery  of  the  spiritual  fact  of  fatherhood  by 
begetting  children  who,  being  born  of  a  woman  whom  he  did 
not  love,  were  not  the  children  of  his  soul.  With  aching  tender- 
ness she  recalled  the  extreme  poverty  of  the  emotion  that  showed 
in  his  eyes  when  he  spoke  of  his  daughters,  or  when,  as  had  hap- 
pened once  or  twice,  they  had  looked  out  of  the  belvedere  window 
and  seen  the  little  girls  running  by  on  the  brow  of  the  hill,  white 
leggy  figures  against  the  frieze  of  the  distant  shining  waters. 

It  was  indeed  not  so  much  emotion  as  a  sense  that  in  other 
circmmtances  these  things  might  have  aroused  an  emotion  which, 
with  his  comprehensive  greed  of  all  that  was  lovely  in  the  uni- 
verse, he  regretted  being  without.  If  he  had  only  been  with 
her  now  he  would  have  been  given  that,  and  would  have  found, 
like  her,  that  it  is  possible  to  be  ardently  in  love  with  an  unknown 
person.  She  was  so  sorry  he  was  not  here.  But  she  knew  that 
he  would  come  soon,  and  then  he  would  have  the  joy  of  seeing 
his  true  child,  the  child  of  his  soul,  and  beyond  the  spiritual  joy 
that  must  come  of  that  relationship  he  would  have  the  dehght 
of  the  exquisite  being  she  knew  she  was  going  to  bring  forth 
For  she  knew  then  perfectly  what  Richard  was  going  to  be  like, 
bhe  knew  she  was  going  to  have  a  son ;  she  knew  that  he  would 
have  black,  devout  and  sensitive  eyes.  She  knew  that  he 
would  be  passionate  and  intractable  and  yet  held  to  nobility 
by  fastidiousness  and  love  of  her.  She  imagined  how  some  day 
in  a  wood  hke  this,  but  set  in  a  kinder  countryside.  Harry  would 
kneel  m  a  sunlit  clearing,  his  special  quality  of  gaiety  playing 
abojt  him  like  another  kind  of  sunshine,  while  there  staggered 


i 


H     .^ 


r<  < 


9M 


THE  JUDGE 


« 1 


t , 


towards  him  their  beautiful  dark  child.  He  would  miss  nothing 
U^en.  except  this  time  of  acquaintance  with  the  unborn  and 
perhaps  he  would  not  even  miss  that,  for  no  doubt  iT^^ouW 
make  her  the  mother  of  other  children. 

At  that  thought  she  stood  still  and  leaned  back  against  the 
Si  r.n  ;  ''^  ^f  closed  her  eyes  and  smiled  triumphantly 

perform  this  miracle  again  and  again  and  people  her  world  with 
lovely,  glowing,  disobedient  sons  and  daughters.  She  fdt  her 
womb  as  an  inexhaustible  treasure.  Slowly,  swimnJL  y  in  a 
golden  drowse  of  exultation,  she  moved  on^onglhe^re;s  tin 
she  came  to  the  wood's  end,  and  looked  across  thi  w^te  ?atch 
^.T'i.f'l!  ^""*?  °4  bramble  and  gorse  ^  theV^ow  ffi 

RO  no  Cher °Tnr'"tH^°?'f"^  "^^^  ^*^^*  ^^  ^'^  ^h«  ^^^ 
go  no  further    For  the  feelmg  against  her  was  very  high  in 

t^r!l^\  Jfey  ^^^  .*'?^'^  '^^  ™°«*  ^°"1  stories  of  hS  ;  it  w^ 
^,,Vi  fJ^j        *w".u^*'"?  anxiously  for  an  excuse  to  talk  of 

?J^?1  "v?'^*^*/^-^^  ™S^*  '^*  ^"^^  ^he  unclean  fantasies 
that  they  had  kept  tied  up  in  the  stables  of  their  mind,  tha 

mSJ"J?aiT™  "/^'  ''T'  ^^  ^^^^'  ^"d  '^^'  home  iitte? 
fiUhier  thaj^  themselves     Men  and  women  told  tales  that  they 

£r  rndJ^IL^^'^^'l'^^^^ly  ?"*  '^^y  ™ght  evoke  before 
their  minds,  and  strengthen  by  the  vital  force  of  the  listeners' 
hot-eared  excitement,  pictures  of  a  strong  man  and  a  fine  g  1 
hving  hke  beasts  in  the  fields.    Not  only  did  they  tell  iL 

thTv  sdYshet.rS''ci"  ^"1  Harry'^amongThe  briSe 

been  iocumtenens  here  m  February,  and  that  they  had  seen  her 

Vi^'Jr'^^^w'  'Ti^^  *^^*  ""'''  beingLored  a?th 
Vicarage.    These  things  had  been  repeated  to  her  by  her  grand- 

mother  m  order  that  she  might  know  what  disgrace  sh?  had 
brought  on  her  family,  and  in  the  night  she  had  often  lain  in  asweat 
of  r^e,  wanting  to  kill  these  liars.  But  that  day.  staidin/m 
the  sunshine,  she  forgave  them.  She  was  glad  that  they  had 
T\  b'-^J\yeilow  simflowers  in  their  little  wood-fenced  giden 
she  ho^d  that  all  the  women  would  sometimes  be  2  haply  as  "he 
TSk    She  d»d  not  know  that  this  was  no  day  for  her  toTnture 

^.n  .^"'^^T'^?  ^"  '"^""^'  ^'"^«  >t  was  the  Lord'  Day.  E 
n^n  ceased  to  do  any  manner  of  work,  that  they  may  keep  U 

hiah^Kro'^i!  ^^™"g  she  was  given  was  a  sudden  impact  on  a 

Sthe  "Jallinl  f  °"M'''.  ^  >'^f  ""'  *^«  ^^°"^  ^here  she  stood. 
S^i-inl  M^  ^"^  earth   delayed  by  the  thick  crepitant  layer 
ot  green-gold,  sun-soaked  leaves,  of  a  cricket  ball     With  the 
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perversity  of  rolling  things  it  dribbled  along  the  broken  ground 
and  dropped  at  last  into  a  mossy  pit  half  filled  with  dead  leaves 
which  marked  where  a  gale  had  once  torn  up  a  young  tree  by 
the  roots ;  and  the  next  moment  she  heard,  not  distantly,  the 
open-mouthed  howl  that  comes  from  a  cricket-field  in  a  moment 
of  crisis.  Then  she  remembered  that  it  was  a  habit  of  the 
young  bloods  of  Roothing  to  evade  their  ciders'  feeling  about 
Sabbath  observance  by  going  in  the  afternoon  to  an  unover- 
looked  wedge  of  ground  that  ran  into  the  woods  and  playing 
some  sort  of  bat-and-ball  game.  This  must  be  Sunday.  If  she 
did  not  go  home  at  once  she  would  begin  to  meet  the  village 
lovers,  who  would  not  understand  how  well  she  wished  them, 
and  would  look  at  her  with  the  hostility  that  the  lucky  feel  for 
the  unlucky.  But  when  she  turned  to  follow  the  homeward 
path  she  heard  from  all  over  the  wood  scattered  shouts.  The 
lads  were  looking  for  their  ball.  One  she  could  hear,  from  the 
breaking  down  of  brushwood,  was  quite  close  to  her.  Her  b^t 
plan  was  to  hide.  So  she  stood  quite  still  under  the  low  branches 
of  an  elder-tree,  while  George  Postgate  doubled  by. 

Poor  George  !  He  was  seventeen,  and  big  for  that,  but  his 
mind  had  stayed  at  twelve,  and  he  was  perpetually  being  ad- 
mitted in  probation  to  the  society  of  lads  of  his  own  age,  and 
then  for  some  act  of  thick-wittedness  being  expelled  again.  It 
was  plain  from  the  way  that  his  great  horny  fingers  were  scratch- 
ing his  head  and  his  vast  mouth  was  drooping  at  the  corners 
that  it  was  his  fault  that  the  ball  crashed  so  disastrously  out  of 
bounds,  and  that  he  felt  himself  on  the  verge  of  another  ex- 
pulsion. "  Oh,  ter  dash  with  the  thing  !  "  he  exclaimed  mourn- 
fully, and  kicked  a  root,  and  lifted  his  face  to  the  patch  of  blue 
sky  above  and  snuffled.  Marion's  heart  dissolved.  She  could 
not  let  this  poor  stupid  thing  suffer  an  ache  which  she  was  pre- 
vented from  relieving  only  by  a  fear  of  rudeness  which  was 
probably  quite  unjustified.  "  George ! "  she  called  softly, 
staying  among  the  branches.  He  gaped  about  him.  "  George  I  " 
she  called  a  little  louder.  "  The  ball's  in  the  pit,  among  the 
leaves."  But  he  was  transfixed  by  the  wonder  of  the  bodyless 
voice  and  would  not  pay  any  attention  to  her  directions,  but 
continued  to  gape.  She  saw  that  i=!.e  would  have  to  go  and 
show  him  herself,  and  after  only  half  a  moment's  reluctance 
she  stepped  forward.  She  did  'ot  really  mind  people  seeing 
her,  because  she  knew  that  it  was  only  a  convention  that  she 
was  ugly  because  she  was  going  to  have  a  baby.  For  there 
was  now  a  richer  colour  on  her  cheeks  and  lips  than  there  had 
ever  been  before  and  her  body  was  like  a  vase.     It  was  only 
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of  the  ball— Ned  Turk   who  fo^^  .*^*^®'^  ''^y^  ^"  search 

cesses  beneath  those  which  finH  fvo^^        ^  engaged  m  pro- 

beings  wUh}edT:?//^^kf:?„^^,The'Ar"  '■^"^""'^ 
■■  I  ^m  "","'"  """  'S"  ''"  'x^'^^l'  "><>  young  or  her  deslinv 

brutes  as  people  s^med  ?o  h?  .  h     °"  ""Protected  from  such 
be   fuU   of   lads    whor^   i       •  v"^  "}'""*^  ^^^  "'oods   would 
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space  and  walk  down  Roothing  High  Street  and  go  back  to 
Yavcrland's  End  by  the  lane.  Her  mood  of  forgiving  love  for 
the  village,  which  the  cricket-ball  had  interrupted,  had  been 
so  real  that  she  felt  as  if  a  pact  had  been  established  between 
it  and  her,  and  she  was  quite  sure  that  she  would  be  safe  from 
the  boj^  there.  If  they  were  tiresome  and  followed  her,  no 
doubt  somebody  Uke  Mrs.  Hobbs,  who  kept  the  general  stores, 
would  take  her  in  and  let  her  rest  till  it  was  dark,  and  then 
see  her  home.  She  turned  round  and  walked  out  of  the  wood, 
and  because  she  could  not,  in  her  heavy-footed  state,  trample 
through  the  undergrowth,  she  had  to  follow  the  path  that  led 
her  to  wthin  a  yard  or  two  of  George  Postgate.  She  could  see 
from  the  workings  of  his  large  face  that  he  was  forming  some 
plan  of  action.  And  sure  enough,  when  she  passed  him,  he  cried 
out  "  Dirty  Marion  !  "  and  twitched  the  sun-bonnet  from  her 
head.  The  sudden  movement  made  her  start  violently,  for 
though  she  had  not  known  what  fear  was  until  she  conceived, 
she  now  knew  a  panic-terror  at  anything  that  threatened  her 
body.  That  made  the  boys  shout  with  laughter  and  call  to 
their  friends  to  hurry  up  and  see  the  fun. 

The  sunshine  that  beat  down  on  the  unshaded  field  was  hot 
on  her  bare  head.  It  would  be  awkward  too,  going  into  the 
village  hatless  and  with  ruffled  hair.  But  she  must  not  be 
angry  with  George  Postgate,  for  indeed  the  incident  had  been 
to  him  only  a  means  of  gaining  that  popularity  with  the  fellows 
that  his  poor  stupid  soul  so  longed  for  and  had  so  often  been 
refused,  and  he  could  not  know  that  the  fright  would  make  her 
feel  so  ill.  Since  the  first  .'.gonising  months  of  her  pregnancy, 
when  nausea  and  faintness  had  pervaded  her  days,  she  hsid 
never  felt  as  ill  as  this.  A  sweat  had  broken  out  on  her  face 
and  her  hands  :  she  had  to  pant  for  breath  and  her  limbs  stag- 
gered under  her.  But  she  would  be  all  right  if  she  could  sit 
down  for  one  moment.  There  was  a  hawthorn  stump  a  little 
way  off,  and  to  this  she  made  her  way,  but  as  she  sunk  down  on 
it  a  clod  of  earth  struck  her  in  the  shoulder.  She  spun  roimd, 
and  another  broke  on  her  face.  Grit  filled  her  mouth,  which 
was  open  with  amazement.  She  had  been  deaf  with  physical 
distress,  so  she  had  not  heard  that  the  boys  had  gathered 
together  on  the  wood's  edge  and  were  now  marching  after  her 
in  a  shouting  crowd.  Something  in  her  attitude  when  she  turned 
on  them  made  them  fall  dumb  and  stock-still  for  a  moment. 
But  as  a  gust  of  wind  ruffled  her  hair  and  blew  her  skirts  about 
her  body  a  roar  of  laughter  went  up  from  them,  and  earth  and 
dry  dung  fiew  through  the  air  at  her. 
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old  Mr   Goode  the  carrier,  had  come  down  to  the  end  of  ht 
JJi  .  .i  !   "  ^  '^^  raomcnls.    One  of  the  bovs  harl 

that  darted  about  his  eves  whiVhhTrfh.    '  ^^.^  ^'^"^  '""''^ 

made  his  face  rpahmSTrwhS^^^^^^^^  ^"^  ^"'''"^' 

some  deep  enjovmem      He  diH  n..       ^f  ^  u"^  '^''S"'*  «^^''-'^J 
indeed,  h?  averS  his  evLl^n^l     T  J^^*^  ^^°^'"g  ^^  ^.r; 
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her  all  her  life,  had  come  out  not  to  save  but  to  see  her  ill-treated 
and  to  rejoice.  She  stood  stock-still  and  groaned.  Her  head 
felt  wet,  and  she  put  up  her  hand  and  found  that  a  stone  had 
drawn  blood  behind  her  ear.  The  boys  pressed  close  about  her 
and  beat  the  tin  can  in  her  ears,  and  one  stretched  out  a  stick 
and  touched  her,  which  made  Mr.  Goode  and  the  unseen  enemies 
laugh.  But  at  that  she  shrieked.  She  shrieked  with  such 
terrible  anger  at  those  who  insulted  the  mother  of  her  child, 
that  all  their  jaws  fell  and  they  shrank  back  and  let  her  pass. 

But  when  she  had  gone  a  few  paces  up  the  road  someone 
shouted  something  after  her,  and  there  was  a  noise  of  laughter 
and  then  of  the  shuffling  of  many  feet  behind  her,  and  jeers 
and  cat-calls  and  the  beating  of  the  tin  can.  She  went  on, 
looking  to  the  right  and  the  left  for  some  old  friend  to  come  out 
and  take  her  to  shelter,  but  now  she  knew  that  there  would  be 
none.  These  people  would  drive  her  on  and  on.  And  when  she 
got  ho'ne  to  Yaverland's  End,  if  they  would  let  her  go  there, 
and  di  1  not  trample  her  down  on  the  roadside  first,  she  would 
lose  her  child.  The  core  of  her  body  and  soul  would  be  torn 
out  from  her,  and  all  promise  of  pleasure  and  all  occasion  of 
pride.  For  there  was  no  pleasure  in  the  world  save  that  to 
which  she  had  looked  forward  these  seven  months,  of  seeing 
that  perfect  little  body  that  she  knew  so  well  and  kissing 
its  smooth  skin  and  waiting  for  it  to  open  those  eyes — those 
black  eyes;  and  there  could  be  no  greater  degradation  than 
to  bring  forth  death,  when  for  months  the  sole  sustenance 
against  the  world's  contempt  had  been  that  she  was  going  to 
give  birth  to  a  king  of  life.  There  danced  before  her  eyes  all 
the  sons  of  whom  she  was  to  be  bereft  in  the  person  of  this  son. 
The  staggering  child,  the  lean,  rough-headed  boy  of  ten  with 
his  bat,  the  glorious  man. 

Now  her  loss  was  certain.  All  the  people  were  running  out 
into  the  gardens  of  the  Uttle  houses  on  the  right  and  throwing 
up  the  windows  over  the  shuttered  shops  on  the  left,  and  all  wore 
the  flushed  and  amused  masks  that  meant  they  were  deter- 
mined that  she  should  lose  her  child.  Mrs.  Hobbs,  who  kept  the 
general  store,  the  kind  old  woman  whom  she  had  thought  would 
take  her  in,  and  Mrs.  Welch,  the  village  drunkard,  were  leaning 
over  adjacent  garden  wails,  holding  back  the  tall,  divine  sun- 
flowers that  they  might  hobnob  over  this  delight,  and  their  faces 
were  indistinguishable  because  of  those  masks.  Even  Lily 
Barnes,  standing  on  the  doorstep  of  the  nice  new  Lily  Villa 
her  husband,  Job  Barnes  the  builder,  had  built  for  their  marriage, 
with  her  six  months  old  baby  in  her  arms,  was  thus  disguised] 
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and  seenfing.  Uke  Mr.  Goode,  to  look  through  her  old  friend  a 
some  obscene  and  delicious  (act,  sent  up  that  hooting  wordles 
cry. 

Marion  was  so  appaUed  that  a  woman  carrying  her  bah 
should  connive  at  the  death  of  another's  that  she  stood  quit 
still  and  stared  at  her,  until  the  boys  behind  her  thrust  he 
with  sticks.  When  she  passed  the  alley  between  the  post-offic 
and  the  earner's  she  saw  the  cattle-man.  Goodtart.  lookini 
out  at  her  from  its  shadows  ;  he  did  not  move,  but  his  dark  brow! 
eyes  were  more  alive  than  she  had  ever  seen  them.  A  strange 
stepped  out  of  the  inn  and  laughed  so  heartily  that  he  had  t( 
loose  his  neckerchief.  Of  course  she  must  look  funny,  walkini 
bareheaded,  with  earth  and  blood  caking  her  hair  and  her  skii 
sweaty  and  yellow  with  nausea  and  her  burdened  body  he: 
face  grimacing  with  anguish  every  time  Ned  Turk  danced  ii 
front  of  her  and  beat  the  tin  can  in  her  ears. 

"  Oh,  my  baby,  my  baby  I  "  she  moaned.  Ned  Turk  hearc 
the  cry  and  repeated  it,  screaming  comically.  "  Oh.  my  baby 

1^1  f^^  cu  ¥  ^^^  """^^  *°°^  »*  "P'  "Oh.  my  baby,  mv 
baby  I  She  shut  her  ears  with  her  hands,  and  wished  that 
wherever  Harry  was,  he  might  fall  dead  for  having  left  hex 
and  his  child  to  this. 

Then  from  the  porch  of  the  cottage  at  the  angle  of  the  High 
btreet  and  the  Thundersley  Road,  the  cottage  where  Cliffe  the 
blind  man.  lived  with  his  pretty  wife,  there  stepped  out  Peacev 
For  a  moment  he  shrank  back  into  the  shadow,  holding  a  hand- 
kerchief m  front  of  his  face,  but  she  had  recognised  the  tall  lull 
body  that  was  compact  and  yet  had  no  solidity,  that  sugg^ted 
a  lot  of  thick  fleshy  material  roUed  in  itself  Uke  an  umbreUa 
It  was  her  last  humiUation  that  he  should  see  this  thing  happening 
to  her.    She  lifted  her  chin  and  tried  to  walk  proudly.    But  he 
had  come  forward  out  into  the  roadway  and  was  coming  towards 
her  and  her  followers.     He  did  not  seem  quite  aware  of  what 
he  was  approaching.     He  walked  delicately  on  the  baUs  of  his 
large  and  light  feet,  almost  as  though  the  occasion  was  joyful- 
and  he  held  his  face  obliquely  and  with  an  air  of  attention  ai 
If  he  waited  at  some  invisible  table.    There  hung  about  him 
that  threatening  serial  quality  which  made  it  seem  that  in  his 
heart  he  was  ridiculing  those  who  tried  to  understand  his  actions 
before  he  disclosed  their  meaning  in  some  remote  last  chapter 
It  struck  her,  even  in  the  midst  of  her  agony,  that  she  disliked 
him  even   more   than  she   disliked  what  was  happening  to 

She  had  thought  that  he  would  smile  gloatingly  into  her 
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sweaty  face  and  pass  on.    But  she  saw  swimming  before  her  a 
fat,  outstretched  hand,  and  behind  it  a  stout  blackness  of  broad- 
cloth, and  heard  her  pursuers  halt  and  cease  the  beating  of 
their  tin  cans,  and  came  to  a  swaying  standstill,  while  above  her 
there  boomed,  gently  and   persuasively,  Peacey's  rich  voice, 
bhe  could  not  pm  her  fluttering  mind  to  what  it  said,  because 
she  felt  sickish  at  the  oil  of  service,  the  grease  of  butlerhood 
that  floated  on  it,  but  phrases  came  to  her.    He  was  asking  the 
viUage  people  what  would  happen  when  the  squire  came  home 
and  heard  of  this  ;  and  reminding  them  that  they  were  all  the 
squire  s  tenants.    A  silence  fell  on  her  pursuers.    From  the 
rear  old  Mr.  Goode's  kind  voice  said  something  about  "  A  bit 
of  boys  jun.  Mr.  Peacey";  Ned  Turk  piped,  "We  don't  mean 
"°ui^'  •         ^^^  ^^^"^^  dispersed.     It  shuffled  its  heels  on  the 
cobbles ;  it  raised  jeers  which  were  mitigated  and  not  sent  in 
her  direction,  but  were  still  jeers;  it  beat  its  tin  cans  in  a  dis- 
oriented way,  as  if  it  were  trying  to  save  its  self-respect  by  pre- 
tending that  Mr.  Peacey  had  been  so  much  mistaken  in  the 
object  of  their  demonstration  that  there  was  no  harm  in  coine 
on  with  It.  6"*"6 

She  w^  left  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  road,  alone  with 
Feacey.    She  realised  that  she  was  safe.    If  she  could  rest 
now  she  would  keep  her  child.    She  knew  relief  but  not  ex- 
ultation.    It  was  as  if  life  had  been  handed  back  to  her.  but  not 
before  some  drop  of  vileness  had  been  mixed  with  the  cup. 
Ihere  was  nothing  to  redeem  the  harm  of  that  afternoon:  the 
T  1%  u    "  ""^^"^  '^^^^  ^^^<^t^y  matched  the  peril  from  which 
she  had  been  rescued.     When  Peacey's  voice  had  boomed  out 
^.'!!'!i,     '•  'I  ^^^.J.'^^Presscd  agreeable  and  complete  harmony 
wth  the  minds  of  the  crowd;  it  had  betrayed  that  he.  too,  could 
l^Fu""  ?°  P'u^"'''  ""^'^  delightful  than  stoning  a  pregnant  girl, 
that  he  had  his  position  to  think  of.  and  he  begged  them  to 
have  similar  prudence.     He  had  risked  nothing  of  his  reputation 
as  a  just  man  in  Roothing  to  save  her.    To  thil  loathsome  world 
Warry.  who  had  been  her  lover  for  two  years,  had  left  her  and 
her  divme  cluld.     She  looked  up  at  Peacey  and  laughed 

n*.«  "T"  "^T?  "^^  ^'^'  "^^^  ^^^'^t  "^'ght  have  been  forgive- 
ness.  You  d  best  come  into  Clilic's  cottage,"  he  said  aiid 
went  before  her.  It  struck  her,  as  she  foUow;d  Wm,  that^o 
Solllf '^T  '^T  '^"^^  '^'  ''''''  "  ^°^d  look  'as  i?  sie 
So     \    1!^  k'""  ^""^^  ?S^"'^  ^"^  ^"1  «'•  ^thout  his  know- 

waforvn  !"! '.  "c",'^  ^'"^  '^*'''"'  ^"^  ^^'^  ^^  ^he  only  door  that 
was  open  to  her.    She  must  follow  him 

Once    they    were  within    the    porch    he    bent    over    her 


•'.ys-  -"V*"' '?>.*'■  ' 


mm 


/A 


S74 


THE  JUDGE 


.  r 


solicitously,  and  through  his  loose-parted  lips  came  the  softes 
murmur:  "Poor  little  girl!"  Had  he  said  that  for  her  t 
hear,  or  had  some  real  tenderness  in  his  heart  spoken  to  itself 
Was  he  really  a  kind  man  ?  She  looked  at  him  searchinglj 
implonnglv,  but  from  his  large,  shallow-set  grey  eyes,  which  h 
kept  fixedly  on  her  face,  she  could  learn  nothing.  In  any  cas 
she  must  take  his  arm,  or  she  would  fall.  She  even  foum 
herself  shrinking  towards  his  pulpy  body  as  he  pushed  opei 
the  door,  because  she  was  afraid  the  people  inside  might  no 
welcome  her.  She  did  not  know  the  Cliffes,  for  they  wer 
Canewdon  people  who  had  moved  here  four  or  five  years  back 
when  Grandmother  was  too  old  and  she  was  too  young  to  mak 
friends  with  a  young  married  woman.  But  its  trim  garden 
where  on  golden  summer  evenings  she  had  seen  the  blind  mai 
clipping  the  hedge,  his  clouded  face  shyly  proud  at  such  a  victor 
over  his  affliction,  while  his  wife  stood  by  and  smiled,  half  a 
his  pleasure  and  half  at  her  own  loveliness,  and  the  windows 
lit  rosily  at  night,  had  often  set  Marion  wishing  that  Harrj 
and  she  were  properly  married.  Because  she  had  received  th( 
impression  that  tliis  was  a  happy  home,  she  was  uneasy,  foi 
of  late  she  had  learned  that  happy  people  hate  the  unhappy 
But  the  shaft  of  sunlight  that  traversed  the  parlour  into  whict 
they  stepped  was  as  liiickly  inhabited  with  dancing  mote; 
as  if  they  were  stepping  into  some  vacated  house  given  ovei 
to  decay.  There  was  dust  everywhere,  and  the  grandfathei 
clock  had  stopped,  and  the  peonies  in  the  vase  on  the  table 
had  died  yesterday  ;  and  the  woman  who  stood  in  the  middle  ol 
the  room,  looking  down  at  her  hands  and  turning  her  wedding  rin^ 
on  her  finger,  was  not  pretty  or  joyous.  Her  face  was  a  smudgt 
of  sullenness  under  hair  that  was  elaborately  dressed  yet  was  dull 
for  lack  of  brushing,  and  her  body  drooped  within  the  still 
tower  of  her  thickly-boned  Sunday-best  dress.  She  looked 
at  Marion  without  curiosity  from  an  immense  distance 
of  preoccupation.  There  came  from  a  room  at  the  back  of  the 
house  the  strains  of  "Nearer,  my  God,  to  Thee,"  played  on  the 
harmonium,  and  at  that  she  made  a  weak,  abstracted  gesture 
of  irritation. 

"  Go  and  get  a  basin  of  water  and  a  bit  o'  rag.  The  girl's 
head's  bleeding,"  said  Peacey,  and  she  went  out  of  the  room 
obediently.  He  collected  all  the  cushions  in  the  room  and  piled 
them  on  the  horsehair  sofa,  and  helped  her  to  lie  comfortably 
down  on  them.  Then  he  walked  to  the  window,  and  stood 
there  looking  out  until  Mrs.  CUffe  came  back  into  the  room. 
He  took  the  basin  without  thanks,  and  set  it  down  on  a  chair 
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ti^ch^nL^iT^.*'"'™'  '»*^-  "'^  «»■  ^"S'  ""O  br 

"Now  then,  Trixie,"  he  said,  not  unoleasantlv    "  ««..'^ 

Peacey  was  watching  her  with  his  quic?eyi  He  saidTn  * 
silken  voice.  'This  sort  of  thing  woSidn't  iSpoen  to  voL  H 
you  were  married  to  me."  nappen  to  you  if 

you  d  have  a  nasty  jar  like  vou  h^H  t^AT   u't      ^^  ^  ^"^* 

through  With  u.  L'd  I  do„noSb'  i^u'S^'h^ff  r;s 

before  yourc  done.    It  ain't  too  good  fur  ?he  liftll  T-T"! 

ttSgT.o'-LTrs:'.  J-  5:i?H?  "^•.°' 

fo.nthSu',Sr^\T«rs.''itr„iHr?™^^^^^ 
she  could  see  nothLg^f  him  but  WsZ  bS^.^^^^^  ^'''  '^^ 

Is  she  dead  ?  "  she  asked 

the  better.    And  she  was  Le  of  G^1\S^ts  •'"'""'''  ^''  *" 

His  voice  was  husky.     She  muttPr*.H    "  r 
was  axmoyed  to  find  that  she  redly  w!I'      ^  ^  '^'^'"  ^^ 
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"  Why  need  you  be  ?  "  he  asked.    "  There  s  those  th 
haven't  that  much  to  look  back  on.    All  I  want  from  you,  Mi 
Marion,  is  to  let  me  help  you.    Or  at  least  not  to  think  ill 
me  for  wanting  to  help  you." 

He  sat  still  for  a  moment  and  continued  to  stroke  his  thig 

"  Marion,"  he  began  abruptly,  and  then  paused  as  if 
brace  himself.    "  Marion,  I  hope  you  understand  what  I' 
asking  you  to  do.    I'm  asking  you  to  marry  me.    But  not 
be  my  wife.    I  never  wouldn't  bother  you  for  that.    I'm  gettii 
on  in  life,  you  see,  so  that  I  can  make  the  promise  with  sor 
chance  of  keeping  it.    And  besides,  there's  more  than  that  to 
How,"  he  asked,  lifting  his  head  and  speaking  mincingly,  "  shou 
I  presume  to  go  where  Sir  Harry's  been  ?     I  would  never  a 
you  to  be  a  wife  to  me.    Just  to  accept  the  protection  of  n 
name,  that's  all  I  ask  of  you." 

They  sat  for  a  while  in  the  embrowned  sunshine  of  the  dus 
room. 

He  rose  and  stood  over  her,  drooping  his  sleek  head  benev 
lentiy.  "Ah,  well,"  he  said,  "  I'd  best  leave  you  alone.  G( 
knows  I  never  meant  to  intrude  on  you.  Perhaps  you  wou 
take  a  little  doze  now,  and  after  tea  I'll  take  you  home."  I 
looked  on  her  moistly,  tenderly.  "  Think  kindly  of  me  if  y( 
dream."  Some  emotion  coagulated  his  voice  to  a  thick,  sic 
flow.  "  You'll  be  the  only  woman  who  ever  has  thought  of  n 
in  her  dreams  if  you  do.  I've  never  had  anything  to  do  wi 
women  all  my  Ufe.  You  see,  I  know  I've  got  an  ugly  mug. 
wouldn't  dare  to  make  love  to  any  woman  in  case  I  saw — wh 
I've  seen  in  your  face — what  I  saw  in  your  face  that  night 
came  out  on  you  from  the  belvedere.  Oh.  I  don't  blame  yo 
Miss  Marion.  You're  young — you're  beautiful.  You've  had 
real  gentleman  for  your  sweetheart.  But  I  don't  see  why 
shouldn't  help  you.  Still,  if  you  don't  see  it  so  .  .  ."  I 
sighed,  and  brought  his  hands  together  and  bowed  over  thei 
His  eyes  passed  deliberately  over  her  matronly  body,  as  if  1 
knew  his  thoughts  about  her  were  so  delicate  that  no  suspici( 
of  indelicacy  could  arise  out  of  his  contact  with  her.  "  Po 
little  Miss  Marion,"  he  murmured  in  an  undertone,  and  wheelt 
about  and  padded  to  the  door.  He  turned  there  and  stood,  h 
body  neckless  and  sloping  Uke  a  seal's,  and  said  softly,  "  Ar 
don't  think  it  was  me  who  put  Lady  Teresa  up  to  coming  dov 
to  Yaverland's  End  to-morrow  morning.  It  is  her  ladyship 
own  idea.  I  said  to  her,  '  Leave  the  poor  girl  alone.'  I  liai 
always  said  to  her,  '  Leave  the  poor  girl  ^one,'  "  His  voi( 
faded.    He  moved  vaporously  out  of  the  room. 
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One  IS  too  harsh  to  one's  dead  self.    One  regards  it  as  the 
executor  and  residuary  legatee  of  a  complicated  will  dealing 
with  a  small  estate  regards  the  testator.    Marion  shook  with 
rage  at  the  weak  girl  of  thirty  years  ago  who  lay  on  the  sofa 
and  stared  at  the  gramed  panels  of  the  closed  door  and  let  the 
walls  of  her  will  fall  in.    Then  it  was  that  her  life  had  been 
given  Its  bias  towards  her  misery.    Then  it  was  there  was 
conceived  the  tragedy  which  would  come  to  a  birth  at  which 
all  present  should  die.     "  What  tragedy  ?     What  tragedy  '  " 
she  said  derisively,  sitting  up  in  bed.     There  spoke  in  her  the 
voice  of  her  deepest  self.     "The  tragedy."  it  answered  com- 
posedly.      The  tragedy.    Did  you  not  know  almost  as  soon 
as  Richard  stirred  in  you  that  he  would  have  eyes  like  black 
•!u    ,,  f  *^  y°"  "°*  perfectly  acquainted  long  before  his  birth 
with  all  the  modes  in  which  his  body  and  soul  were  to  move 
so  that  nothing  he  has  done  has  ever  surprised  you  ?     Even  so' 
you  have  always  known  that  the  end  of  you  and  yours  will  be 
tragedy.         What  could  happen  to  my  Richard  ?  "  she  argued. 
He  IS  well  he  is  prosperous,  he  has  this  lovely  Ellen  who  will 
be  a  watchdog  to  his  happiness.    Tragedy  cannot  touch  him 
unless  the  gods  send  down  fire  from  heaven,  and  there  are  no 
gods.    There  are  no  gods,  but  there  are  men.  and  fire  that  comes 
irom  the  will       She  groaned,  and  lay  back  and  wrapped  the 
sheets  round  her  closely  Uke  cerements,  as  if  by  shamming  dead 
she  could  cast  off  the  hot  thoughtfulness  of  life.    But  indeed 
she  gained  some  comfort  from  this  dialogue  with  that  uncom- 
fortable self,  for  she  knew  again  how  wise  it  was,  and  its  pre- 
dictions seemed  irrational  only  because  it  had  remembered  all 
that  her  consciousness  had  determined  to  forget  for  fear  it  threw 
so  strong  a  light  on  her  fate  that  she  would  lose  the  courage  to 

.K."f  ;^^«>ni"g  selj  was  a  light,  irreligious  thing,  and  thought 
about  what  she  should  eat  and  what  she  should  drink  and  where 
she  should  sleep,  but  this  other  self  had  never  awakened  save 

r^.fR'^\''^/«^y,°'.^^'^'''^-  She  trusted  it,  and  she  could 
recall  quite  definitely  that  on  that  afternoon  thirty  years  before 
U  had  sanctioned  her  decision  to  abandon  conflict  and  do  what 
people  wished  to  do.  It  knew,  what  her  consciousness  had  for- 
wn,l?'  aV^^  ^•"'tf  ^^^  ^^^*  '^^^'^  she  was  within  her  mother's 
.^nWh^'^v  'i^^  f  ^^  •*?  "^.^^  her  that  her  unborn  baby  was 
seriously  thinking  of  revising  its  decision  to  live.     While  she  had 

£!S-or  S  ?  ^^l  !$°"'''  "f  'hild  had  quailed  in  the  midst  of 
her  terror  like  a  naked  man  above  whom  breaks  a  thunderstorm  • 
her  nerves  had  played  round  him  like  a  shaft  of  lightning. TerS 
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^^tr^.   •  M  *^  ^^-"u*^^  *^""'^^'"-    Now  her  fear-poisoned  bio 
fo  7h«t  ?h  ^  nounshment,  at  which  the  foetal  heart  beat  weak 

ine  system  of  delicate  mechanical  adjustments  bv  which 
poises  m  the  womb  was  for  the  moment  dislocated,  and  at  tl 

bv  do,  hr"\T\°*  ^^^i  ^""  *^^"  ^«  'ts  will  to  live  ^as  overc 
by  doubt.  If  she  could  rest  here  now.  and  go  home  and  have 
long  sleep  and  sit  all  the  next  morning  on  the  brow  Sf  the  h 
and  watch  the  fishing-boats  lie  like  black,  fainting  birds  on  t 
t  r/if*''  *M  fid.  would  feel  her  like  a  peacefS  fSie  arou' 
t  and  It  would  decide  to  liv  .  But  if  Harry's  mother  car 
to  see  her  next  day  it  would  forsake  her.      ^ 

rv.«^i  T"^"^  ^°"'^,  ""^'y  ^^'■^y-  ^0-  she  was  one  of  tho 
hom  V^^  ?^''a  ^'^  ^  d'^P^^^^d  d^y  ^^  others  suff 
M^H«      v^^iP^^""^,  ^^^'^'    ^"d    rose    at    six.      Long    befa 

f^r  the  rl''''"P^'*'^*^w^  ^°"«  ^^^«P  that  was  Lcessa, 
for    the    reassurance    of    her    child    she    would    be    shake 

Ske  fTr  thS,S*°.^'  grandmother's  face,  which  she  dfd  n, 
same  ^  th^v  h^.H  ^^  expressions  that  passed  over  it  were  tl 

of  rS^c?%h!  iT  ^•?"'  '*  ^^  "°^  ^^^rl^id  ^th  a  patir 
ot  malice.  She  would  smile  now,  as  she  dared  to  yeare  ae( 
when  she  used  to  tell  her  little  granddaughter  that  Lady^e?^ 

sch'oor^n  °  S'^l^r  Tr""'  ^''  ^^^^*^"g  ^°  "'^«^y  ^t  the  churl 
Lrl  who T^Ti'  *  ^^  her  aspect  would  mean  hatred  of  thi 
girl  who  had  been  given  the  romantic  love  that  she  had  bee 

woufd  'b^^tiiT  ?''J'^  '^"V'^l^*  he  destroyed'  ^The  r'oS 
baniina  oV  ^  '  ^"  ^^"^1^  ^ead  would  be  tormented  by  th 
banging  of  drawers  and  the  rustling  of  paper.     Out  of  con 

hvZl'Z,^''  ^^^l  '^''''^''  f««h"g«  the  pho^tograph  of  Han 

by  her  bed  would  be  turned  face  downwards.    That  she  woull 

?r?J'^^^  r*"^'  ^°'  ^he  would  have  liked  to  take  it  ou?  Tf  th 

she  rSi^ed       ''  *°  ^'''''  '  ^^^  ^^e  would  have  to  pretenJ  tha 

Then  there   would   burst   into  her  room   the   trailing  anc 

^?hC"loP''^.°f^'7    °^    L^dy    Teresa.     She    wouM  1,riS 

mclf  Zl  ^  •  ^1-'*y.  ^  ^^'"^  hiack  stuffs,  for  she  was  one  of  th 

most  enthusiastic  foUowers  of  Queen  Victoria  in  the  attemol 

to  express  the  grief  of  widowho^  by  a  profusion  of  dark  7 

k^^^SotMn^'of  .7"/^  '^'''''  to  the  bed,^so  that  Marion  woul 

chL  ?nH  ^.^  ?  *  u-  ^^'^^  ^*"'  ^th  its  beak  nose  and  its  bagging 

chin  and  its  insultmg  expression  of  outraged  common  sense  o? 

of  the  strangulated  contralto  in  which  she  would  urge  tha?  the?e 

mSr^^f  T".7^y  ^^y  '""^'hle  gel  should  not  be  proud  to 

marry  the  butler  at  Torque  House.    By  sheer  noisiness  she 
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would  make  Marion  cry.  The  child  would  doubt  again.  .  .  . 
Since  these  things  would  have  happened  she  could  not  do  other 
than  she  did.  Her  surrender  was  the  price  she  had  to  pav  for 
Richard's  life. 

How  artfully,  moreover,  it  was  disguised  from  her  that  she 
was  gomg  to  pay  any  real  price  !  She  looked  back  through  the 
past  at  Peacey's  conduct  of  that  matter  as  one  might  look 
through  the  glass  doors  of  a  cabinet  at  some  perfect  and  obscene 
work  of  art.  He  had  laid  his  hand  so  wonderfully  across  his 
face  while  he  was  speaking  of  his  ugliness,  so  that  the  drooping 
fingers  seemed  to  tell  of  humility  and  the  renunciation  of  all 
greeds.  And  thai  candid,  reverent  gaze  which  he  turned  upon 
her  to-day  had  been  so  well  calculated  to  speak  of  purity  to 
one  who  had  shivered  under  sidelong  leers.  He  had  indeed  that 
supreme  mastery  over  vice  which  comes  of  a  complete  under- 
standing and  dilettante  love  of  virtues.  He  knew  how  the 
innocent  hunger  for  love  and  pity,  and,  knowing  well  what  these 
things  were,  he  could  speak  as  one  who  came  as  their  messenger 
Loathingly  and  yet  giving  homage  to  his  workmanship,  she 
recalled  that  liter  scene  by  which  he  had  added  a  grace  note 
to  his  melody  of  wickedness  and  made  so  sweet  a  song  of  it 
that  her  will  had  failed  utterly. 

Mrs.  Cliffe  had  come  in  with  a  cup  of  tea  and  some  cake  on 
a  tray.  You'll  feel  better  for  this,"  she  said,  and  while  Marion 
had  ate  and  drunk  she  had  stood  by  the  window  and  looked 
at  her.  It  seemed  to  Marion  that  she  had  greatly  changed  of 
late.  Before,  she  had  belonged  very  definitely  to  the  shop- 
assistant  class,  which  differentiated  itself  from  the  women-folk 
of  the  village  by  keeping  shapely  and  live-witted  even  after 
marriage.  But  now  she  stood  humpishly  in  her  great  apron 
Ike  any  cottager's  wife,  and  her  hand,  which  she  set  akimbo 
looked  red  and  raw  and  stupid.  The  way  she  stared  at  Marion's 
figure  too,  was,  indicative  of  a  change  from  her  pristine  gentility 
Funny  I  never  heard  of  you  being  like  this,"  she  said  at 
last. 

,,'  i*  *'"•    ~  thought  everyone  was  talking  about  it." 
They  may  be.    But  there's  times  when  one  doesn't  listen 
to  what  peop'e  are  saying."    For  a  time  she  was  silent.     "  Ah 
Sitf'^  ^^^^^"^  bitterly,  "it  doesn't  pay  to  do  wrong, 

"  I  haven't  done  wrong,"  said  Marion. 

'  So  you  say  now,"  Mrs.  Ciifie  told  her,  "  but  there'U  come  a 
day  when  you  see  you  have."  She  drew  in  her  breath  with  a 
little  gasp  as  Peacey  put  his  head  in  at  the  door. 
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He  looked  sharply  from  one  to  the  other,  and  then  advan( 
to  Manons  couch,  rubbing  his  hands  genially.  "Now  th 
inxy.  he  said  teasingly.  "  you  don't  want  me  to  talk  too  Ic 
to  your  beloved  husband,  do  you?  I  might  go  telling  h 
things  about  you.  mightn't  I  ?  You  run  along  Ind  look^f 
him.  Mrs.  Chffe  retired  quite  taciturnly,  nothing  in  her  U 
responding  to  this  rallying,  and  he  bent  quickly  fver  Maril 
iJr  kIJT  ^^^  hasn  t  been  worrying  you  ?  "  he  asked.  Conce 
tSmhL  "  xr^.'^^'^J^'T^^'''^  "^""^'■"  f«^  her-made  his  vo. 
mfnd^H  ..  P- ^  '  "^^y  ^  ^""^"^  ^^^^-  '^Vomen  are  so  narro 
Tthoni?  u''  ^°°l  ''l*'''  ^^^  h^^«"'t  been  so  fortunai 
uncSrUbL  •'  "'^'''    ''"'   '''"    '"^''"S   y°"   ^-1    ^    ' 

"  Oh  no."  said  Marion. 

nu  Ji^f  r  ^^  °u  ^'^  P°°''  ''S'y  ^^<=^'  ^hich  had  been  grotesque  wi 

S«^  !    f"'  ^""^""^  '"'°°*^-    «e  sighed  with  belief,  and  s 
down  by  her  side,  very  humbly. 

t^  i"m"*  s^\^f  beginning  to  talk  rather  strangely."  the  po 
fod  Manon  had  continued.    "  I  think  she's  altered  very  m^u, 

"Do  you  know.  I  was  thinking  so  myself"  Peacev  h- 
answered  reflectively.     "  I  wonder  if%he's  got  a^ythfngTn  h 

S^n^^^    ^  .T^  I  '°"^^  ^"^  °"^     One  doesn't  liice  a^'ome 
Jnends  not  to  share  its  worries  with  you,  without  giving  vou 
fair  chance  to  'elp.    I  must  see  whether  I  can  get  it^^?^of^°er 
Oh.  he  was  a  kind  man.    He  was  certainly  very  kind     Si 

^Mr  pScey  .T'""^  ^"^""^  ^"  ^^^  ^"^  ^''  ^°"''  ^"'^  '^^^ 

The  world  had  deceived  her  utterly  that  day  ;  and  vet  thei 

was  one  m  that  cottage  who  had  suffered  more  than  she  for  b 

her  suffenng  she  had  bought  no  Richard.    Poor  Mrs'  Chffe 

^t'hT/.ir^V^  ''^*y  ?°^'  ^hite-haired,  and  fine-feature^ 
with  the  anxious  fineness  of  one  who  has  for  long  lived  out  c 
favour  mth  herself  and  has  laboured  hard  for  re-eft ablishment 
but  the  fear  still  dwelt  in  her.  Most  times  that  MarionTasse. 
down  Roothmg  High  Stieet,  and  saw  the  old  woman  sittinrknU 
tmg  in  the  garden  while  her  old  blind  husband  shuffled  haS 
here  and  there,  they  would  but  bow  and  smile  and  look  ^wa; 
very  quickly.     But  every  now  and  then,  perhaps  once  a  yL 

.th.  ri^  P""*  ^T"  i''  ^"^"^"g  s<^  s°o"  ^  Marion  cam^ei 
sight  and  come  mo  the  road  to  meet  her  and  would  give  he 
nervous    absent-minded  greetings.    Then  she  would  dSw  he 

such  sharp  heanng,  and  she  would  whisper  i 
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"  Have  you  heard  from  him  lately  ?  " 

"No."  ' 

"  He's  still  at  Dawlish  ?  " 

"  They  say  so." 

'I  Do  you  think  he  will  ever  come  back  ?  " 

''  No.^    He  will  never  come  back." 

"  Ah."  She  would  stand  looking  past  Marion  with  her  face 
cat  s-pawed  by  memory  and  her  fingers  teasing  the  fringe  of 
her  shawl,  till  from  the  garden  the  blind  old  man  would  cry 
lovingly  and  querulously,  "Trixy.  where  are  you?"  and  she 
would  answer,  "Coming,  dearie."  As  she  turned  away  she 
would  murmur :    "  I  shouldn't  like  him  to  come  back.  .  .    " 

Poor  Tnxy  Cliffe  !    She  should  have  known  only  the  sorrow 
of  pure  femalehood,  such  sorrow  as  makes  the  eyes  of  heifers 
soft.    Women  like  her  should  be  harvested  like  com  in  their 
time  of  ripening,  stored  in  good  homes  as  in  sound  bams,  and 
ground  in  the  mill  of  wifehood  and  motherhood  into  the  flour 
that  makes  the  bread  by  which  the  peoples  live.    But  there 
must  have  been  some  beauty  working  in  her  soul,  for  Peacey 
went  only  where  he  saw  some  opportunity  to  cancel  some  move- 
ment towards  the  divine,  being  a  missionary  spirit.    So  she  had 
been  dehvered  over  to  that  terror  which  survived  for  ever 
Even  m  the  exorcised  blue  territory  of  a  good  old  woman's 
eyes.       Oh  poor  Trixy,  poor  Trixy  I ' '  moaned  Marion,  weeping 
But  It  struck  her  that  she  was  enjoying  herself,  and  she  sat  up 
ngidly  and  searched  her  soul  for  the  smuggled  insincerity     "  I 
must  be  lying,"  she  said  aloud  with  loathing.     "  I  really  cannot 
be  pitying  Tnxy  Cliffe  because  in  my  heart  of  hearts  I  care  for 
no  one  but  Richard.    I  would  knead  the  flesh  of  anyone  on 
earth  and  bake  it  in  the  oven  if  that  were  the  only  food  I  could 
givehmi.    What  am  I  doing  this  for?     Ah,  I  see.    I  am  hanging 
about  this  fictitious  emotion  simply  because  I  do  not  wish  to 
go  on  and  remember  Roger."    She  held  out  her  hands  into  the 
blackness  and  cned  out,  "  Oh,  Roger,  forgive  me  for  shutting 
you  out  of  my  memory  as  I  have  shut  you  out  of  everything 
else.     I  will  remember  everything,  I  will !  "    She  lay  down  and 
let  all  pictures  reappear  before  her  eyes,  but  her  mouth  was 
drawn  down  at  the  comers. 


CHAPTER  V 
It  was  no  use  wondering  now  whether  or  not  Peacev  had  re- 

S™Sch  at^t'h?'  r>"  ^  *^«y  PartSTthelo" 
♦k!  ul^  u  i^V^  *^^'''  furtive  marriage.  She  had  certai 
thought  she  had  heard  this  ironic  resplctfulness  and  she  } 
stared  after  him  with  a  sudden  dread  that  uSS  the  cre^ 

bST.^  ' -r  ?*!*^*  ^^'''  ^^  ^  ^  ^^^'"ent  of  Sign  in  S 
h«i  «fr  ^^V  ^'^^^^h  w^  so  light  and  brisk  for  such  a  LTw  m 
had  already  taken  him  some  distance  from  her  and  hrwZ:^ 

HillT.i^'  r^u^^y  *^^t  ^^  *h«  private ';:y^fromT^^^^ 
s"Ss  of  tte  ?.r!:'^y"''^-7^^  sunlight^falling  thr^ugh^he  in 
bS  coat  ??;?H"!?f  y  *'r  '1^*  iiver-coloured  patches  on  1 
Diaciccoat.  She  had  turned  and  looked  down  as  she  alwav«!  H 
worThnr^"  ^^'VP^^^ities  n^ade  her  seek  re^surance  ^t? 
worth  of  his  world,  on  the  shiny  mud-flats,  blue-veined^th  t 
nmmng  tides,  and  green  marshes  where  the  redshaSks  Xir* 
Her  misgiving  had  weakened  at  that  beauty,  LrwUhtheZ 
h  J^.^T"'!  'f'  *?°"^5*  *^^*  '^  the  universe  wL  infinitely  eo 
il^<?K  °K-  ^'°  l^,»"finitely  evil,  and  it  had  been  ut  eriy  d 
pelled  by  his  considerate  conduct  during  the  folIoA^ne  weel 

birth^l'^l"*''  i7/°  ''^  ^''  ^*  ^1  ""til  a  day  or  tw^Ke  t 
He  would  Lt'V^n,'"P^'^'^^-  Th«"  ^«  ^^">«  at  twmgh 
nilnur  1h  M  *-^''^,"^'"°t.^^'"  P"t  *  "»atch  to  the  lamp  in  tl 
parlour   and  Marion  knew  from  his  quiet  urgency  that  he  w 

cS  'He rati''  '">?  -ight. continue  to  wfa?ThXk  J' 
the  sunsiJ  W  t?T.^^  *^'  '^'"^^'  ^''  shoulders  black  again- 
tne  sunset,  and  his  fat  hands,  with  their  appealing  air  of  shame  - 

a?^edTrJS:S'andt  h\^^""^^  '^^'  beslifht^ToI 
S  he  hid  hnn.^^^^  ^^y  '  '^'"'f  P''^"^^  ^ith  embroideries 
£0  for  a  dav  f  nT  k'  '^''^'  "^u'"  ^°"^°"'  ^here  he  had  had  t 
go  lor  a  day  to  do  business  with  the  wine  merchant.!     H«  ho, 

agL'The  orinll''^^ '°.^^  j^^f  ^■^-  B"t"hT  W^ed^^hap 
against  the  pnmrose  light  and  the  gleaming  of  his  thick  whih 

fingers  playingnervously  with  the^frallegifts'spok^ofapi'si^^^^^ 
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concern  for  her.  No  doubt  that  concern  was  sincere.  They 
told  her  after  her  confinement  that  during  the  day  and  night 
through  which  her  child  was  slowly  torn  from  her  he  had  not 
left  the  house,  and  at  her  cries  a  sweat  hnd  run  down  his  face. 
That  was  not  unnatural.  An  incomplete  villainv  would  vex 
Its  designer  as  any  unfinished  work  of  art  vexes  the  artist.  But 
she  interpreted  it  in  the  sense  that  he,  knowing  what  delusions 
youth  has  regarding  the  human  capacity  for  love,  had  foreseen 
that  she  would. 

She  let  him  see  her  before  anyone  else,  and  he  had 
made  the  most  of  that  ideal  occasion  when  her  being  was  so 
sensitive  that  it  responded  to  everything,  and  so  well  pleased  at 
having  safely  borne  her  son  that  she  saw  everything  as  evidence 
of  creation's  virtue.  He  ^  dded  stroke  to  stroke  with  the 
modest  confused  smile  w  wiiich  he  entered  the  room,  as  if  he 
felt  his  vast  bulk  ridicu^  oS  in  this  room  of  small  rosebud  pat- 
terns ;  the  uneasy  laughter  with  which  he  disguised  his  embarrass- 
ment when  they  could  find  no  chair  big  enough  for  him  ;  the  shy 
wonder  with  which  he  put  out  his  hand  and  hooded  the  tiny 
black  head  with  it,  and  uncurled  the  little  hand  with  his  obese 
forefinger  ;  the  reticence  with  which  he  checked  his  remark  that 
he  had  always  wanted  to  have  a  child  of  his  own  And  he 
perfected  the  picture  that  he  desired  her  to  see  by  the  assurance 
he  gave  murmurously  from  the  darkness  of  the  open  door  "  Get 
well  soon.  ...  You  needn't  be  afraid  of  me.     We  made  a  bar- 

ff "? -J      "\^^P  *°  ^^^"^^  *°  '*•"    He  had  caught  the  very  tune 
that  dogged  sincerity  plays  on  the  voice's  chords.     She  lay  happy 
after  he  had  gone  because  she  and  her  child  had  so  true  a  friend 
It  was,  of  course,  from  no  malice  against  her  that  he  set  out 
to  deceive  her,  but  from  the  natural  desire  to  protect  his  being 
from  alterations  hostile  to  its  quality.     Long  after,  sitting  with 
Richard  in  a  caf^  m  Rio  de  Janeiro,  she  had  looked  at  the  men  who 
were  taking  the  lovely  painted  women  to  themselves  and  she 
detected  behind  the  gross  mask  that  the  prospect  of  physical 
enjoyment  set  on  the  faces  an  expression  of  harsh  spiritual 
defensiveness  ;    and   thenceforward  she  had   understood   whv 
Peacey  had  practised  this  fraud  on  her.     He  had  known,  m 
all  men  know,  that  there  is  a  beneficent  magic  in  the  relation- 
ship between  men  and  women ;  the  evil  man,  at  war  with  all  but 
himself,  cannot  but  admit  that  for  his  supremest  pleasure  he 
depends  on  one  other  than  himself,  and  bv  his  gratitude  to  h^r 
IS  tainted  with  altruism  and  is  no  longer  single-minded  in  his 
war  on  others     Such  men  uphold  prostitution  because  it  exor- 
cises sex  of  that  magic.    It  is  not  a  device  to  save  sensuality 
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had  been  so  u  ijriyriv^n  y,o',"T°«.  "'"'"  "  ^^  '■"PPW^d  si 

charged  with  the  whde  vitality  of  a  ml  H  '"'"'"'^  ^°  ^ 
baby  of  three  months  iS^  hi  «,!/>,     f       ^  ,  "^  ^^  "i»""te  as  ; 

amazing  discove,^  tha  '  hfs  hanS^i^  ''''  ^'  ^^?  "°^  ^^^  "^^^«  t^" 
that  when  she  he7d  hiri  she  hehl  .  <^f'"^  *°  ^'^'^-V-^"*  ^^^  '^"^" 
was  the  playful  SsS  hi  whirVi""^  '"^"-    ™^  ^^'^yhooc 

order  that  they  S  St  on  e'v  t  '^'  ""^'^^  '' 

be  perfect  companions     Never  wo,  mT  T^^k?""  ^r*^^""  ^"^ 


*r- 
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a  sense  of  inferiority,  so  that  they  would  ever  move  in  the  happy 
climate  of  a  sense  of  equality.  And  every  moment  of  this 
journey  towards  that  perfect  relationship  was  going  to  be  a 
dehght. 

She  bent  over  him.  enravished  by  the  brilliant  bloom  of 
his  creamy  skin  and  the  b.ack  blaze  of  his  eyes,  which  had 
been  black  from  birth,  as  hardly  any  children's  are;  turned  him 
over  and  kissed  the  delicate  crook  of  his  knees  and  the  straight 
column  of  his  spine  and  the  little  square  \vings  of  his  shoulder- 
blades,  and  then  she  turned  him  back  again  and  jeered  at  him 
because  he  wore  the  phlegmatic,  pasha-like  smile  of  an  adored 
baby.    She  became  vexed  with  love  for  him,  and  longed  to  clasp 
him,  to  crush  him  as  she  knew  she  must  not.    She  put  on  his 
night-clothes,  kissing  him  extravagantly  and   unsatedly,  and 
when  she  finished  he  wailed  and  nuzzled  to  her  breast.    "  Oh 
no,  you  greedy  little  thing,"  she  cried,  for  it  was  a  quarter  of  aii 
hour  before  he  should  have  been  fed  again,  but  a  wave  of  love 
passed  through  her  and  she  took  him  to  her.     They  were 
fused,  they  were  utterly  content  with  one  another.    He  finished 
smacking  his  lips  like  an  old  epicure.     "  Oh.  my  darling  love  I '' 
she  cried,  and  put  him  back  into  the  cot  and  ran  downstairs. 
If  she  stayed  longer  she  would  keep  him  awake  with  her  kisses 
and  play.     She  was  brightened  and  full  of  silent  laughter,  like 
a  girl  who  escapes  from  her  sweetheart. 

Grandmother  sat  very  quietly  at  her  sewing  and  soon  went 
upstairs.    Grandmother  was  getting  very  old.    When  she  said 
Oood-mght  "  she  seemed  to  be  speaking  out  of  the  cavern  of 
some  preoccupation,  and  when  she  went  upstairs  her  shawl  fell 
from  her  shoulders  and  trailed  its  corner  on  the  ground.     Marion 
hoped  that  the  old  lady  had  not  worn  herself  out  by  worrying 
about  her,  and  she  pulled  out  the  sewing  that  had  been  shut  up 
m  the  work-basket  and  meditated  finishing  it,  but  she  was  too 
tired.    Nowadays  she  knew  a  fatigue  which  she  could  yield  to 
frankly,  as  it  was  honourable  to  her  organism,  and  meant  that 
her  strength  was  going  into  her  milk  and  not  into  her  blood. 
She  folded  her  arms  on  the  table  and  laid  her  head  on  them  and 
thought  of  Richard.     It  was  his  monthly  birthday  to-day     He 
was  three  months  old.    She  grieved  to  think  that  she  could  feed 
him  for  only  six  months  more.     How  could  she  endure  to  be 
quite  separate  from  him  ?     Sometimes  even  now  she  regretted 
that  the  time  had  gone  when  he  was  within  her,  so  that  each  of 
her  heartbeats  was  a  caress  to  him.  to  which  his  little  heart 
replied,  and  she  would  feel  utterly  desolate  and  hungry  when  she 
could  no  longer  join  him  to  her  bosom.    But  she  would  always 
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™  *",    ""efeeu  "is>  bcUi  for  more  lovine      Rut  ch«  ....«,. 

and  not  a  kiss  '  "    But    it    .         ^  ^f  ^°u^'^*^  *^'"i  *"  <>^^ 

it  had  been  uSovL'''Afw'^K'V?"^^  ""'  ^^^«  '^^"^  that 
conceive  again  and  £t  another  .h^J^rf""^  Richard  she  mu. 
burden  of  her  lo?e     thtn  J^r   ^^'^?  ^'^\  ^'''"*  ^"^  ^he  excessiv 
company  Sourv'ex^nf  him  ""h  ^.u"'^  T^  ^'^^^  g°  °"  *"  '" 

would  become  seoaratf  frn^K  ^i    J^^"  ^^^^  ^^^ond  chil( 

and  again  until  tW^W,^.^"'  f""^  '^^  "^^^  conceive  agaii 

her  fleTce^ed  to  be  f  ;"o4rf^  J-^f  ""'t  '""^'^  ^"  ^erLc 

of  masterpieces      I?':^u^t  be    o  For  S"l''"  the  creatior 

be  so.    Her  love  would  h^  ^l^?'  Richard  s  sake  ii  must 

it  was   meant  to  l^ftL,°n^'^^"^^^^«^°"«^^^^    fo' 
Again  as  in  the  wood  shl  Sd  h     k  ""^i'"^  ^^^  ^^^^^  ^^^'1- 

a/an  inexhaustiWrtreiure    a-'     "^    ''^         ^"^^  ^^  ^"^^  '* 

There  had  come   tiSi   a  knf  I    ^u'^'f  '"'^^"^^^  "^o^^^ed. 

a  little  frightenTfor  since  L^-?     i  ^'  -^^  p^^""":     ^^"  ^^^  ^'^' 

she  had  felt  fear  at  an  I  .^il    f  "'"u^  l"  Rootiung  High  Street 

knewnowhatTabLTonS     "'•'"u^  *^"  ^^^^"^^  ^o^d  ;  she 
ow  mat  rabiti  is  endemic  in  human  society,  and  that  one 
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can  never  tell  when  one  may  not  be  bitten  by  a  frothine  mouth 
Cousli  Tirst'ul-  '"'  ''  ^"^  ^  "•'^'y  -^  not  tha?'thTw« 
s  .a  at  i'rittlebay  market,  so  she  opened  it  at  once 

Peacey  stood   there.     He  stood  quite  still,   his   face  held 

fat  ffi^  Th  r"^^  '''"  '"'^  ^°'"^'*=^^  ^"  '"^  clothes    ike  a  huge 
H  .    u       u  '"-''  "l^.^"  appearance  of  ceremony  about  him 
His  skm  shone  with  the  white  lacquer  of  a  recent  wihinL  S 
coarse  soap   he  was  dressed  very  neatly  in  his  Sunday  broad 
cloth,  and  he  wore  a  black-and-white  cLck  te  wlShe  had 

o  deSwv   fh„"°',  ""  *™f  "»'  ''■"«  about   him   K 

roo..i„g  bJs  diMd^    Hu'h^S"  JS^/rthT^cfhU 

rii    "ki-^'j'  ''*•  "'"'  ">«''  '""8=  »'  long  butsp^  black 
lashes,  blinked  once  or  twice.    When  the  sound  liad'^.H.;^; 

tee  c^Kss  s  •-'!-="■  !~i 

tSunThi^"  SSen."'ofSSai°  '^"^  '"'  I't  ^^^ 

ha-d  streneth     An  Vnn=?         *  ^^^  "^^  "^^  obesity  but  iron- 

pain.  Se'waXrdT?hTd"k^^^^^^^^^^^  ^'^T  ^.^^ 

capacity  for  sexual  love  ky  deadTn  her     ?t    ^\"^''^\   H^r 
naked  boy  lying  with  blue  lins  .i^  .      ^^u,  ^^^  '^  ^  ^  ^^^^ly 

his  side,  where  ft  Cbeen  jS  ^1^'     ^^  ^' -"^ 
the  fair  body,  sitting  b^'i^fUta^.h^^^^.  ^^^ 

other  alsotf'onr;lXS  trn^"  V^T^t^ w^a^c^rllt 
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and  gave  you  life.  There  iz  white  magic  and  black  ma( 
This  is  a  black  sacrament ,  and  it  will  give  you  death."  Her  s 
fainted  into  utter  nothingness. 

She  woke  and  heard  Richard  crying  for  her  upstairs.    J 

dragged  herself  up  at  once,  but  remembered  and  fell  grovel! 

on  the  floor  and  wept.    But  Richard  continued  to  call  for  h 

and  she  struggled  to  her  feet  and  made  her  way  up  the  sta: 

clinging  to  the  banisters.    She  looked  over  her  shoulder  at  1 

loathed  room  and  was  amazed  to  sf  e  that  this  mawkish  ea 

morning  light  showed  it  much  tidier  than  it  had  been  by  1 

glow  of  the  lamp  the  night  before.    It  was  evident  that  Peat 

had  set  it  in  order  before  he  let  himself  out,  and  had  even  riea 

folded  the  sewing  she  had  left  crumpled  on  the  table.    At  t: 

manifestation  of  his  peculiar  quality  she  flung  her  arm  acr( 

her  face  and  fled  to  her  son's  room.    P  t  when  she  got  then 

sense  of  guilt  overcame  her  and  she  was  ashamed  to  go  to  hi 

though  she  knew  he  needed  her,  and  staggered  first  to  the  w: 

dow  to  look  out  at  the  sea  and  the  shining  plain,  whose  beau 

had  through  all  previous  agonies  reassured  her.     But  theeaste 

sky  was  inflamed  with  such  a  livid  scaii^t  dawn  as  she  hadne\ 

seen  before,  and  the  full  tide  was  milk  streaked  with  bloc 

and  the  sails  of  the  barges  that  rode  there  were  as  rags  that  h 

been  used  to  staunch  wounds.     Unreasonably  she   took  tl 

as  confirmation  that  there  had  happened  to  her  one  of  eartl 

ultimate  evils,  a  thing  that  no  thinking  on  could  make  goo 

But  turning  to  her  child  to  still  his  crying,  she  saw  the  tii 

exquisite  hands  waving  in  rage  and  the  dark  down  rumpled  ( 

the  monkeyish  little  skull,  and  the  biack  eyes  in  which  all  t; 

beauty  and  high  temper  that  were  afterwards  to  be  Richard  we 

condensed,  and  she  ran  to  him.     She  caught  him  up  in  her  an; 

and  laughed  into  the  criminal  face  of  the  morning. 

From  that  day  on  Marion  and  Richard  lived  together  in  tl 
completest  isolation.  She  had  meals  with  her  family,  she  movt 
among  them  doing  what  part  of  the  household  and  dairy  woi 
that  she  had  always  done,  but  she  never  spoke  to  them  unle 
it  was  necessary ;  for  she  realised  now  why  Grandmother  ha 
been  so  preoccupied  that  she  let  the  tail  of  her  shawl  trail  c 
the  ground  as  she  went  upstairs  that  night,  and  why  Cousi 
Tom  Stallybrass  had  not  come  in  to  tell  how  the  calf  had  goi 
at  Prittlebay  market.  When  one  afternoon  she  came  to  tli 
head  of  the  stairs  and  saw  Aunt  Alphonsine  eesticulatin?  in  h« 
tight  dame  de  compagnte  black  in  the  parlour  below,  stfetchin 
out  her  long  lean  neck  like  the  spout  of  a  coffee-poi  to  Grand 
mother's  ear,  she  stood  quite  still,  staring  at  the  two  wome 
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and  hating  them  till  they  saw  her  and  fell  silent.  She  did  not 
take  her  gaze  from  them  until  Aunt  Alphonsine  put  up  her  hand 
to  cover  her  scar.  Then  she  knew  that  this  wretched  woman 
was  at  last  afraid  of  her  and  would  let  her  alone,  and  she  turned 
contentedly  to  the  room  where  Richard  was. 

But  later  on  a  misgiving  seized  her  lest  her  aunt  might  have 
come  as  envoy  from  Peacey,  and  since  she  perceived  that,  her  rage 
agamst  the  world  was  so  visibly  written  on  her  that  she  inspired 
fear;  she  thought  it  best  to  give  her  boy  into  the  charge  of  Peggy 
and  to  go  over  to  Torque  Hall  herself.  She  waited  in  the  court- 
yard outside  the  servants'  quarters  wliile  they  fetched  him,  and 
stood  with  her  head  high,  so  that  the  faces  peering  at  her  from 
the  windows  should  see  nothing  of  her  torment,  at  the  corner  of 
the  gardens  that  was  visible  through  the  gracious  Tudor  archway. 
Ihere  was  notliing  showing  save  a  few  pale  mauve   clots  of 
Michaelmas  daisies  standing  flank-high  in  the   slanting  dusty 
shafts  of  evening  sunshine,  and  the  marble  Triton,  glowing  gold 
in  answer  to  the  sunset,  with  gold  autumn  leaves  scattered  on 
his  pedestal.     But  she  knew  very  well  how  fair  it  ail  must  be 
beyond,  where  she  could  not  see— the  broad  grass  walk  stretching 
between  the  wide,  formal  flowerbeds,  well  tended  but  disordered 
with  the  lateness  of  the  year,  to  the  sundial  and  the  chestnut 
grove.    How    could    Harry,    who    had    loved    her,    possess 
all    this    and    not    want    to   share   it  with  her  ?     She  could 
have  sobbed  like  a  child  whose  playmate  is  not  kind,  had 
not    Peacey    stood  at   her   elbow.      "  I  want   to   give   you 
warning  that  if  ever  you  come  near  me  again  I  will  kill  you  " 
she   said.      He   looked   sharply    at  her  and   she  'saw   that 
he  was  convinced  and   discomfited.    But  suddenly  he  smiled 
bhe  went  home,  wondering  uneasily  why  he  should  have  smiled 
but  came  to  the  conclusion  that  this  was  simply  one  of  his' 
mystifications  and  that  he  had  simply  been  trying  to  cover 
his  defeat.     It  was  an  extraordinary  fact  that  there  never  once 
occurred  to  her  that  possibihty,  the  thought  of  which,  she  after- 
wards realised,  had  made  Peacey  smile.     The  truth  was  that  she 
never  thought  directly  of  that   night's  horror,   but,   perhaps 
because  of  that  fantasy  about  the  wounded  youth  which  had 
vexed  her  delinum,  she  always  disguised  it  in  her  mind  as  an 
encounter  with  a  wild  beast,  and  the  expectation  of  human 
issue  no  more  troubled  her  than  it  would  a  woman  who  had 
been  gored  by  a  boar. 

It  was  partly  for  this  reason,  and  partly  because  of  a  certain 
ominous  peculiarity  of  her  physical  condition,  that  she  did 
not  know  for  some  months  that  shs  was  goin^  to  have  Peacey'f 
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child.  It  was  indeed  a  rainy  December  morning  when  she  hej 
a  knock  at  the  door  and  knew  it  was  little  Jack  Harken,  becai 
he  was  whistling  "  Good  King  Wenceslas,"  as  he  always  did.  a 
would  not  go  to  answer  him,  although  she  knew  Grandmotl 
and  Peggy  were  both  in  the  dairy,  because  she  was  distraug 
with  her  own  degradation.  Her  encounter  with  Peacey  h 
been  like  being  shown  some  picture  from  a  foul  book  and  bei 
obliged  to  stare  at  it  till  it  was  branded  on  her  mind,  so  tl 
whenever  she  looked  at  it  she  saw  it  also,  stamped  on  the  r( 
image  like  the  superscription  on  a  palimpsest.  But  now  s 
felt  as  if  she  herself  had  become  a  picture  in  a  foul  book.  A 
she  was  quite  insane  with  a  sense  of  guilt  towards  Richai 
This  discovery  had,  of  necessity,  meant  that  she  must  wean  hi; 
and  her  obsession  interpreted  their  conflict  between  them  th 
had  naturally  followed  as  a  wrangle  between  them  as  to  h 
responsibility  for  this  evil.  Now  he  was  lying  in  his  c 
screaming  with  rage,  his  clean  frock  and  the  sheets  runnii 
with  the  rivulets  of  milk  that  he  had  spat  out  and  stru^ 
from  the  teat  of  the  bottle  she  was  forcing  on  him,  and  she  w 
sobbing,  for  this  sort  of  thing  had  been  going  on  for  days,  ' 
can't  help  it,  darling,  I  can't  help  it." 

Then  Jackie  began  to  thump  rhythmically  on  the  do 
below,  and  she  ran  down,  maddened  with  so  much  noise,  ai 
snatched  the  letter  he  held  out  to  her.  At  the  writing  on  tl 
envelope  her  heart  stood  still.  She  recanted  all  she  had  late 
thought  of  Harry.  Hatred  and  resentment  fell  fro 
her.  The  promise  of  her  lover's  near  presence  came  on  her  lil 
a  south  wind  blowing  over  flowers.  At  his  message  that  1 
was  waitmg  for  her  on  the  marshes  under  the  hiUside  si 
remembered  what  love  is— a  shelter,  a  wing,  a  witty  clemeiic 
that  finds  the  perfect  unguent  for  its  mate's  hurt  as  easily  as 
wit  finds  jests,  a  tender  alchemy  that  changes  the  dark  ev 
subsistence  of  the  universe  to  bright,  valuable  gold.  In  h( 
light  shoes,  and  with  her  black  hair  loose  about  her  shoulder; 
she  ran  out  into  the  rainy  yard,  fled  round  the  house  quickly  s 
that  none  might  see  her  and  spy  on  them,  and  plunged  dow 
the  thaw-wet  hillside,  crying  out  with  joy,  even  when  she  slippe 
and  fell,  because  her  lover's  arms  would  so  soon  be  round  he) 
She  was  amazed,  for  she  had  not  yet  had  leisure  or  the  heart  t 
look  out  of  the  window,  that  beneath  her  the  marshes  crackle^ 
white  with  sunlit  snow,  and  a  blue  sea  stretched  to  the  rosy  horizo 
that  girdles  bright  frosty  days.  Even  as  this  beauty  had  laii 
unseen  under  her  windows,  so  had  her  happiness  waited  unsus 
pected.    She  did  not  see  him  till  she  was  close  upon  him,  fa 
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he  was  striding  up  and  down  between  the  last  two  trees  of  the 
elm  hedge.  Her  heart  ached  when  she  saw  him  standing, 
bnlhantly  lovely  as  the  glistening  snow-laden  branches  above 
him,  for  It  was  plain  from  the  confident  set  of  his  shoulders 
and  the  loose  grip  of  his  hand  on  hi-  stick  that  he  was  unaware 
that  any  situation  existed  which  was  not  easily  negotiable, 
fhey  had  evidently  tokl  him  nothing  at  Torque  Hall  to  destroy 
the  impression  she  must  have  created  by  hor  last  letter  to  him 
in  which  she  had  described  her  acceptance  of  Peacey's  offer  of 
a  formal  marriage.  They  had  not  dared,  for  they  knew  how 
terrible  he  would  be  when  he  moved  to  avenge  her.  But  he 
lifted  his  eyes  and  ran  to  her  and  took  her  in  his  arms,  and  did 
not  cease  to  kiss  her  till  she  sobbed  out  what  they  had  done  to  her 
Then  it  was  as  if  a  wind  had  blown  and  the  snow  had  fallen  from 
the  branches,  leaving  them  but  dark,  gnarled  wood. 

''  But  why  did  you  marry  him  ?  " 

"  The  people  stoned  me  in  the  street  and  I  could  get  no  peace 
at  home."  ^ 

"  Couldn't  you  have  tried  to  stand  it  ?  " 

"  I  was  afraid  for  the  boy." 

"  Then  why  could.i't  you  have  gone  away  ?  " 

■■  How  could  I  when  I  was  so  ill  ?    Why  did  not  you  come 

u3,CK  . 

"  How  could  I  leave  the  prince  and  princess  ?  " 
Slie  was  aghast  to  find  them  quarrelling,  and  while  he  drew 
a  slmdderiug  breath  between  his  teeth,  she  interrupted  ■  "  Oh 
Kichard  is  so  lovely  !    You  must  see  him  soon.     Oh,  such  a  boy  '  " 
But  he  had  paid  no  heed  and  shakingly  poured  out  words  which 
seemed  to  vveave  a  spell  on  her,  changing  her  heart  from  young 
to  old,  her  blood  from  that  of  a  loved  girl  to  a  hating  woman 
He  found  the  situation,  she  had  thought  at  the  time,  and  still 
thought  after  thirty  years,  far  less  negotiable  than  a  high  love 
would  have  done.     It  did  not  occur  to  him  that  he  might  take 
her  away     He  took  it  for  granted  that  thereafter  they  must  be 
lost  to  each  other.     But  save  for  his  desire  to  blame  her  for  these 
mischances,  which  did  not  offend  her,  since  it  was  so  like  the 
harmless  spite  of  a  child  that  beats  bis  racquet  because  it  has 
sent  his  ball  into  the  next  garden,  he  seemed  not  to  be  thinking 
of  her  part  in  that  loss  at  all.     It  was  his  extreme  sense  of  hi! 
own   OSS  that  was  making  him  choke  with  tears.     It  appeared 
that  love  was  not  always  a  slielter,  a  wing,  a  witty  demencv 
a  tender  alchemy.     She  stood  half  asleep  with  shock  until  a 
sentence,  said  passionately  in  his  delightful  voice  which  made 
one  see  green  water  running  swiftly,  and  at  first  refused  admission 
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to  her  mrnd  by  her  incredv'-.us  love,  confirmed  itself  by  reite 

a?";k  .  ?^"  I*  ^K  ^^  "'^^  s^y^"g'  "  yo"  were  unique 
At  that  she  cried  out,  Oh,  you  are  Feacey  too  I  I  will  go  hi 
to  Richard,  and  turned  and  stumbled  up  the  wet  hiUside 
It  IS  true  that  Harry's  d<  ertion  nearly  killed  her— tl 
there  was  a  moment,  as  she  breasted  the  hill-top  and  fou 
herself  facmg  the  malevolent  red  house  where  they  had  alwi 
told  her  that  he  did  not  really  love  her,  when  she  thought  -^ 
was  about  to  faU  dead  from  excess  of  experience  and  would  ha 
chosen  to  die  so.  if  Richard  had  not  waited  for  her.  Yet  it  w 
also  true  that  for  long  she  hardly  ever  thought  of  Harry  Su 
tierce  and  ummagined  passions  and  perplexities  now  fiUed  h^ 
that  the  simple  and  normal  emotions  she  felt  for  him  becar 
imperceptible,  like  tapers  in  strong  sunlight. 

The  day  after  their  meeting  she  had  found  Aunt  Alpho 
sine  all  a  dry  frightened  gibber,  holding  a  whitefaced  conferen 
with  Orandmother  in  the  parlour,  and  they  had  asked  her 

ct^  ^v.^'i^'i^Y^  *^^*  ^^^""^y  ^'^^  ^^^t  Torque  Hall  that  momin 

bhe  had  shaken  her  head  and  given  a  dry-mouthed  smile   f- 

she  saw  how  terrified  they  were  lest  all  that  had  had  a  hand 

her  marriage  were  to  be  made  to  pay  for  it ;  but  because  the  chi 

in  her  arms  laughed,  and  the  child  in  her  womb  had  moved  si 

was  so  torn  between  delight  and  loathing  that  she  had  no  tin 

to  speculate  whether  Harry  had  done  this  thing  sweetly  out  . 

love  for  her  or  cruelly  out  of  bodily  jealousy  of  Peacey.     No 

when  a  few  weeks  later  it  was  announced  that  for  the  first  tiir 

in  Its  history  Torque  Hall  had  been  let  furnished,  and  that  tJ 

tamily  was  going  to  spend  the  next  twelve  months  abroad  an 

in  London,  did  her  heart  ache  to  think  he  must  be  sad  to  lea\ 

the  grey  salt  Essex  which  he  loved.    She  thought  of  it.  indee^ 

but  negligently.     She  could  imagine  well  how  he  had  walke 

with  his  dogs  among  the  dripping  woods  and  had  set  his  fac 

against  a  tree-trunk  near  some  remembered  place,  and  had  wep 

(tor  like  most  very  virile  men,  he  wept  in  sorrow) ;  and  when  h 

had  gone  home,  thick-lipped  and  darkly  flushed  with  misery 

he  had  flung  down  his  stick  on  the  chest  in  the  hall  and  muttered 

while  frightened  people  watched  from  the  shadows  of  the  armou 

or  listened  at  doors  held  ajar,  "  I  must  get  out  of  this."    K( 

doubt  it  was  very  sad,  but  it  was  simple  ;  it  was  brother  to  th( 

piet  of  the  yard  dog  when  she  lost  her  puppies.     It  was  not  likt 

her  agony     Nothing  was  simple  there.     Destiny  had  struck  hd 

bemg  a  blow  that  had  shivered  it  to  fragments,  and  now  al, 

w^ed  so  that  there  was  confusion,  and  the  best  things  wen 
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Her  body  was  full  of  health  and  she  was  very  beautiful. 
Richard,  who  was  beginning  to  take  notice,  took  great  pleasure 
m  her.     He  used  to  point  his  fingers  at  her  great  lustrous  eyes 
as  he  did  at  flowers,  and  he  would  roll  his  face  against  the  smooth 
skin  of  her  neck  and  shoulders ;  and  when  he  was  naked  after 
his  bath  he  liked  her  to  let  down  her  hair  so  that  it  hung  round 
him  like  adark.scented  tent.     But  as  she  bent  forward,  watching 
his  little  red  gums  shine  in  his  laughing  mouth,  guilt  constricted 
her  heart.     For  she  knew  that  no  woman  who  was  going  to  have 
a  child  had  any  right  to  be  as  well  as  she  was.     She  knew  that 
It  meant  that  she  was  giving  nothing  to  the  child,  that  the  blood 
was  bnght  in  her  cheeks  because  she  was  denying  every  drop 
she  could  to  the  child,  that  her  flesh  was  nice  for  Richard  to 
kiss  because  she  was  electric  with  the  force  she  should   have 
spent  in  making  nerves  for  the  child.     She  knew  that  she  was 
trying  to  kill  the  thing  to  which  she  had  been  ordered  to  give 
life;     that  the  murder  was  being  committed  by  a  part  of  her 
which  was  beyond  the  control  of  her  will  did  not  exonerate  her 
In  these  matters,  as  she  had  learned  in  the  moment  when  she 
had  discovered  that  her  baby  had  conceived  without  the  consent 
ot  her  soul,  the  soul  cannot  with   honour   disown   the  doings 
of  the  body.     The  plain  fact  was  that  she  was  going  to  have  a 
cluld,  and  that  she  was  trying  to  kill  i^     Remorse  dragged 
behind  her  like  a  brake  on  the  swift  movements  of  her  happy 
motherhood  ;   and  at  night  she  lay  wide-eyed  and  whispered  to 
some  judge  to  judge  hc!  and  bring  this  matter  to  an  end. 

It  was  no  wonder  that  even  when  a  solicitor  came  to  see  her 
and  told  her  that  Harry  had  settled  on  her  and  Richard  a  sum  so 
arge  that  she  knew  he  must  be  deeply  concerned  for  her  since 
hke  many  men  of  his  type.hc  had  such  an  abundant  sense  of  the 
pleasures  which  can  be  bought  with  money  that  to  part  with  it 
unnecessanly  was  a  real  sacrifice,  she  thought  of  him  with  only 
such  casua  pity  as  she  had  felt  when  the  yard -dog  howled.    Well 

t^'V  !,  .  .L^^'^'i^^^  '■'^''^'  •''"6  afterwards  on  that  day  of  which 
she  had  told  nobody. 

But  she  had  cheered  herself  in  all  those  nights  that  she  would 

WW  7  ,'"'  ^"^^'A  ^f  ^^♦''^n  by  loving  the  child  very  much 
when  It  was  born.  She  knew  she  would  have  no  passion  for 
It  as  she  had  or  Richard,  but  she  foresaw  herself  being  consciously 
f"^^^^"t'"gly  tender  over  it,  like  a  primitive  Madonna  over 
il^  -"^  tI'^k-  Thore  was.  of  course,  no  such  solution  of  the 
problem.     It  became  plain  that  there  was  not  going  to  be  in 

D^  urmoV'^'^'h  tJ'''7^^'  """"t'^^^'  horror  of  a  painless 
parturitwa.    She  had  not  been  at  aU  shocked  by  the  violence 
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^L   "^  ^"'^"^'^  **   Richard's  birth.    It  had  seemed  m: 

tn^fnl  ^'t'  ^^y /nooning  by  a  persistent  vision  of  a  harr. 
5^  i^^  Jl?  "'^^^  ^^^-  ^"*  contemplating  herself  as  she  "n^ 
formed  this  act  of  childbirth  without  a  pang  was  like  looki 
h?ei7min?''^  are  open  but  have  no  sight IndreaUsingS 
here  IS  bhndness.  or  hstenmg  to  one  who  earnestly  speaks  wor 
which  have  no  meaning  and  realising  that  here  ffmare 

lifp  h^^K!*""^  *^7"1^  ^  P!;"**^*^"  *hat  should  have  produo 
ife .    but  because  of  the  lack  of  some  essence  which  wor 

lehtl  to^th"'  •""*  "«^«^theless  is  to  the  breeding  womb  wh 

t hint  th./  '^^^  °'  ^^l'^^  ^"^  "'^  ^'■^•"'  't  ^^s  producing  som 
t  ung  that  was  as  much  at  variance  with  life  as  death  T] 
old  women  at  her  bedside  chuckled  and  rubbed  their 'han 
because  she  was  having  such  an  easy  time,  but  that  w^  becau 

ttlT"  ''^'^Jf  ^^^  ^"'"S""^"-  "  ^  y°""g  womaThad  bee 
there  she  would  have  stood  at  the  other  side  of  the  room  betwe 

U)e  windows,  as  far  away  from  the  bed  as  she  could,  and  her  li 

would  have  pursed,  as  if  she  felt  the  presence  of  uncleannol 

had^ffdi^n"""'  ^^'"  \^^y  ^^°^-^^  h^^  the  pale  chUd     S 
had  indeed  done  an  unclean  and  unnatural  thing  when  si, 
had  brought  forth  a  child  that  lived  yet  was  unloved     w 
was  born  of  a  mother  that  survived  and  looked  at  Sr  and  w 
yet  had  no  mother,  since  she  felt  no  motion  towa;ds  it   bi, 

fnterSt  In'th'  '    ^''  ^^°'^  "^'"^  ^^°"^  '' '   ^^o   aroused  n 
interest  in  the  whole  universe  save  her  own  abhorrence  ■    wh 

was    as  was    inevitable  in    one   so  begotten    anTso    bor 
nitrinsically  disgusting  in  substance. 

herself  hnVli'A''*'  Richard  to  help  me  bear  this,"  she  said  t. 

hL  ihifd  h.H  ''*  remmded  her  that  though  she  had  Richa.  J 
this  child  had  no  one.  PitifiUly  she  put  out  her  arms  an. 
drew  It  to  her  breast,  but  detected  for  herself  the  fundS'i^ntai' 

ns  ncere  kindness  that  a  stranger  will  show  to  a  chifd  cS  ," 
that  before  long  it  will  be  claimed  by  its  own  kin 

bhe  always  remembered  how  good  the  little  thing  had  beoi 
as  It  ay  in  her  arms,  and  how  distasteful.     Those  werf  aJwavf. 
jemam  its  silent  characteristics.     It  was  so  good      '' As  go?d  ' 
the  nurses  used  to  say,  "  as  if  he  were  a  little  girl  "    It  han  -'v 

trom  Kichard.     He  hated  being  a  baby  and  subject  to  other 

ffihi:  cti  d'  wl'  "ff'l^  ^"  ^/f  ^"-^  ^«-  with^Telentme  u 
reho     hnf/  '  ''h^"  "^S^^'^t  ^  need  tliat  was  not  satisfied,  did  not 

im  was  a,  stran^^e  and  disquieting  thing  to  watch.    She  wodcj 
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stand  in  the  shadow  looking  at  the  back  of  its  little  head,  so 
repellently  covered  with  hair  that  was  like  fluff  off  the  floor, 
and  listening  to  the  cry  that  trailed  from  its  lips  like  a  dirty 
piece  of  string ;  and  she  would  wonder  why  it  did  this,  partly 
because  she  really  wanted  to  know,  and  partly  because  it  fended 
off  the  moment  when  she  had  to  take  it  in  her  arms.  Perhaps, 
she  reflected,  it  muted  its  rage  because  it  knew  that  it  was 
unlovable  and  must  curry  favour  by  not  troubling  people. 
Indeed,  it  was  as  unlovable  as  a  child  could  be.  It  was  not 
pleasant  naked,  for  its  bones  looked  at  once  fragile  and  coarse, 
and  its  flesh  was  lax,  and  in  its  clothes  it  was  squalid,  for  it  was 
always  being  sick  or  dribbling.  Then  her  heart  reproached  her, 
and  she  admitted  that  it  cried  softly  because  it  had  a  gentle 
spirit,  and  she  would  move  forward  quickly  and  do  what  it 
desired,  using,  by  an  effort  of  will,  those  loving  words  that 
fluttered  to  her  lips  when  she  was  tending  Richard.  Time  v/ent 
on,  but  her  attitude  to  it  never  developed  beyond  this  alternate 
recognition  of  its  hatefulness  and  its  goodness. 

She  had  called  it  Roger  after  her  own  father  in  a  desperate 
effort  to  bring  it  into  the  family,  but  the  name,  when  she  spoke 
It,  seemed  infinitely  remote,  as  if  she  were  speaking  of  the  child 
of  some  servant  in  the  house  whom  she  had  heard  of  but  had 
never    seen.    When  he   was  out  of  her  sight,  she  ejected  the 
thought  of  him  from  her  mind,  so  that  when  her  eyes  fell  on  him 
agam  it  was  a  shock.     He  did  not  become  more  seemly  to  look 
at .     Indeed .  he  was  worse  when  he  grew  out  of  frocks,  for  knicker- 
bockers  disclosed  that  he  had  very  thin  legs  and  large,  knotty 
knees.     He  had  a  dull  stare,  and  there  seemed  always  to  be  a 
ring  of  food  round  his  mouth.     He  had  no  pride.    When  she 
took  the  children  on  a  railway  journey  Richard  would  sit  quite 
still  in  his  seat  and  would  speak  in  a  very  low  voice,  and  if  any 
of  the  other  passengers  offered  him  chocolates  or  sweets  he  would 
draw  back  his  chin  as  an  animal  does  when  it  is  offered  food, 
and  w  ould  shake  his  head  very  gravely.     But  Roger  would  move 
about,  falling  over  people's  legs,  and  would  talk  perpetually  in 
a  voice  that  was  given  a  whistling  sound  by  air  that  passed 
through  the  gap  between  his  two  front  teeth,  and  when  he  got 
tired  he  would  whine.     He  was  unexclusive  and  unadventurous 
He  hked  playing  on  the  sands  at  Prittlebay  in  summer  when 
they  were  covered  with  trippers'  children.     He  hated  Richard's 
passion  for  bnnging  the  names  of  foreign  olaces  into  the  games. 
VV hen  Richard  was  sitting  on  his  engine  and  roaring,  "I'm  the 
Irans-Andoan  express,  and  I  don't  half  go  at  a  pace!"  Roger 
would  stand  against  the  wail  opposite  and  cry  over  and  over 
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^Tt>1^J^^^  whistling  voice:  "  Make  it  the  London.  Tilbu 
and  Prittlebay  train  I  Make  it  the  London,  TUbury  and  Prittl 
bay  train  !  When  he  felt  happy  he  would  repeatedly  iun 
up  m  the  air  bringing  both  his  feet  dov^-n  on  the  ground  at  one 
«nH  I  ^"^'^  Jst^"^e^Pf  t.  so  that  his  thin  legs  looked  horribi 
and  he  would  make  loud,  silly  noises.  At  these  times  Richai 
would  sit  with  his  back  to  him  and  would  take  no  notice  Alwa^ 
he  was  insolent  to  the  other  child.  He  would  not  share  h 
toys  with  him,  though  sometimes  he  would  pick  out  one  of  tl 
best  toys  and  give  it  to  his  brother  as  a  master  might  give 

fn?1f*  J°  ^  '?r^*-  u"f  ^^  °^  *^«  substance  of  his  motbe 
and  he  knew  all  that  she  knew,  and  he  knew  that  this  child  Z 
an  mtruder. 

yiJ^u^. clenched  themselves  against  him.  They  were  kind  t 
him.  but  they  would  silently  scheme  to  be  alone  together.    ] 

mXZT  f  *^^'  '''■  *?^  f  ?"^«"'  ^h«  ^'"i°g  ^tl^  her  needle-wor 
Richard  playing  with  his  engine  and  Roger  making  daisv 
chains,  there  would  come  a  time  when  she  would  arise  and  g 
into  the  house.  She  would  not  look  at  Richard  before  she  wcni 
for  in  externals  she  forced  herself  to  be  loyal  to  Roger  Whei 
she  got  into  the  house  she  would  hnger  about  the  r'ooms  a 
factitious  operations,  pounng  out  of  the  flower-glasses  wate 
S  7^  not  stale,  or  putting  on  the  kettle  far  too  soon.  untU  sh, 
heard  Richard  coming  to  look  for  her.  hghtfootedly  butXlentlv 

nalt  at  the  door  and  stand  for  a  moment,  tuiddling  the  handle 
round  and  round,  as  if  he  had  not  really  been  so  very  keen  t 
come  to  her.  and  she  would  go  on  indifferently  with  her  occ^a 

at  ^h.  i".?Jrf 'l^  '^'  ^^'^^  ^?^^  ^^^^  «h«  ^^st  steal  a  glance 
at  the  face  that  she  knew  would  be  looking  so  adorable  now 

S^th';ftf^"'^y'e""^  *^^  ^ee  of  the  door,  the  lips  bright 
w^th  vitality  as  with  wet  paint  and  the  eyes  roguish  as  if  he  fe 
she  were  teaming  life  by  enjoying  it  so,  and  the  dear  square  head 
browny-gold  hke  the  top  of  a  bun,  and  the  little  b?onze  body 
standing  so  fr^h  and  straight  in  the  Unen  suit.     So  her  glance 

run  to  hi'  ^fi  f^'^  !f '^  '^'i!-  ^y^  "^'^^  "^^^t  ^"d  he  wodd 
rW^  ^S:  "  ^'^  ?^^  anything  on  his  conscience  he  would 
choose  this  moment  for  confession.    "  Mother.  I  told  a  lie 

to  her  so  thai  he  revelled  in  her  love  for  him  as  in  long 


THE  JUDGE 


907 


meadow-grass.  Even  as  she  imagined  that  night  before  Peacey 
came,  he  did  i  struggle  in  her  arms  but  gave  her  kiss  for  kiss. 
They  would  be  sphered  in  joy,  until  they  heard  a  sniff  and  saw 
the  other  child  standing  at  the  open  door,  resting  its  flabby  cheek 
on  the  handle,  surveying  them  with  wild  eyes.  There  would 
be  a  moment  of  dislocation.  Then  she  would  cry,  "  Come  along, 
Roger  I  "  and  Richard  would  slip  from  her  knee  and  the  other 
child  would  come  and  very  gratefully  put  its  arms  round  her 
neck  and  kiss  her.  It  would  go  on  kissing  and  kissing  her,  as  if  it 
needed  reassurance. 

But  she  had  always  done  her  duty  by  Roger.  That  had  not 
been  so  very  difficult  a  matter  at  first,  for  Grandmother  had  made 
a  great  fuss  of  him  and  taken  him  off  her  hands  for  most  of  the 
day.  Marion  had  never  felt  quite  at  ease  about  this,  for  she 
knew  that  he  was  receiving  nothing,  since  the  old  woman  was 
only  affecting  to  find  him  lovable  in  order  that  it  might  seem 
that  something  good  had  come  of  the  marriage  wl.ich  she  had 
engineered.  But  the  problem  was  settled  when  he  was  eighteen 
months  old,  for  then  Grandmother  died.  Marion  did  not  feel 
either  glad  or  sorry.  God  had  dreamed  her  and  her  grandmother 
in  different  dreams.  It  was  well  that  they  should  separate. 
But  it  had  the  immediate  disadvantage  of  throwing  her  into 
perpetual  contact  with  the  other  child.  She  looked  after  it 
assiduously,  but  she  always  felt  when  she  had  been  with  it  for 
an  hour  or  tw  n  that  she  wanted  to  go  a  great  distance  and  breathe 
air  that  it  had  not  breathed.  Perpetually  she  marvelled  at 
Its  contentednes  and  gentleness  and  unexigent  hunger  for  love, 
and  planted  seeds  of  affection  for  it  in  her  heart,  but  they  would 
never  mature. 

The  relationship  became  still  more  galling  to  her  after 
yet  another  eighteen  months,  when  Harry  came  back  to 
live  with  his  family  at  Torque  Hall,  who  had  returned  there 
the  year  before.  No  comnmnication  pa-ssed  between  them,  but 
sometimes  by  chance  he  met  her  in  the  lanes  when  she  was 
out  with  the  children.  The  first  time  he  tried  to  speak  to  hei 
but  she  turned  away,  and  Richard  said,  "  Look  here,  you  don't 
know  us,"  so  after  that  they  only  looked  at  one  another.  They 
would  walk  slowly  past  each  other  with  their  heads  bent,  and 
as  they  drew  near  she  would  lift  her  eyes  and  see  him,  beautiful 
and  golden  as  a  coin  of  wheat,  and  she  would  know  from  his 
eyes  that,  dark  for  his  f.^ir,  she  was  as  beautiful,  and  they  would 
both  look  at  Richard,  who  ran  at  her  right  side  and  was  as  beauti- 
ful as  the  essence  of  both  their  beauties.  It  seemed  as  if  a  band 
of  Ught  joined  the  bodies  of  these  three,  as  if  it  were  contracting 
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SicSf^l^^  i^*'™  *^«^'*^'''"'  as  if  in  a  moment  they  would 

?S  Sts''  Sift  L7''  'r^^'^  '"  ^°^"«  cSS'^u^n  ea 
omer  s  Dreasts.     But  before  that  moment  came    Harrv'Q  pv 

roS  .f  ?r-*°/*^'  °^-^^^  ^^•''^-     It^  socks  woSTfe  cSr  do 
round  Its  thm  legs  ;  it  would  be  making  some  sUlv  Zses  in 
squalid,  whisthng  voice;    its  featuresVoSj  te  falling  apa 

ch"JS-s"dV"'ThVS?T*  ''''  ""^  ^.7  expresln  lL"?om'm 
tauaren  s  do.     ihe  situation  was  trodden  into  the  muH     Tf,, 

So  2rr^'^'  ',^^  '^'^  "°*  '^"  '"  her  duty  towards  Rogc 

thai    o  RfcS^V^'"'  '^f  ^^  «^^"  ^  better  mother  t o  hh 

wh?n  he  an  out  nfT'l!^^  '^'  '^*  ^''  ''"'^^  ^"^^  R^^^har 
wW  >?  ran  out  of  the  house  into  the  fields  at  bedtime  ( 
when  he  would  not  leave  his  tin  soldiers  to  eet  readv  Sr'h 

Tniffi  •""'  '^'7r  ^^^>'^  ™'^  ^th  Roger,  though  ht^Ibit 
smffing  angered  her  more  than  Richard  s  worst  pifce  of  nauihi 

S'^r  al'd  "''j?'?"'^'^  '""^^^^-^^  "ghtly  anTsenSb^^^  But  v^t  ! 
fnH^iJ  ?i-^  ""^  very  often,  for  he  caught  colds  eisi 

and  had  a  weak  digestion-she  would  send  forthedoctor  at  on 
and  would  nurse  him  with  a  strained  impeccability  conccmr 
3?^?  unnecessary  intensity  on  the  mSuti^of  L^?eatm' 

though   TkJt  tsiS  '"'"^'"^  ''  ^"^^,"^^  ^--  he/riind  " 
tC  came  to  h^nn     "  P'^^"^»"g  »t<=elf  at  these  times.  Whcr 
iney  came  to  her  on  winter  evenings  and  wet  davs  and  i^.t 
or  a  story  she  would  choose  more%ften  to  tell  them  a  fair 
aL  wWch  "r^fl  ^.T  i'"^"'  '''''''  ^han  ?o  start  cS^eoMc 

fh«!i  ^  ?u^  "*  *°  Richard  without  giving  one  to  Ro^er  too  • 
she  dressed  him  as  carefully  in  the  same  wodlen  and  linS  sdN 

ht^afainst^S^  '''  '^  ^^"'  ''''■    ^^^  ^^^^^i 

and^?o' decW 'thn"t  "l\"  ^'^"^  '°  "J"^«  "g^*  ^^  ^^^  destiny 
all    but  onlv  J  Inf  n     ^^''    """i-  "°   '^^"^^  i"    this  house  at 
an,   out  only  a  young  woman  living  with  hor  two  chilrlr.,! 
one  of  whom  was  not  so  attractive  as  the  othj      I^  wa    t  "' 

nk  rhrwoddi'T  ^'?/T  r^"e  or  washing  di^Tat^" 
sinK.  sne  would  find  herself  stand mg  quite  cMU  hor  firi—r-  r^--' 

i'tV;;"a^d  s^ow'd^"'  ^^^^"^'  -  ^f  -- thought'srstSt 

into  It  and  showed  so  monstrous  a  face  that  aU  other  thoughts 
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had  fled  ;  and  she  would  realise  that  she  had  been  thinking 
of  somft thing  about  Roger,  but  she  could  not  remember  what. 
Usually  this  happened  after  there  had  arrived— as  there  did 
every  six  months^parcels  of  toys,  addr"ss(;d  to  him  and  stamped 
with  the  Dawlish  postmark  and  containing  a  piece  of  paper 
scraM-led  "With  love  from  father." 

She  would  be  troubled  by  such  moments  when  they  came, 
for  she  was  growing  distantly  fond  of  Roger.  There  was  some- 
thing touching  about  this  pale  child,  whose  hunger  for  love  was 
so  strong  that  it  survived  and  struggled  through  the  clayey 
substance  of  its  general  being  which  had  smothered  all  other 
movements  of  its  soul  ;  who  was  so  full  of  love  itself  that  it 
accepted  the  empty  sham  of  feeling  she  gave  it  and  breathed 
•n  It,  and  filled  it  with  its  own  love,  and  was  so  innocent  that  it 
did  not  detect  that  nobody  had  really  given  it  anything,  and 
went  on  rejoicing,  thus  redeeming  lier  from  guilr.  He  would 
come  and  stand  at  the  door  of  any  room  in  which  she  was  sitting, 
and  she  would  pretend  not  to  know  he  was  there,  so  that  she 
need  caress  him  or  say  the  forced  loving  word ;  but  when  at 
length,  irritated  by  his  repeated  sniffs,  .:he  turned  towards  him. 
she  would  find  the  grey  marbles  of  '  /es  bright  with  happi- 
ness, and  he  would  cry  out  in  his  adful  whistling  voice 
"  Ah,  you  didn't  know  I  was  watching  you  !  "  and  ran  across 
undoubtingly  to  her  arms.  There  would  be  real  gratitude  in 
the  embrace  she  gave  him.  His  trust  in  her  had  so  changed 
the  moment  that  she  need  not  feel  remor.'^o  for  it. 

It  had  seemed  quite  possible  that  they  could  go  on  like  this 
for  ever,  until  the  very  instant  that  all  was  betrayed.  She  had 
had  a  terrible  time  with  Richard,  who  was  now  seven  years  old 
After  their  midday  meal  he  had  asked  permission  to  go  and 
sixind  the  afternoon  playing  with  some  other  boys  on  the  marshes 
and  she  had  given  it  to  him  with  a  kiss,  under  which  she  had 
tliought  he  seemed  a  little  sullen.  When  Roger  and  she  had 
nearly  finished  their  tea  he  had  appeared  at  the  door,  had  stood 
there  for  a  mmute.  and  then,  throwing  up  his  head,  had  said 
doggedly  :  I  ve  had  a  lovely  time  at  the  circus."  She  had 
lelt  the  bread-knifc  sticking  in  midloaf  and  sat  looking  at  him 
ni  silence.  This  was  real  drama,  for  she  had  refused  to  take 
them  to  the  circus  and  forbidden  him  to  go  by  himself  because 
there  was  a  measles  epidemic  in  the  neighbourhood.  It  flashed 
across  her  that  by  asking  for  permission  to  plav  with  the  bovs 
on  tne  marshes  when  he  meant  to  go  to  the  circus  he  had  told 
her  a  lie.  Ihe  foolish  primitive  maternal  part  of  her  was  con- 
vulsed with  horror  at  Uib  fault ,    Because  he  was  more  important 
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to  the  evil  blood  r.f  J.k  la«.i.  7  i  ^J  .^°""^  •"  "im  be  ascjih 

He   aTwe^ed     his   .vlhil    ^"^  ^^'^g   *"   the    marshes? 
suUen  bars  .''I    haf^o   HnTw'"^.""^   '^'^g  '"  ^t'-^'*^''' 

about  the  rr^Ta   es^ccaie  Tm  .."r"''"  "  ^T^'  .'""^'y  '"^''* 
catching  thingsSR^'gerdoes^''^'""^  "^"^  ^''''  ^'^■^>''^  ^' 

said  :   '^N?  you  mSt  S ''  ^'l  ^°"".^^  ^^^  ^^^le.  but  sh 

undress.    You've  H^  and  vn?'  ^^'1    ^.°  '°  ^'^"^  ^«^"^  ^"< 
von  "     H J  u      .         "^"^  y°"  ^'^  disobeyed.     I'll  have  to  ul.i. 

that  Roger  was iSnp  hi.  ^"?  ^^"^  ^'=^  ^««^'  «he  realised 

more  £y  i?^  and    h  J  Z'""  ^"^  ^?^^"  '^  ^^  "^'g^t  have  some 
it's  too  rirh  ^  h'        u^^  answered,  sighing  deeplj.  "  No  dear 

JomThe  table  Jd'^tooTth"^  "^^'^  ^'°i!'"^^  '''•^  ^"^  she   ot^ 
to  clear  away  tea  firs^  but  th.'.'  '"'.°  '^'  ^''^''-     ^^e  decided 

the  harsh  moveramt'  ^JJ  P"?'"'''  "  ^'<'«-  qualifying 

wen.  .o  Rich™arT.rom  :^d\Xd  irSy  t."'?™'" 'l  "" 

f  un  iuca.      Out  ol  the  dailmess  before  her  came  the  voice 
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of  tho  tiny  desperado:  "  Vory  well.  It  was  quite  worf  this. 
Mothor,  I  rn  ready.  Come  on  and  whip  me."  She  pulled  down 
the  bhnds  and  set  tierself  to  the  horrid  task,  and  kept  at  it  hardly 
unsparingly,  until  she  felt  she  had  really  hurt  him.  Then  she 
smd,  with  what  seemed  to  be  the  last  breath  in  her  heart-shattered 
body  :  "  There,  you  see,  whenever  you  break  the  law  people 
will  hurt  you  like  thii>.  So  take  notice."  She  moved  about  the 
room,  Ifuvmg  i^  as  it  should  be  left  for  the  night,  opening 
the  windows  and  folding  up  the  counterpane,  while  he  lay  face 
dovvTiwards  on  his  pillow.  Just  as  she  was  closing  the  door  he 
called  softly : 
"  Mummie  I  " 

She  continued  to  close  it,  and  he  cried  : 
"  Mummie  I  " 

But  she  remained  quite  quiet  so  that  he  thought  she  had 
gone.  After  a  minute  she  heard  him  throw  himself  over  in  the 
bed  1(1  kick  the  clothes  and  sob  fiercely,  "  Gah  I  Why  can't 
she  V    le  when  I  call  her  ?  " 

SI.c  was  back  by  his  bedside  in  a  second,  and  his  arms  were 
round  her  neck  and  he  was  sobbing  : 

"Mummie,  mummie,  I  know  I've  been  naughty  I  "  And  as 
ho  felt  the  wetness  of  her  face  he  cried  out.  "  Oh,  mummie,  have 
1  made  you  cry  ?  I  will  be  good.  I  will  be  good  !  I'll  never 
make  you  cry  again  I  I  know  I  was  a  beast  to  go  'cos  you  really 
were  fnghtencd  of  us  getting  measles,  but  oh,  mummie,  I  did 
so  want  to  see  a  tiger  I"  .        *" 

They  clung  to  each  other,  weeping,  and  he  said  things  into 
her  neck  that  were  far  more  babyish  than  usual  and  yet  fiercely 
manly,  and  they  almost  molted  into  each  other  in  the  hot  flow 
of  loving  tears. 

"  You  were  quite  right  to  whip  me,"  he  told  her.  "  I  wouldn't 
have  believed  you  were  leally  cross  if  you  hadn't  hurt  me  " 
Presently,  when  he  was  la>ing  quietly  in  her  arms,  all  sticky 
sweetness  like  tollee,  he  sigiied.  "Oh.  darling,  the  circus  wai 
ovely  !  There  were  such  clever  people.  There  was  a  Cossack 
horseman  who  picked  up  handkerchiefs  off  the  ground  when  he 
was  nding  at  full  speed,  and  there  was  a  most  beautiful  lady  in 
S"^HltVi"-  ^^"'"™<^'  y«"'J  look  lovely  in  pink  satin !- and 
she  d  bells  on  her  legs  and  arms,  and  she  waggled  them  and  it 
made  a  tune  That  was  lovely,  but  I  liked  the  animals  best, 
un,  auning,  tno  nons  i  " 

She  rebuked  him  for  his  continued  enjojTOent  of  an  illicit 
spectacle  that  ought  now  to  be  regarded  Uy  as  materia  fox 
repentance,  but  he  protested  :  "  Mummie.  you  are  meaa     Now 
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Rnt  I!  r  ?P  t  "'^^?'  ^*'"'^'  ^"'■'^ly  i'^-e  a  right  to  enjoy  it 
But  he  lay  back  and  just  gave  himself  up  to  loving  her  *'  C 
you  beautiful  mummie.  You've  such  lots  and  Totf  of  hair 
there  were  two  little  men  just  as  big  as  my  fingers  thev  co„ 
In  Tn°.r"i?"^''  T  "*  ^^^h  ear.  an^d  walkabout  [  fceop 
do  m  the  Afncan  forests,  couldn't  they?    And  they'd  r^e 

1  presume  ?  They  both  laughed  and  hugged  each  other  nl 

he  presently  fell  asleep  as  suddenly  as  children  do  ' 

theduskTomk.nrh-^^'"/,'''  1?^'   P^^""S  ^^   ^im  throng 
int  dusk  to  inii,s  nothing  of  his  bloomy  brownness     He  curlr 

up  when  he  slept  like  a  little  animal,  and  his  breath  drove  to  i 

him  deeply  and  more  serenely  than  any  adult's.     At  last  sh 

felt  compelled  to  kiss  him,  and,  without  waking  up  he  shook 

head  about  and  said  disgustedly.  "  Wugh  !  "  as^he\ose  and  W 

Twilight  was  flooding  the  house,  and  peace  also    and  si. 
rartn'F^T  ''""""S^^  the  dear  place  where  she  ifved  vvi tt  t 
dear  son,  her  heart  wounded  and  yet  light   b«-ran^P  Hin,V„ 
had  had  to  hurt  him,  she  knew  tha?tSon^ard  he  w3' b  ^ 
whatever  laws  she  laid  upon  him.     He  had  been  subTect  to  t 

exahed  Influnrw  ^'^^"'^  skimmingly  about  the  dark  lawn., 
arms  and  si  irT.  H      "  %^''V"''^  ^^  ^''^  '^'^  threw  out  h. 
up  at  her      V  nipl.i     "P  ""^  "'S^'^tcck.  and  the  sent  ruslud 
up  at  1  er.     A  nightingale  sang  in   the  woods  across  the  lare 

re?eTan  irthlT;'  ■f^ '^f  ''  ^"  ^"  ^«'"^'  wartouc  li^y 
relevant  to   the    beauciful  destiny  of  Ler  and  her   son    and 

s^moX  "sh    '"1    ""^    \'''''  '^   g-^itude    for    natu  e  s 

cEo  ^the  w^IlTn  '°""^.  '^''  ^''''''''  ^^^^"g  ^°ftly,  keeping 
Close  to  the  wall,  to  eavesdrop  on  the  lovely,  drowsv  kindlv 
world.  The  silence  of  the  farmyard  was  pulse^d  wkh  tt-  u^I 
ih»fi^^i^'  t^*^^^\"K  beasts.     The  dark  doors   and   windows  "of 

Svi  a^tt1tl''^'1,°";  "^^"^^  '^'  '^'^  ^'^^^  ^f  tbeir  thaTched 
eaves  at  the  strange  fluctuating  wine-Uke  light  as  if  they  wer« 
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consciously  preservmg  their  occupants  from  the  night's  magic. 
As  she  walked  to  the  garden's  edge,  the  crickets  chirix^d  in  the 
ong  grass  and  the  ballet  of  the  bats  drove  back  and  f6Vwards  in 
long  streaks  The  round  red  moon  hung  on  the  bre^t  of  a 
flawless  mght  whose  feet  were  hidden  in  an  ame^hSe  hL- 
that  covered  the  marshes  and  the  sea.  and  changed  the  Ik  linSs 

sJri^':z  ZX""'  °'^^ '  ^"'  ^''^" '''  '^"^^  -^ 

until  It  blew  cold  and  she  remembered  that  she  had  left  thTfire 
unmended,  aiid  went  back  to  the  house 

She  went  in  by  the  kitchen,  and  was  amazed  to  see  that  the 
larder  door  was  open  and  giving  out  a  faint  ray  of  light     She 
pulled  It  open  and  saw  the  other  child  standing^n  a  f  hair  and 
spooning  cherry  jam  out  of  the  jar  into  his  mlu?h.     1  cand?e 
which  It  had  put  on  the  shelf  below  it,  threw  on  the  ceiSfarl 
enormous  shadow  of  its  large,  jerry-built  skull     It  turned  on 
her  a  pale  and  fUthy  face  and  dropped  the  jar  so  thatTob.  o^ 
jam  fell  on  its  pinafore,  the  paper??overed  shelf, 'he  chaTr  the 
floor     She  hfted  the  child  down  and  struck  it.    It  gave  he^  the 
most  extraordinary  pleasure  to  strike  it.     She  struck  it  three 
times,  and  each  time  it  was  as  good  as  drinking  ^ne     Then 
she  fell  forward  on  her  knees  and  covered  her  fac^^th  he? 
hands.    The  child  ceased  to  howl  and  put  its  jSii^  arrS 
forgivmgly  about  her  while  she  wept,  but  its  touch  oS^^LS 
her  how  delicious  it  had  been  to  beat  it.    StiU,  she  submSto 
Its  embrace,  and  muttered  in  abasement  :   "  Oh'lovey  muS^J 
shouldn  t  have  done  that  !  "  ^'  "^"™™y 

The  child  was  puzzled,  for  it  knew  it  ought  not  to  have 
stolen  the  ]am.  and  as  always,  it  was  so  full  of  love  That  i?  could 
no  beheve  that  anybody  had  behaved  badly  to  it.  There  w^ 
nothing  to  do  but  to  give  it  a  kiss  and  take  it  off  to  bed  Whe^ 
she  saw  itc,  horrid  little  body  stripped  for  the  bath  L.; 
i?3h  h-/\^-ts-nd  she'^remeXred  ag^n  how  exlsTte 
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check  which  her  consciousness  had  always  exerted  on  that  hai 
had  for  some  reason  been  damaged,  and  that  he  was  in  ac 
danger  from  her. 

tnft^K^'^-S'^^i^^y  ^^^^^^'  ^"^  '"  ^^»e  morning  she  went 
to  the  bailiff  s  office  at  Torque  Hall  and  asked  thlm  to  send 

rnfl^'r  5""  u^"l?  '"  ^"^  '""^'  ''''"^-  ^^^^  ^^'^rt  quitc  Calm  V 
misery,  and  when  Harry  appeared  in  the  doorway  she  did  not  c 
one  way  or  another  that  he  was  white  and  shaken.  Without 
laying  to  greet  him,  she  told  him  that  she  loathed  Peacev's  chik 
much  that  It  must  be  taken  away  from  her,  at  lea^rfor  s 
time,  and  that  she  had  vvondered  if  she  ought  to  give  hin 
chance  of  findmg  affection  with  his  father,  who  had,  afte 
never  stopped  sending  him  presents. 

}uJ^^^''^■  ^^^,.^  silence,  and  she  turned  her  eyes  on  hii..  and  fov 
h  ni  looking  disapproving.     Plainly  he  thought  it  very  unnaU 
of  her  to  dishke  her  own  child,  and  was  during  to  doubt  if 
ovm  son  was  safe  with  her.     He-he  of  all  men-who  by 
disloyalty  had  brought  on  her  this  monstrous  birth  that  L 
deformed  her  fate  !     She  clenched  her  fists  and  drew  in  ah 

in  Mc    if"'^  ^'',  7^  ^^^""^-       "«  ^«^'^d  forward  suddc 
in  his  chair,  and  she  saw  that  this  display  of  her  quality  h 

fheZd  H^'°,  ^f{.-^  "^rP  '^u'  ™"  «^  her  being  had  dra 
the  fluid  tides  of  his,  and  that  he  wanted  to  touch  her.  Neai 
he  desired  her.  That  also  was  insolence.  Her  acuie  hat' 
glance  recorded  that  whereas  desire  had  used  to  make  his  fu 
f^aid  ana  spendid  hke  a  diamond,  like  a  flashing  swor 
It  now  made  it  lax,  and  she  realised  with  agont   though 

InTf/J'^^^S  '"'^"''u  '^^'  h^  h^^  been  unfaithful  to%L 
love  times  without  number.  But  she  looked  into  his  eves  ai 
found  them  bereavjd  as  her  heart  was.  She  turned  aS 
and  sobbed  once  drily.  After  that,  they  spoke  softly,  as 
one  they  had  both  loved  lay  dead  somewhere  close  at  hand,  h 
I  widnvLn  f'^^^yh^'^  s^^t  up  for  himself  in  an  inn,  and  the 
a  widowed  sister  of  his,  named  Susan  Rodney,  who  also  had  bee 

wa.  .  r Jn'"^"^  ,  '''''"'?•  ]'■'''   ^'^P'"g   ho"se  for  him.     SI. 

sister,  and  very  motherly  ;   indeed,  she  had  been  terribly  upsc 

^^^M^Lf""""^  ?'"  -'h^'^"  °^  ^^«g^^-    At  any  rate,  ther 
visit  '"   '"'"^  ^^  ""^'^^  ^"^ '"  h''  ^°'  *  '^'^  "^0"^'^- 

"  I'll  settle  the  whole  thing,"  he  said.    "  You'd  better  no 
write,  he  may  want  to  meet  you." 

With  distaste  she  perceived  that  although  he  had  neve 
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done  anything  useful  for  her,  he  was  still  capable  of  being  jealous 
of  her,  and  she  abruptly  rose  to  go.  But  she  delayed  for  a 
moment  to  satisfy  a  curiosity  that  had  ve;  d  her  for  years. 

"  Tell  me,"  she  asked.     "  How  did  you  get  rid  of  Peacey  ? 
Was  it  money  ?  " 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders.     "Not   altogether.     You  see, 
I  found  out  something  about  him.  .  .  ." 

She  walked  home  slowly,  with  her  head  bent,  wondering  what 
blood  she  had  perpetuated. 

So,  a  week  later,  Susan  Rodney  came.  Her  visit  was  a  great 
humiliation.  She  was  a  woman  of  thirty-five,  strangely  and 
reassuringly  unlike  her  brother,  having  a  fair,  sun-burned  skin 
with  a  golden  down  on  her  uppe-  lip,  and  slow-moving  eyes,  the 
colour  of  a  blue  sky  reflected  in  shallow  floods.  She  was  as  clean 
and  useful  as  a  scrubbed  deal  table.  And  because  she  was 
wholesome  in  her  soul,  she  abhorred  this  woman  who  was  sending 
away  her  own  child.  During  the  twenty-four  hours  she  was 
at  \averland's  End  she  ate  sparingly,  plainly  because  she  felt 
reluctance  at  accepting  hospitality  from  Marion,  and  rose  very 
early,  as  if  she  found  sleeping  difiicult  in  the  air  of  this  house. 
This  might  have  been  in  part  due  to  the  affection  she  evidently 
felt  for  her  brother,  which  was  shown  in  the  proud  and  grudging 
responses  to  Marion's  enquiries  as  to  how  he  was  getting  on  at 
Dawlish. 

"  He's  doing  ever  so  well,  and  he's  made  the  place  a  picture," 
she  would  begin  volubly,  and  then  would  toss  her  head  slowly 
like  a  teased  heifer,  and  decide  that  Marion  did  not  deserve  to 
hear  tidings  of  the  glorious  man  she  had  slighted.  But  the 
greater  part  of  her  loathing  was  that  which  a  woman  with 
a  simple  heart  of  nature  must  feel  for  one  who  hated  her  child, 
which  the  sound  must  feel  for  the  lep'ous. 

Marion  could  have  mitigated  that  feeUng  in  a  great  part, 
not  by  explaining,  for  that  was  impossible,  but  by  simply  showing 
that  she  had  suffered,  for  Susan  was  a  kind  woman.  Instead 
she  did  everything  she  could  to  encourage  it.  She  told  no  lies, 
although  by  now  her  efforts  to  win  over  the  neighbourhood,  so 
that  she  comd  get  a  servant  easily  and  be  able  to  give  her  whole 
time  to  the  children,  had  made  her  coldly  sly  in  her  dealings  with 
humanity.  She  liked  Susan  too  much  for  that.  Merely  she 
made  no  attempt  to  disguise  her  personality.  After  the  children 
had  gone  to  bed  she  sat  by  the  hearth  and  held  her  head  high 
under  the  other's  ruminant  stare,  knowing  that  because  of  the 
times  she  had  been  subject  to  love  d.nd  to  lust  her  beauty  was 
lip-marked  as  a  weU-read  book  is  thumb-marked,  and  that 
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knew,  too,  that  to  Susfni?  ^^''^^  *=""^^  "«*   bloom 
had  gone  to  church  and  p^are'd^^^JLrd"''^.^!"^^^^^  •'^^yl 
brought  close  together    to  llfJ./ '^^^^^^''thick  fair  bi 

her  bearing  woufd  ^eem'?e^  b  y^'^^^kld  ^o  T''  ^'^  P"^' 
broken  one  of  the  Ten  Commandments  ^  ''""'''  ^^« 

not^Ter  t^^S^   tr^^S^-f    the    other  sh. 

so  much,  and  she  was  7pi^hi    1    "f    *^''-     ^he    liked    Su 

thrown  her  arS  rS  s'i  "'^^^     ^''  ^'^^^^  like  to  h 

told  her  how  tS^ibrd1fficTshe"fo     h",V"^^  ^"^  '^ried,' 

people  being  nasty  to  her  and  askiT'^i'^"'  ^"'^  ^^^  «he  ha 

long  for  a  man  to  loo^Xr  h.r     ^' '/ '°"''^^"^«^  ^^^  ^^d  : 

ngidly  alienating  he?     Fo"  sh^  L      ■''  '"'*^^^  ^^e  sat  th 

disliked  her  she  was  p;eciDUattt  h       =  •'""  ^^^^  because  Su. 

than  she  would  othe?Shnvr^^'''"''  "'"^^  more  impulsiv, 

whom  she  suspected  wTbebrmr;^^^^  ^^^  the  ck 

in  this  queer  house.     In  3  ?at  S       ^^ ,'}''  ^"^^^  ^«"^ 

Roger  to  her  heart,  for  kwiVainlvv'  ''""^^  ^^^'^  ^'I"^'« 

o  her  son.  whom  she  had  lo^ed^so  d JarJv  fh^^^^^  f  ",^^  the  k 

of  him  to  Marion,  but  bein?  slow  of  t^      '^  '^^  ^^^  "'^^  spc-; 

taken  her  time  over  it      and  i  w    "'^''^^"^'-"t  she  might  ha' 

should  love  each  other  at  once     ^f  "^^^^^^^y  that  these  tv 

understand  his  mummie  haS"him      ^  T"'^"t  Roger  mid 

poor  little  heart.  whicrshrw;T;i^^^  T"!^  ^^^'"^^ '' 
other  love  to  which  to  run.  Sl.e  wa!  n  ,'  ","''f  ^'^  ^'^^  ^^""^ 
herself  seemg  them  off  at  PaddinSon  .M  ^  ?  •'''^^'"  ^^^  ^<'"" 
scene.  Susan  had  primly  and  wf/h  1'  ^'though  it  was  a  horrii,! 
pate  in  the  spoils  of  vTce  '  declined  tn"l  T^f  '^^'^"^^"^  to  partici 
ckss  ticket,  so  the  par  ing Tad  '  '^V^^T"  ^"^  ^^^'"^  ^ 
thirdclass  compartment.  £er  si  rlw^^  ^^f?"  *"  ^  ^^'^"•^'« 
her,  and  leaned  howling  from  the  wi  ^""^  ^''^'''^  ^t  leaving 
over  and  over  again,  "  MuTnmv'sJ  '''^'  ^^"'^  ^^^^"O"  ^^^i 
]ust  now  she  isn't  well  enough  7»l  ,  'T^  '  "  •  '-'«  onlv  that 
Richard's  the  eldest  ShTSStsta!^'^*'^y""  ^°th  .  ;.  .nd 

so  soon And  there's  such  U    '  "  "  ^5"^^^^'"  he  back  ever 

All  the  peoDle  in  tht  '^  ^-^^  ^^"^s  at  Dawlish 

at  this  plJ7t,\V^,\SZ7t':,'''^^^^^^  ^it^6r;,.s^e 
on  Richard,  who  stood  by  hn- h1  on  fi  ^°"}"^«ding  glances 
l^atclimg  the  porters  wheeiing  th.S^ /i'^P'^'/"'™'  ^bsorbecUy 
keeping  on  the  alert  so  tha?\e  ,'evL^f,^  f^"^'  but^alway^ 

iic  iitver  got  m  anyone  s  way. 
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She  couldn't  bear  that.  She  wanted  to  scream  out :  "  How  dare 
you  look  like  that  at  this  poor  little  soul  who  has  been  sinned 
against  from  the  moment  of  his  begetting  ?  Think  of  it,  Lis 
mother  hates  him  !  " 

She  looked  wildly  at  Susan  for  some  comfort,  but  found  her 
pink  with  grave  anger.  Well,  it  was  better  for  Roger  that  Susan 
shoii'd  feel  thus  about  her.  So  she  went  on  with  these  murmurs, 
which  she  felt  the  child  might  detect  as  insincere  at  any  moment, 
until  the  green  flag  waved.  She  watched  the  diminishing  train 
with  a  criminally  light  heart.  Richard  began  to  jump  up  and 
down.     "  Mummie  !    Won't  it  be  lovely— just  us  two  I  " 

It  was  lovely.     It  was  iniquitously  lovely.     In  the  morning 
Richard  ran  into  her  room  and  flung  himself,  all  dewy  after  the 
night's  long  sleep,  into  her  bed  and  nuzzled  into  her  and  gave 
her  endless  love  which  did  not  have  to  be  interrupted  because 
the  other  child  was  standing  at  the  head  of  the  bed,  its  pale 
eyes  asking  for  its  share  of  kisses.    When  he  went  to  school, 
she  stood  at  the  door  and  watched  him  run  along  the  garden  to 
the  gate,  flinging  out  his  arms  and  legs  quite  straight  as  a  foal 
does,  and  was  exultantly  proud  of  b'^ing  a  mother  as  she  had  not 
been  when  there  ran  behind  him  Roger  on  weak,  ambling  limbs. 
When  he  returned,  they  had  their  meal  together  to  the  tune  of 
happy  laughter,  for  there  was  now  no  third  to  spill  its  food  or  say 
it  was  feeling  sick  suddenly  or  babble  silly  things.     In  the 
afternoon  she  had  to  drive  him  out  to  go  and  play  games  with 
the  other  boys.     Much  rather  would  he  have  stayed  with  her, 
and  when  she  called  him  back  for  a  last  hug  he  did  not  struggle 
in  her  arms  but  gave  her  back  kiss  for  kiss.     She  always  changed 
her  dress  for  tea,  and  arranged  her  hair  loosely  like  a  worr.an  in  a 
picture,  and  went  out  into  the  garden  to  gather  burning  leaves 
and  put  them  in  vases  about  the  room,  and  when  it  fell  dark  she 
set  lighted  candles  on  the  table  because  they  were  kinder  than 
the  lamp  to  her  pain-flawed  handsomeness  and  because  they  left 
corners  of  dusk  in  which  these  leaves  glowed  like  fire  with  the  kind 
of  beauty  that  she  and  Richard  hked.     She  would  arrange  all 
this  long  before  he  came  in,  and  sit  waiting  in  a  drowse  of  happi- 
ness, thinking  that  really  she  had  lost  nothing  by  being  cut  off 
from  the  love  of  man,  for  this  was  much  better  than  anything 
she  could  have  had  from  Harry.     When  Richard  came  in  he 
would  hold  his  breath  because  it  was  so  nice  and  forget  to  tell 
her  about  the  game  from  v.-hich  he  was  still  flushed  ;   and  after 
tea  they  would  settle  downtoa  lovoly  warm,  close  evening  by  the 
fire,  when  they  would  tell  each  other  all  the  animal  stories  that 
Roger  had  not  liked. 
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walk  under  high-backed  cS  IhitVhTJ''^-    ^^^^  ^°^^' 

wards  m  pursuance  of  some  feud  o    Xl  T'^  "^^j"^  ^«"^ 

see  Roothing  Castle  standimT  n^K  .  •  i^^  ^^'^^-     They  liked 

as  if  it  were  cut  out  oi^Zf  Vt^^X  V.^*  "^'''  P^«  ^"^ 

where  there  met  togethSS  f  hL^  ^?^  1°  ''*'  ^o^-  ^t  the  pc 

Marsh,  the  Saltingf  and  Kerith  r  , '^^^^  ^^^^^^^^  ^ooth 

tide  was  out,  and  the  seaS.  i     m'   ^^at  was  good  when 

mud,valleyed  withcharnelSin  anL-i    ^'""^  "'""^^  P^^^" 

wait  until  the  winter  sunset  kin Hl!^       wx  ^'  ''""^-    They  wo, 

quickly,  looking  over  ?het  shouWet  at     ffl  '''  ^^  '"^^^^  '^^^ 
Lovely  it  was  to  finri  f^ii^  u     ,-,   V*^  names. 

loneliness"^  and  The  stbg  ^f 'rain' on' t?  ^1  ^'^  ^^^"S^  ^^e  di 

the    redshanks;    and    fovelv    ?.        ^^   face  and   the  cry 

Ws  liking  what  a  Xiousboini  r'    ^^^^^in    watchii 

The  eyes  of  his  soul  g?owed  hke  fh^  .. '"^  }^u^'  '^^  ^^^  ^or. 

loved  Harry  s  love  for  her  because  if  m'  ^J  ^'  ^"^^^     ^he  h. 

hesitant  and  unmuddied  bv  Sf  tL    ^.^"^t  ^"^  ^"^^^^^  and  uj 

feelings  as  ordinary  people^are   k,,  "^^>      '^  •'^'^^''  '""^  ^^^"^^' 

the  time.   Pride  ruled  his  hfe  so Vh..  ?'  ^^'^^  ^^  ^^^^^  that  a 

about  his  behaviour.  knSrthath?''''',^^*°^ 

wto  uncriticisable  conduct  W.!         '^'?'^'^  P""  ^'^seif  u 

high,  and  all  the  forces  of  hSlirit  w.r^^'"^''  J'^^^  ^'^  1^^^' 

passion  for  her.     She  had  alwL??     ""^^^Poured  out  into  hi 

the  knowledge  of  them  was  not  Lan'S'h^f.'  'i'^^s,  and  nov 

her  faith  held  weight  for  weiVhV  of  1  f^  ^^  ^^^  knowledge  thai 

that  Roger  was  not  her7thfre\^L  n  fthi^  ^"f  ^^^^^^    ^'^  n- 

the  man  to  whom  she  had  Sn  hL    •    '"?  ^"^  ^^"^^"^  her  that 

her  help  when  she  v^LgoinfiThZlT'it  ^"^  "«^  ^^""^  to 

to  be  trodden  into  the  mud  bv  thP  f-,^     child  and  had  left  her 

only  knew  that  she  wa^^he  be bvo d  nf'f."  ^'f^y-    ^^^  she 

son.  What  had  happened  to  tSan  SwH  °^  '^''  ^P^^"^'^ 
the  indecent  and  ridiculous  duZJ^!^  *}  ^^^°"^'  according  to 
to  be  enmeshed  in  a  n  Hf  ho^  .tr  °^  f^'^^^'  ^^e  had  had 
physical  impulses  in  order  to  obtain  fi'^'^^i  ^"^  undignified 
at  all.     He  had  been  so  much  let   .n^'  fjld.  mattered  nothi..^ 

She  grew  well  with  K  ness    ^ho  k  '^'"  ^'f  ^^"• 
there  was  colour  o."  her  cheeks  S  Ju      *''''?'  P^^Per,  and 
ceased  to  treat  her  .vjfh  "he  hp?-!!        '"'"  »"  her  lips.     Peoole 
the  unhappy,     presently"  she  knew  ZJ  ih'  '^'  !!fPPy  ^^^^^  '^^' 
complete  self-control  an^d  wo Jfd"Te  ^a'bt tkliluTrrp." 
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door of  her  hidden  seii,  aiu!  that  it  would  be  quite  safe  for  her 
to  have  Roger  back  at  the  end  of  three  months.  She  began  to 
speak  of  it  to  Richard.  "  Roger  will  be  with  us  for  Xmas,"  she 
used  to  say.  "We  must  think  out  some  surprises  for  him.  .  .  ." 
To  which  Richard  would  answer  tensely,  "  I  s'pose  so."  That 
always  chilled  her,  and  she  would  drop  the  subject,  feeling  that 
after  all  there  was  no  need  to  speak  of  it  just  yet.  But  once, 
as  the  days  passed  into  December,  she  tried  to  have  it  out  with 
him,  and  followed  it  up  by  saying  :  "  You  might  try  to  be  a 
little  more  pleased  about  it.  I  do  want  you  and  Roger  to  be 
nice  to  each  other."  He  answered,  looking  curiously  grown  up, 
"  Oh,  Roger  will  always  be  nice  to  me — you  needn't  worry  about 
that." 

As  she  heard  the  tone,  with  its  insolent  allusion  to  Roger's 
natural  slavishness,  she  realised  why  the  vicar  and  the  teachers 
in  the  village  school,  and  many  of  the  other  people  with  whom 
he  came  in  contact,  disliked  him.  There  was  something  terrify- 
ing about  this  cold-tempered  judgment  coming  from  a  child. 
She  had  wondered,  looking  at  the  beauty  of  his  contemptuous 
little  face  and  at  the  extraordinary  skill  with  which  his  small 
brown  hands  were  whittling  a  block  of  wood  into  a  figure,  whether 
it  v/as  not  a  sound  instinct  on  the  part  of  the  race  to  persecute 
illegitimate  children.  Either  they  were  conceived  more  lethargi- 
cally than  other  children,  of  women  who  yidded  through  feeble- 
wittedness  or  need  of  money  to  men  who  did  not  love  them 
enough  to  marry  them,  and  so  were  born  below  the  average  of 
the  race,  dullards  that  made  life  ugly,  or  parasites  that  had  to  be 
kept  on  honest  people's  money  in  prisons  or  workhouses.  Or, 
like  Richard,  they  had  been  conceived  more  intensely  than 
other  children,  of  love  so  pr  jbionate  that  it  had  drawn  together 
men  and  women  separated  by  social  prohibitions.  So  they  were 
bom  to  rule  like  kings  over  the  lawfully  begotten,  so  that  married 
folk  raged  to  see  that,  because  they  had  known  no  more  than 
ordinary  pleasure,  their  seed  was  to  be  penalised  by  servitude. 
Richard  would  always  be  adored  by  all  but  the  elderly  and  the 
impotent. 

Because  vitality  itself  had  been  kneaded  into  his 
flesh  by  his  parents'  passion  he  would  ot  die  until  he  was  an 
old,  old  man  and  needed  rest  after  interminable  victories  ;  and 
because  it  played  through  his  mind  like  lightning,  he  would 
always  have  power  over  men  and  material,  and  even  over  him- 
self. Since  he  had  been  begotten  when  beauty,  like  a  strong 
goddess,  pressed  together  the  bodies  of  his  father  and  mother, 
she  would  disclose  more  of  her  works  to  Wnx  than  to  other  sons 
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i^^'^:'n^f^^f£Z^^^^^^^^^  Even 

Roothing.  where  he  could  show  htl  f?  ' '''/"™  °^  *^>«  '•«ad 
P  aying-card  and  aflame  ^^thaStnm''^t^''  '"*  '^''«  ^  <^'ub 
edge,  against  the  farTev  desola  .on"  }Y  '\!^  °"  ^he 
sunless  tides,  he  knew  such  invac"  o^^enth  Island  am 

a  child's  achieved     iirw?X\:r"^'^'"\*'°"^h^^ 
any  man  that  ever  lived     Af  tZ  /?  ^i  "^^  "^"*^^  0"^  of  li 
this  heir  to  evervthin,?  anA^. .      lu°"^^^  °^  ^^^  contrast  bet. 
all  her  life  long^woufd^  ^Z""'^''  9^'^'  '^^'  Poor  w3 
rushed  to  her  eves  andc?!        I  """^'''^  *°  *^e  bade  door  t 

you  might  Se^'S'tgtr'.'^''^^^^^^^^ 
.  What,  do  you  really  miS  abont  it  ^°°^^  ^^  ^^^  ^har 
m  his  tone  told  her  the  wo  sf  abou  'h^T'^'V  "  ^^^  '^'l 
kmdnesses  to  Roger  "  Oh  Vrf  lu^^'^  ^°'"*^«^  and  mechar 
sobbed.  "  Very  wefl'IlbenketoSm  ''^h'"  ^y^^'"&."  she  al^ 
after  a  minute,  wi  h "Se  at.T^n^'K^'^^^'^^^^^^tly.adc 

moment  and  wanted  to  buE^Vi?^^' A?^  It  "  ^'  ^^''^ 
do  hit  him.  .     ."    But  fnr?i4       .    ..      ^^'  "»"fns,  I  ne 
glow  of  his  face  was  clouded  wkht.°^  '^'  "^""^"^  ^^e  gol 
tucking  him  up  that  nS  he   'a?d  tT''^«  ^^e  , 

know  prob'Iv  Roser'^  trnf  rn     u    ,T   "  *"  ofj-hand  way   "  \ 
I'll  be  able  Lp°!y  iifhhT^nr'^\''^^u'  ^'''  been  away,  a 
laughed  happilj.  The  wS  S  ""^l" ^/^^'"es  back."^' 
unnatural  haU  of  Rogenhf Sd^Sed"  ''^  '^"^^^^^^  ' 
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CHAPTER  VI 

Then,  a  week  later,  Harry  died.  That  might  have  meant  grief 
wrecking  and  inexpressible,  for  she  discovered  that  she  was  still 
his.  Love  lay  in  her,  indestructible  as  an  element.  It  was  true 
that  passion  was  gone  from  her  for  ever,  but  that  had  been  merely 
an  alloy  added  to  it  by  nature  when  she  desired  to  use  it  as 
currency  to  buy  continuance,  and  love  itself  had  survived. 
She  might  have  lacerated  herself  with  mourning  for  the  fracture 
of  their  marriage  and  the  separation  of  their  later  years  had  it 
not  been  for  the  beautiful  thing  that  had  happened  the  afternoon 
before  he  died.  It  was  so  beautiful  that  she  hardly  ever  re- 
hearsed its  details  co  herself,  preferring  to  guard  it  in  her  heart 
as  one  guards  sacred  things,  preserving  it  immaculate  even  from 
her  own  thoughts.  It  had  lifted  the  shame  from  her  destiny. 
She  perceived  that  the  next  day,  when  Richard  came  in  and 
stood  stumbUng  with  the  handle  of  the  door,  instead  of  running 
to  the  table,  though  she  had  arranged  it  specially,  as  if  this 
were  a  birthday,  with  four  candles  instead  of  two,  and  had 
baked  him  a  milk  loaf  for  a  treat,  aud  had  cut  the  last  Michael- 
mas daisies  from  the  garden  and  set  them  in  blanched  mauve 
clouds  about  the  dark  edges  of  the  room. 

"  Mother,  the  squire's  dead,"  he  said  at  length.  That  she  knew 
already.  She  had  divined  it  early  in  the  afternoon,  when  the  village 
people  began  togo  past  the  house  in  twos  and  threes,  walkingslowly 
and  Laming  their  faces  towards  her  windows.  "  Yes,  dear,"  she 
answered  evenly,  "."other,  is  it  true  that  the  squire  was  my 
father?  All  the  other  boys  say  so."  She  had  anticipated  thi-- 
moment  for  years  with  terror,  because  always  before  it  had  seemed 
to  her  that  when  it  came  she  must  break  down  and  tell  him  how 
she  had  been  shamed  and  abandoned  and  cast  away  to  infamy, 
and  she  had  dreaded  that  this  might  make  him  frightened  of  life. 
But  bficauKO  of  what  had  h.^ppened  the  day  before  she  was  able 
to  smile,  as  if  they  were  talking  of  happy  things,  and  say  slowly 
and  delightedly,  "  Yes,  you  are  his  son."  He  walked  slowly 
across  the  room,  knitting  his  brows  and  staring  at  her  with 
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act  from  them,  and  hSSr  a?once  a  om^f  "f.f  °"^«  ''"P^^ 

to  find  out  what  it  is  as  snnn  nc  v!:   *j^?"'ck  mdignant  resolu 

sense  that  the  truth  must  i«  ^   '^^^'  ^l*^  *  ^'°^'  ^^q^ies. 

veiled.    At  her  See  hi  hal^d  Z^  ^'^^u^  *^'"^  ''  '^  ^as  tc 

But  the  peace  in  her  4e  m^^'e  ,u  '  f'^"'^^  "^  ^^ : 

an  off-hand  manner  ■   *'  Sm  J   m-    *"  '°°'''^'  ^"^  ^e  saic 

of  the  Severn  is  the  best '•  a^d  tLn '?  ^T'"^"  ^^>^  "'V  " 

table.    '•  Ooh,  mur^,  mUk-loaf !  ••    ^h"'"'?^*^  ^"""^  ^*  ^^e  t 

that  all  was  well  vdth  him     tk     ^''^  '^°'*''^  ^^^  ^  he  contini 

but  it  evidently  w^not^nvtWn/f'''  l^"^  ^'''^  ^is  fath, 

seemed  funny  that  he  ?nH  ^^l^  t°  "^^^«  *  ^"ss  about  • 

grown-ups  ZeaJwajJ  ddne  flnv  ?."^"'*  "^^^  ^^S^^^er, 
to  be  all  right.  .      ^       ^  ^"""^  ^^'"5^  ;   anyway,  it  seem 

me^^.Vnd  r^LTng  ISX't^ause  hTh'T  ^"^^  ^  « 
dangerous  moment  so  Slv  IC  ^^^^.P^^ed  through  t\ 
would  participate  in  thphl^^fi."u^*'""''^  h^""  t^^t  Roger  al 
pening^of  t7e  day  be  or''"tow  Tf ^^  ^^  *^^  ^^^"^'^  ^l' 
made  not  humiliating  but  o7v  J.H  ^'I!  ^^^  ^/^^  ^^^  ^o^ 
feei  angry  with  him  icam^h»^  •^'^'.  ^^^  ^°^d  no  long, 
she  wrS  to  Susan  Rodnev  an^'^''!'^  »^  '  ^'  '*•  ^^^*  "'«' 
during  the  week  before  Christml'^  ^''  '°  ^""^  ^'"^  ^ac 

that^sToS'  S.'?S^!J:tnX^!t'.:^  t^e,  electric  cloci 

things,  and  memo^  Z  ?Z  ^^  ^:V^  ^^ 

ti^^^^elo^^nl^'ll}^^^^^^  Peacey's  letter  saying 

nothing  but  reHef       t  wi^'disSin'.^^^'^'^  '"^  ^''  '^^'^'^ 
letter,  to  have  to  read  so  m^v^W  ^'  1  '°r^'  *°  Set  that 
neat,  inflated  handwitin?   h^/i"?  'V  *^^^  loathsome,  large. 
those  toys  which  heTads^en^Ro^r  '°°^  '*-'^^*  ''  "^^^"^  ttfa 
as  she  thought   merelft^^i    ?^^I  ^^^^^  "'^  "^^"ths  were  not. 

of  his  existenc  .  bu'sli^Tt^i^lt  hJ?r  ^'H  ^^  ^«™-^i"g  he 
father  to  hi=  =on   and  fSL  I  ^^"^  '"^^"^  ^^anted  to  be  a 

declaring  his' dtVf^il^"^^^  '^^'^^  -as  dead  he  was' 
^  y.     *  nat  made  her  very  happy,  for  she 
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knew  that  love  from  the  worst  man  on  earth  would  be  more 
nourishing  for  the  boy  than  her  insincerity.  She  did  not  tell 
Richard,  because  she  could  not  have  borne  to  see  how  pleased  he 
would  look,  but  she  went  about  the  house  light-heartedly  for 
winter  days,  bursting  with  song,  and  then  penitently  checking 
herself  and  planning  to  send  Koger  extravagant  presents  for 
Christmas,  un»il  Susan  Rodney's  letter  came.  She  had  sat  with 
it  op)en  on  her  lap,  feoling  sick  and  wondering  in  whose  care  she 
could  leave  Richard  while  she  went  down  to  Dawlish  and  fetched 
the  poor  little  thing  away,  for  quite  a  long  time,  before  it  occurred 
to  her  that  Harry  bad  never  told  her  the  secret  by  which  he 
held  Peacey  in  subjection.  Immediately  she  realised  that 
Peacey  knew  this.  Out  of  his  cold,  dilettante  knowledge  he 
had  known  that  when  she  and  Harry  met  they  would  not  be 
able  to  speak  his  name  for  more  than  one  minute.  She  wished 
she  were  the  kind  of  woman  who  fainted  from  fear.  The  clock 
ticked,  and  not  less  steadily  beat  her  heart,  and  nothing  came 
to  distract  her  from  looking  into  the  face  of  this  fact  that  she 
had  now  no  power  over  Peacey  and  he  knew  it. 

Then  she  huddled  forward  towards  the  fire,  which  no  longer 
seemedtoheat  her,  and  Susan'sletter  fell  fromherlapintothefender. 
She  picked  it  up,  crying, ' '  Oh,  my  baby,  how  little  I  care  for  you  I  " 
and  struck  herself  on  the  forehead  as  she  reflected  how  many  ex- 
pedients would  have  suggested  themselves  to  her  if  it  had  been 
Richard  who  was  being  maltreated  down  at  Dawlish.  She 
sat  down  and  wrote  a  lying  letter  to  Peacey,  threatening  him 
with  the  disclosure  of  the  secret  she  did  not  know,  and  then, 
because  the  grandfather  clock  twanged  out  three  and  she  knew 
the  post  was  collected  five  minutes  past,  she  ran  out  into  the 
windy  afternoon  bareheaded.  The  last  part  of  the  distance, 
down  the  High  Street,  she  ran,  but  she  got  into  the  grocer's 
shop  too  late  and  found  Mr.  Hemming  just  about  to  seal 
the  bag.  "Oh,  Mr.  Hemming!"  she  gasped.  The  three 
women  in  the  shop  turned  round  and  looked  at  her  curiously, 
and  she  perceived  that  if  she  betrayed  her  agony  now  she  would 
lose  all  the  ground  she  had  gained  during  the  past  few  years 
by  her  affectation  of  well-being.  If  it  leaked  out,  as  it  certainly 
would,  unless  she  at  once  lowered  the  present  temperature  of 
the  moment,  that  a  few  days  after  Harry's  death  she  had  been 
excitedly  sending  a  letter  to  Peacey,  the  village  people  would  go 
through  her  story  all  over  again  to  try  to  find  out  what  this  could 
possibly  mean,  and  would  rcmenibcr  that  it  was  a  tragedy,  and 
once  more  she  would  be  the  victim  of  that  hostility  which  the 
happy  feel  for  the  unhappy.    Yet  she  found  herself  making  a 
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breathing  heavily  anTauai   *"°"'  *^'  ^*"*  °"^  «'  ^h 

could   to  U    him"U^T;en%<;'Vhe'    r   '^'7"' 

People    against    me,   and    c7n   Jl    ^      *'''*^"*    °^    t' 

with  Kichard.     Oh    pTer    lAm  ft"^    ^°   '^»"g 

She  was  indeed     F      S  d  ^  *•  *''*''^  ^^^^  to  you. 

blandly  that Xre  wa.,  no?>.  ''^  '^'T^  ^^^^ey's  letter  « 

feel  asLme'cS.  aS^eaJtH?hat^he  .'l"''  °'  "^"^'^  ^e 

powerless,  she  was  gUd      She  sat  1!^?'  ^^  "P  ^"^  ^^ 

answer,  a  warning  that  if  t»  e  rhi li      "  ^"'^  '"^^^^  ^er  ^ 

week  she  would  come  do,^  fn  n    T^u"°^  ^"*  ''^ck  wit 

infamo-is  fear  lestTnJ  i?  £  .^'''^''^  ^"^  '^^^^  it.  wi, 

wrote  back,  pointing  omthIt^,>?.'T'°"'-.   ^"^  ^^en  P, 

that  he  wouffbe  taLn  out  o  her  cSoS'vl/r"^  ""''  ^^'''^ 

this  fuss  about  Roper   she  rSSf  •       ^^  '  ^^®  ^'^"^  O"  m; 

letter  into  small  pS £d  drnnZ.i"}l!^^'^^^^y-    She  ton 

It  reels  with  the  d^Jl  rL  o/4  Jt.H  °7  ^°*'  "  '^'^^^  ' 

no  denser  than  a  dream  ifL^/  •.  "^i^^"  ^^^  some  slight  e 

act  that  the  Snd  can  h^rdl J  r^S  ''t^  "^'^  Penitence  for  s 

are  the  voice  of  aSolute  v^S^.V'  ?f  ^^^  "^  J"^^'"' 

Roger.    When  at  nights  she  ,k?h  t        "^'"^  "°*  ^^^«  ^t  all 

I'ttle  figure  standing^n  his  shirt   ni'l'^^  u"  ^^«  ^^^^kness 

fists,  as  Susan  toldVer  he  S'tn  <?  "^/^^^^^  ^*^  ^^t'' 

suddenly  out  of  his  slSp  to  f^h  en  him  'h"  ^'^"""^  ^^"^'^^  ^ 

less  and  abstract.    That  she  hn^,        :  ^'''".P^y  ^^  ^^^'^^ 

to  its  doom  caused  her  no  earthnli"'^  ''"^^^  ^^^^  the  cl 

of  annoyance.     Yet    he  knew  ilTi  \^  ""^  'T'''^^  ^"t  a  sto 

soul  had  taken  a  deck  on  to      ^^^"^J^our  of  the  day  that  1 

would  hurt  he?.  °"  '°  '"^"^  the  child  in  some  way  tl 

a.n^tmas!'wrn"sh:  wT^LL'hf  "•  *^^'^  ^^^PP^'  '«- 
Richard,  the  postman  came^p^^^d  hw  h\'^^  ^"'"^'^"  ^" 

-Plain  Why  she  did'^t  ^  ^i^ntfe^tfh  ^^  X"  £. 
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Susan  to  write  to  her.  Weekly  Marion  received  letters 
cursing  her  cruelly  in  not  coming,  wxitten  in  an  honest 
writing  that  made  them  hurt  the  more.  She  took  it  and 
smiled  in  the  postman's  face.  "  Well,  how  is  Mrs.  Brown 
getting  on  with  the  new  baby  ?  "  When  he  had  gone  she  gave 
it  to  Richard  and  told  him  to  go  and  drop  it  in  the  kitchen  fire. 
While  he  was  away  she  stood  and  stared  down  at  the  acid  green 
of  the  winter  grass,  and  wondered  what  she  had  missed  by  not 
reading  the  letter,  what  story  of  blows  delivered  cunningly  here 
and  there  so  that  they  did  not  mark,  or  of  petting  that  skilfully 
led  up  to  a  sudden  h'int  of  terrifying  temper ;  and  suddenly 
she  was  conscious  of  a  fret  in  the  air.  and  said  wonderiiigly, 
"  It  is  far  too  early  for  the  Spring.  We  are  hardly  mto  February 
yet."  Kut  tiie  fret  had  been  not  in  the  air  but  in  herself,  and 
the  change  of  season  it  had  foreboded  had  been  in  her  own  soul. 
That  very  night  she  had  begun  to  have  bad  dreams.  Twice 
before  the  dawn  she  was  stoned  down  Roothing  High  Street, 
even  as  seven  years  before  men  looked  at  her  from  behind  glazed, 
amused  masks  ;  and  she  had  put  up  her  hand  to  her  head  and 
found  that  a  stone  had  drawn  blood  ;  and  Mr.  Goode's  kind 
voice  said  something  about,  "  A  bit  of  boys'  fun,  Mr.  Peacey," 
and  she  had  stared  before  her  at  a  black,  broadclothed  bulk. 
In  the  morning  she  woke  sweating  like  an  overdriven  horse, 
and  said  to  herself,  "  This  is  the  worst  night  I  have  spent  in 
all   my   life.    Pray   God    I   may   never   spend  another   like 

But  henceforward  half  her  nights  were  to  be  like  that.  By 
day  her  soul  walked  like  a  peacock  on  its  green  lawTi,  proudly, 
pompously,  struttingly,  because  she  was  the  mother  of  this 
gorgeous  son.  There  was  no  moment  of  her  waking  life  that 
he  did  not  gild,  for  either  he  had  not  long  gone  out  and  had  turned 
at  the  gate  to  wave  good-bye  with  a  gesture  so  dear  that  when  she 
thought  of  it  she  dug  her  nails  into  her  palms  in  an  agony  of 
tenderness,  or  he  was  just  coming  back  and  she  must  get  some- 
thing ready  for  him.  Even  after  he  had  gone  to  school  he  built 
her  a  bulwark  against  misery  which  endured  till  the  night  fell, 
for  in  the  few  hours  that  remained  after  she  had  finished  the 
work  she  had  now  undertaken  on  the  farm  she  read  his  letters 
over  and  over  again.  They  were  queer  and  disturbing  and 
delicious  letters,  and  they  hinted  that  there  was  a  content 
in  their  relationship  which  had  never  yet  b:  m  put  into  words, 
for  they  were  full  of  records  of  his  succ  .i  s  in  class  and  at 
games. 

Now    he  had    that    complete  lack  of  satisfaction  in  his 
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r^^l^^^^^S"  ^^P'^  ^'^^'  to  be  ., 
when  he  made  his  cemnrv™  ^''^  sword-stilf  extreme  S 
the  knowledge  that  h^  ^  '"  ^  "'^'^ooJ  match  he  w^.  °  . 
when  he  was^held  Jf  ,1,^' "°*  ^  ^'^^^l  a  player  Ts  pfn 

he  knew  they  were  botTunde^^^^  ^^^^"  to%uspec 

her  these  evidences  of  his  .„!  ^^"'  ^"^  ^hat  he  w£  £ 
a;n  adjutant  of  a  banished  T^i'^''^^  ''''^'  ^he  other  pec 
shoot  down  on  the  d  y^  ^t  had  "^f  J  ^^"^  hIS  ^'o 
home  for  the  holidav«  L     -1  ^^'^  ^'^'^ed  him.    Wh^n  hJ 

another  destmy,  for  she  did  not  thin^^^'  ^'""^     "°*  ^^^^  ^^1 

Bu7?i"f^  People  even  if  ?hey  had\t'^^^°"^^  «ver  h 
^ut  that  was  onlv  h«v  ^    .•  V     ^^  oeen  nice  to  h^r 

staggered  downVoSing  Sf/r'?""^.     ^^^  th?n£h, 
the  brown  sunshine  ofThp  I   .  ^'^'^*  "nder  stones   or  fnf 

migh.  8rowtar,h'a,''"o~H '*"""'?'  a  liWo'to    t  .«„* 
than  any  pleasure,    b'^"'^'  ™^^  Para  >vl,ich  she  cowe  ?mor. 

'-»'  -.,,,  ,,.  ,     -he  ,a.  e„™  ,„^e  ^.  ,, 
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again  been  stoned  and  that  she  had  started  up,  crying  out. 
Harry  I  Harry !        She  heard  the  latch  of  the  door  lift,  and 
son, -one    stood    on    her    thresliold    breathing    angrily.    Half 
-^c.'p,    she   mumbled,    "Harry,   it    can't    be   you'  "    A 

voice  ansvvero<i  haltingly,  "No,"  and  a  match  scratched",  and 
Kiohard  cro^.'^ed  the  room  and  lit  the  candle  by  her  bedside. 
mk;  cou.d  not  see  him,  for  the  light  was  too  strong  after  the 
darknes.,  and  she  could  not  quite  climb  out  of  her  dream,  but  she 
rocked  her  head  from  side  to  side  and  muttered.  "  Go  to  bed  I'm 
all  right  all  right."  But  he  sat  down  on  her  bed  and  took  he™ 
f-.?h  '"  w,;  ^""^  said  sullenly,  "You've  been  calUng  out  for  my 
father.  Why  are  you  doing  that  ?  "  She  whimpered,  "  Nothing 
I  vva.s  only  dreammg.'  But  he  went  on,  terrif^ng  her  through 
her  vei  of  sleep.  "  I  know  all  about  it,  mother  The  other 
boys  told  me  about  it  And  Goodtart  said  something  once."  His 
hand  nghtened  on  hers  "  You  used  to  meet  him  up  at  Zl 
temple.       For  a  minute  he  paused,  and  seemed  to  be  shuddering 

S's  the  mattS''^""  "'"  ^^  °'^^"-    "'^^'^'^  ^^'  '^  *^"  ^ 

.t.^Si'^ii^r'^  ""'^'''"  *^^  ^Jr["  '^^^"e  rage  in  his  tone  and 
fiS?  ^  ""V  "T""^'  ^^'■""g^^  h*''r  drowsiness  there  was 
floatnig  some  idea  that  the  salvation  of  her  soul  depended  on 
keeping  stiff  and  s.lent,  but  because  she  was  still  net^d  in  the 
dream  and  the  beating  of  the  tin  cans  distracted  her.  she  ?ouJd 
not  follow  It  and  grasp  it,  and  soon  she  desired  to  tel  him  ^ 
niuch  as  she  had  always  before  feared  it.  In  her  long  retaS 
she  felt  like  a  suspended  wave  forbidden  to  bieak  on  the  shore 

hL^.??r^  '^^\'  ^"^  '^''^  ^'^''^  her  hands  imploringly  to 
hm  so  that  he  bent  down  and  kissed  her.     It  was  as  if  the  heat 

out  '■  R-.  !f '^I'T^  T^  "uP''"  h"'  '"'^"t'^'  ^"d  she  sobbed 
bear  it  I  "  ^^'  ""^  ""^  "^^^^  ^  ^^'""^  ^hat  I  can't 

"  What  boy  did  that  ?  " 

Ro:i.!i„g'Higi! iiSet'' ^"*-  '''""^ ' --  ='°-<' ^°™ 

•'Mother,  mother.     Tell  me  about  that  " 

She  wailed  out  everything,  while  the  hand  that  held  hers 
gradually  becanie  wet  with  sweat.  At  the  end  o  her  tellS 
she  drew  her    hair    across  her  face  and  looked    ud   at  S 

^H^^tot"  l^k  '  "A^^   '  ^"^  ^r  ' ;'  '''^  ^-^'-^      '' H-" 

XS¥J^-  ^^^  -"^"er  ^i:^ 
at  the  sight  of  his  beauty  and  his  young  malencss  and  she  c£d 
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Ce^tT"'  "  ^«"'  -h«^h-  I  have  lost  him  or  not.  1 

--^^^^I'^tl^t'.^^^^^  he    bentfo 

Jt-  Then  he  pulled  hSf  nn  ,^^"^;  ^"'^  began  to 
he  had  heard  were  a  Se  tVa?  S^f !  ^"""^^^'^  ^'  '^  ^^e 
shouted  in  his  queer  voL  wM  T^^^  '^^P  ^^  ^im,  and  o 
I  would  hke  to\m  them'a^  !  or  """^  '^^^^^'"^'  "  ^c 
love  y«"  so,  I  love  you  so  ^h'  >'«",Poor  little  moth 

clothes  for  one  instant  ",^h    "  "  "    ,  ^^  ^""'^d  his  face  it 

conscience  ofhertears  lipoid  his":?  ""^T  ^"  ^««P'  -"^ 
"P.  and  covered  her  S  k-i  ™  ^^'"^  ^er  and  raisec 
comforting  things  %hTJ  'T'  ^"^  "ii'ttered  little  lo 
began  to  lighte"fand  she  hTto  ^''^'•^''-'^'  ^"^  ""^'  the 
out  all  the  misery^  she  had  L  I  i  ^'"^  ^^''^  *«  bed.  sol 
^^"ttogo.  ThTtleliLdll3o^.\«P^t°  herself.  He  did 
soidy  mto  dreamless  sleep  "" '   ^"^  ^^erwards  she  slij 

besoi:ceTryt"'/o°n%^"^^^^^^^  ^hat  a  mother  sh. 

she  slept  a  pang  of  guilt  as  if  she  had  I   ^^  ^'^  '"'"'^  ^^^^  be 

bruismg  ripe  grapeslgainS  hefr^onfh      »  '"""^  ^'^^  ^  •^^"sua 

o  do  m  this  life  ?     Surely  it  isTo  n.V    "^  '^"  *'"«  '^"o^^"  ^v 

that  It  cannot  be  unlau'fuJ '  and  bv  .S    '^.  4"  ^''^P«  «^t  of  1 

she  could  now  bring  her  Crft  Lf  1"^  ^''J'^''^  '  ^''^hard 

^irelyshehadtherfehtM-^of    n"'?  ^''"^^^t  dream  to  an  ei 

that  by  the  discSe  Vf  h^,^^^,|j^hard  love  her  ;  and  sh  "kn 

bmding  his  manhood  to  her  as  she  hJI  P^^^g^nies  she  . 

her  childhood.     Yet  after  ev?rvHi^^.^""?  ^''  boyhood  a 

to  save  her  from  a  bad  dream^she'^L^?  '^'  ^-"^  ^^'^^^  ^ 

She  could  not  understand  wh^t^ti^!^  th,s  conviction  of  gui 

of  her  uneasy  sense  that  in  Vf^V         \"^-     ^*  '''^  partlv  bo. 

g'vmg  Richard  a  false  in  pess  on  of 7^'^^  '^'  ^^  "n^-^'hn,: 

blanie  too  heavily  on  poor  Sarrv    l     '  '^'l''"^^  ^hioh  laid  t> 

the  boy  of  all  Peacev's  vHl^     ^,'  ''^^^"'^  ^he  could  not  yet  te 

what  had  broken  her'^ual'^'^^^'.^^V^-^VPlain^    concluding 

founder  offence  than  thbthat^L  .^^^^^.''t'on.     But  it  was  I  ,,ro 

She  did  not  know  what  it  wa.  b  ?t  f  Z'T^  ^'^^  committing 

expiatory  quality  that  itZtL  .f  "robbed  her  torment  of  am 

she  evoked  the  little  figurT^fn^l  nSh A"''!  t  '^-     ^^^  "o^^'-  wh.r 

Its  fists,  she  felt  nothinf     There  w^.^'^':L^'^'^"g  ^he  dark  witJi 

pain  m  her  heart.     As  much  a^eve   T  '^'  '"'^^^^^  P^^"^^^  '^^ 

But  worst  of  all  it  wi  to  h^t  vf^'^f '  ''^'  ^"  '^'"Pha". 
this  matter  for  onr«  and  far    n       t     *be  opportunitv  to  .eftlp 
have  missed  it.    For  RogerTame  hi V"*  n^l!"^"  ^^  ^^'^l-  and  to 
^oger  came  back.    Richard  ^vas  seventeen. 


THE  JUDGE 


819 


r  not.  I  h,..e 

bent  forward 
gan    to    ki^s 
s  if  the  story 
.  and  a]mo>"t 
>g.  "  Motih-r, 
e  mother  I  I 
■  face  in  the 
3,  and  then, 
id  raised  hor 
ittle  loving, 
ntil  the  sky 
bed.  sobbed 
He  did  not 
she  shppod 

ther  should 
t  just  before 
s  sensual  as 
know  what 

out  of  ];,■]] 

Richard ! " 
to  an  end. 
i  she  kiirw 
es  she  was 
^hood  and 
called  him 
n  of  gnjlt. 
irtly  born 
nwiilinsly 
1  laid  the 
ot  yet  telJ 
ding  ill  at 
as  a  jiro- 
imitting. 
It  of  any 
>w,  when 
ark  with 
omise  of 
lan. 

to  settle 
,  and  to 
r'enteen, 


and  had  gone  to  sea.  How  proud  she  had  felt  the  other  dav  when 
fcJlen  had  asked  why  he  had  gone  to  sea !  He  might  do  many 
things  for  his  wife,  but  nothing  comparable  to  that  irasrible 
leat  of  forcing  life  s  hand  and  leaping  straight  from  boyhood 
into  manhood  by  leaving  school  and  becoming  a  sailor  at  sixteen 
so  that  he  should  be  admirable  to  his  mother.  During  the 
holidays  when  he  formed  the  intention,  she  had  watched  him  well 
from  under  her  hds  and  had  guessed  that  his  pride  was  disgusted 
at  his  adolescent  clumsiness  and  moodiness  and  that  he  wanted 
to  hide  himself  from  her  until  he  felt  himself  uncriticisable  in 
his  conduct  of  adult  life.  She  had  had  to  alter  that  opinion 
to  include  another  movement  of  lis  soul  when,  as  they  travelled 
together  to  London  the  day  he  joined  his  ship,  he  turned  to  her 
ana  saui :  My  father  never  saw  any  fighting,  did  he  ?  "  She 
had  met  his  eyes  with  wonder,  and  he  had  pressed  the  point 
rather  roughly  He  was  in  the  army,  %vasn't  he  ?  But  he 
didn  t  see  any  fighting  did  he  ?  "  She  had  stammered  :  "  No 
i  don  t  think  so.  And  he  had  turned  away  with  a  little  stiff- 
lipped  smile  of  satisfaction.  That  had  distressed  her.  but  she 
had  a  vague  and  selfish  feeling  that  she  would  imperil  something 
if  she  argued  the  point.  But  whatever  his  motives  for  going 
had  been  she  was  glad  that  he  went,  for  though  she  hirself 
r.'t'lri''  "'"  M  '"  ^"f  h'"g  outside  her  relationships,  she  knew 
that  travel  would  afford  him  a  thousand  excitements  that  would 
evoke  his  magnificence. 

f..,  ^^l  ^^""^-  '^""^  ''-u?'  ^'^  "^^  expected  to  come  home  she  had 
found  her  joy  impossible  to  support  under  the  eyes  of  the  servant 
V^A  V  farm-men.  for  she  had  grown  very  sly  about  her  fellow-men. 
and  knew  that  it  was  best  to  hide  happiness  lest  someone  jealous 
should  put^ou  their  hand  to  destroy  it.  So  she  had  gone  do^^ 
to  the  orchard  and  sat  m  the  crook  of  a  tree,  looking  out  at  an 
opal  estuary  where  a  frail  rainstorm  spun  like  a  ^p  in  tS 
suns  une  before  the  variable  April  gusts  She  wonde?ed  how 
his  dear  brown  face  would  look  now  he  had  outfaced  daneeT 
and  had  been  burned  by  strange  suns.  She  had  Ssuddenfy 
the  sound  of  steps  coming  down  the  path,  and  she  had  tS 
in  ecstasy  ;  but  there  was  nobody  there  but  a  pale  voung^an 
who  looked  hke  one  of  the  East-End  trippers  who  d5  throKhe 
summer  months  persistently  trespassedTn  the  farm  Sf  As 
he  saw  her  he  stopped,  and  she  was  about  to  order  him  to  Ip^v^ 
the  orchid  by  the  nearest  gate  when  he  flapS  Ls  ve  "  ^S 
hands  and  cned  out.  "  Mummie  !  Mummie  !^  Ihe'ewi  a 
whisthng  quality  m  the  cry  that  instantly  convinced  h^r  ^h! 
drew  herself  taut  and  prepared  to  ded  4h TS  £  a^pirild 
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woman  deals  with  a  KmaiJpr  k.  . 
P'pmg  exultantly,  "K,..v  I'm  sS..  t  ^  ^^  '"^^  t^^ar. 
live  Nvith-the  vicar  savs%o^  STr  ^  'k"  '"^  ^'^o  I  ^ 
son,  and  suffered  herself  to  be  foMpH  "'k'"''"'"^  ^^^^^  he  v 

sl^own  hinfself  just1s"g  iJ^heSteTJs  tf  h"i\'^^  ^^^e 

He  would  not  speak  of  the  vcaTof  ill  1    .^""^  ^f  °  ^  ^ 

had  emerged,  save  to  say  tSlv  nt    ^^IT'"*  ^'"^"^  ^^ 

revoltmg,  grateful  whine  in  h  s  vl'n  I     ""u^  ""^'^  ^S''^^"'  ^ 

worked  to  keep  the  peace  when  fSr^^  ^"'^  ^""^  ^usa 

It  appeared  tliat  for  thehsUwo  tt.     K^^^  T  «^  ^^^  bad  , 

m  a draper'sshopat  Exeter  aid^^^K  ..  ^'^^  ^"""  ^"  ^PP^ 

and  overworked^andlmSoned  froSh^r.^.'^      ^^^"  "-' 

complained  of  was  that  thr* 'tain     W.*.^"^  ^^^' ^U  th 

his  light  eyes  when  he  saiS  thaf  an^'  l^^'     '^'^''  ^^"^<^ 

was  nothing  in  his  soul  sTve  sickh    H^  '^' .P^''^^^'^^  that 

course  this  inexterminabiriove  ^  S"""!.'"""^^"^^'  ^' 

be  any  end  to  that.     All  through  fL-:,^^^*''^  ^'^u^d  r 

putting  down  his  fork  with  ?ZJ^^,  ^^^^^^  "^^^  he  ken 

^vould  say  whistlinglv     ^Onh     ^  ''^'^*'^^^  ^^'^king  on  it 

think  it  4st  be  my  imaginadonTou  E  '^'T  '"°' '  ^  ""^ 

oniair.     I  don't  tU  ^ve^^eTe^Tee^^^ -\-^^^^^^^^^^ 

-  the";  wll^/Z-^- f-d^  He  said  to  her  in  the  aftern 
the  memory  of  which  he  had  apparS^tlly  ^fl  ^''''''  ^  '^ 
^ou  know,  mummie,  when  HoK  nt  5'"'^''!'""*''"^"^^ 
to  run  away  and  find  you,  she  sSd  th.f  t'^'tl!  *^^*  ^  ^'^  P'' 
but  I  mustn't  be  disappiinted^f{,^^*jha?  better  try  my  1^ 
knew  you  would.  mumiSe  "  ^  "  '^''^"  *  ^'^"t  me.    Bu; 

wa.in|e'erSSey"1^^^^^^^^^  her,  whi 

hehadbetter  trvhisluckwi  hher  hi.iif  .A^- '  ^^^"'^"  *houg 
been  a  heU.  and  that  he  wi  not  comn  •  ""'^^  ^}'  ^^"^^'^  "^"^^  ha 
niuttered,  "I'm  glad  you  knew howTf^?T^°.^^-  ^'^"^hing,  si 
notfimch.    When  it  was  p^St  ^nn'^p^^^^'^^^^^ysh^d 

she  cut  for  Roger  the  pastrjthatthe' had  h^l'^A'^  had  not  com 
laughed  across  the  table  at  him  nc  . k  ^^^^'^  ^o'"  ^be  other,  an 
opened  and  the  son  she  loved  ^nv'^^f '  ^^  when  the  doc 
looking  sleepy  and. secret^^TeaWn'^^^  into  the  ro.n 
excited.  She  stood  up  sn^in^g!  ^d^TyS^,  ^^^^l^^^ 
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here,  Richard  I  "  She  thought  as  she  said  it  how  like  she  was 
to  a  wife  who  defiantly  faces  her  husband  when  one  of  her 
relations  whom  he  does  not  like  has  come  to  tea,  and  she  tried 
to  be  amused  by  the  resemblance.  But  Richard's  eyes  moved 
to  the  stranger's  gaping,  welcoming  face,  hardened  with  con- 
tempt, and  returned  to  lier  face.  He  became  very  pale  It 
evidently  seemed  to  him  *he  grossest  indecency  on  her  part  to 
allow  a  third  person  to  be  p.  esent  at  their  meetings,  and  indeed  she 
herself  felt  faint,  as  she  had  used  to  do  when  she  met  Harry  in 
front  of  other  people.  But  she  pulled  out  of  herself  a  clucking 
cry  that  might  have  come  from  some  happy  mother  without  a 
history  :   "  Richard  !  don't  you  see  it's  Roger  I  " 

Surely,  after  having  been  able  to  keep  the  secret  of  what  she 
felt  for  him  through  that  torturing  moment  when  she  found 
Richard  s  displeasure,  she  had  the  right  to  expect  that  all  would 
^°j  n-  ,.  ^*  ^^  loathsome  having  him  in  the  house,  and  she 
and  Richard  were  hardly  ever  alone.     But  her  bad  dreams  left 
her.    This  was  life  simple  as  the  Christians  said  it  was.  in  which 
one  might  hug  seienity  by  the  conscientious  performance  of  a 
disagreeable  duty.     Yet  there  came  a  day,  about  three  weeks 
^  5j  i^  coming,  when  Roger  sat  glumly  at  the  midday  meal 
and  did  not  talk,  as  he  had  ordinarily  done,  about  the  chaps  at 
Exeter,  and  how  there  was  one  chap  who  could  imitate  birds' 
calls  so  that  you  couldn't  hardly  tell  the  difference,  and  how 
another  chap  had  an  uncle  who  was  a  big  grocer  and  used  to 
send  him  a  box  of  crystallised  fruit  at  Christmas  ;  and  immedi- 
ately the  meal  was  finished  be  rose  and  left  the  room,  instead  of 
waiting  about  and  saj'ing,  "  I  s'pose  you  aren't  going  for  a  walk 
are   you,    mummie  ?  "     ReUeved   by   his   departure,  she   had 
leaned  back  in  her  chair  and  smiled  up  at  Richard,  saying  "  How 
brown  you  are  still !  "  when  suddenly  there  had  fl^hed  across 
her  a  recollection  of  how  Roger's  shoulders  had  loolied  as  he  went 
out  of  the  room,  and  she  started  up  to  run  out  and  find  him 
He  was  in  one  of  the  outhouses,  clumsily  trying  to  carpenter 
sotnethmg  that  was  to  be  a  surprise  to  somebody.    He  did  not 
look  up  when  she  came  in.  though  he  said  with  a  funny  lift  in 
his  voice      Hello,  mummy!"    She  stood  over  him,  watchine 
his  work  tUl  she  could  not  bear  to  look  at  his  warty  hands  any 
longer,  and  then  asked  :    "  Roger,  dear,  is  there  anything  the 
matter  ?       She  spoke  to  him  always  without  anv  character 
in  her  piirases,  hke  a  mother  in  books.    He  mumbled.  "  Nothine 
mumime,'' but  would  not  lift  his  head  ;  and  after  a  gulping  minute 
whimpered  :  "  I  want  to  go  back  to  the  shop."    '•  BackTo  the 
shop.  dear.     But  I  thought  you  hated  it.    DarUng.  what  is 
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a  very  wise^hing  to  do      ^'^  ">^-    ^^-^aps  that  had  n 

and'lS'd^^S^.'^s:^^^^^^^  to  R 

thing  to  Roger  that  wn?,M       i     u-       ^°"  haven't  dor 

having  him  here?''    He  ^1°'''^"  ^"^  '.^'"^  ^^at  we  do 

that  their  destiny  was^Sr?   ".      .'^"'^'^  ^'  ^''  ^"^  recc 

wered  :    "  Of  courZ  nl^r^  "^  ^^  'i'  ^^«""  ^ands.  and  1 

who's  been  thrS  such  a  r^n"^^?'  ^?.  ^>^h»"g  to 

shame,  that  if  Ws^tl  ha'd  bec?m?cr'i?ra   h''^  ^'^"^^^ 

had  answered  that  he  thm.ahfT  ^^  ^^'^  question,  i 

would  have  bowed  to  KV    "^V""^  *^«  ^^her  wer 

and  she  realised  thaJif       ^«<^'^0".  because  he  was  her 

out.     Thlfmoment  ytSS  ^^  "°"^^'"  ^^^*  ^og^r  had 

said  heartily    '^Schaxdr  ion'.     ""^  '°  P^i^"^  ^^ause  sh 

showing  by^v  wS5^.;r:°       ^"V  '^^  '^'s  Roger  ?  "  wi 

given  anythi^^o^  /on^Tt?  h^  '^t  71  '^''  '^«  "^^JS 

by  a  betrayal^   For  when  h^  ha^ r^W^"? ^^"  '"^*^"^Jy  '^^^ 

and  had  turned  toSeerR^er  i^th       ""^  ^'' J'P'  ^'"""^  ber  , 

and  insincere,  hefad  left  'nr?'r^^'>'^^''*  *^  at  once 

it  had  been  when  thVlmZr./     fu'""^  °"  ^''  ^^ould 

to  press  on  the  pul  e^hTt  beaf  ;t'th  K'  '^'''?^  ^^^^^^^ec 

she  had  been  comDletelv  ?n„  i   V       the  base  of  her  throat 

had  stood  quitHKn  t^ttZ  l'^'  wou  d  have  moved  ;   bul 

and  rejoicing  at  all  "^t  fh^n^'^^K  ""'^  ^^^  '^'  ^'^^  "ot  , 

this  loathsome  presence    ffis  h.nH  k^  ?  '\''™  ''^'^  ^er  disgu. 

it  caressingly  up  her  neck     ^^  ^^'"'"^^^^^ 

she  might  is"^  well  have  s^d   •' T  .^^"^  ^'\  ^l''''^^  ''^h  die, 

hate  him."    That  wi  the  fircf    f  '?  ^^'"^  >'«"  understa 

The  words  said  beUv^S  souk  arl  nil  *^'T^^"^  '""'^  ^'^^^ 

ear,  but  the  soul  also  can  p^I    ^      *       i'^  by  the  eavesdrop] 

morning  there  must  h-vp  T'^^'^P'  ^"^  *^"^^  i"  «s  time.     T 

as  he  worked  arhs  sinl       ""^  ^  '"''™^"t  to  the  poor  pale  b 

plain  to  him  ' hat  the  Xer"l  ^H  1'  'f  ^^  ^^^^^   ^"^'^'^it 

thought  so  kind  were  vSone  with  ,        H""'^''  ^^^"^  be  1 

with  hate  of  him.  ^       ^'^^  ^°^'^  °'  ^ach  other,  vulp 

The'^X%^ngto%?STo't?ift''"°"">''  ^'"^  '^  -as  tn 
him  in  which  he  wovdd  have  a/hf '^  ^I^T  '^"^^  ^ay  of  life  i 
person  who  could  W  new  anT' *' ^.'T' ^°  ^"^^^^^^ 
was,  of  course,  out  orthp  n,  .^  ""spoiled  relationships, 
shop,  but  the  problm  of  Si^r  """Z?  '^'^'^  ^'"^  ^ack  to  tl 
mnumerable  di'fficuih^s  whtrS  °^  ^''"^  ^^  °"«  that  rais< 
"es  Which  Marion  was  the  less  able  to  fa. 
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j     sending  him  back  to  the  shop,  choS  u^be  tSned  .^^  T^  "°* 
:     surgeon,  and  he  was  apprenticed  to  nl?l  \Tr  T     i        V*'*^""^'"y 

his  holidays.  ^  ^   ^^^^  ^^  came  home  for 

For  he  was  still  not  auite  snrp  Hie  . 
mother  did  not  love  hirn  J-^c  L  T'  I  suspicion  that  his 
sweetness  of  nature  made  hfrn  f  °"^  '^^^'  ^^^  ^^^^^^se  his 
presence  really  gave  h^rSnTndT^fT"'  *'  ^^^^''^  ^^^  '^  ^is 
to  put  the  mJtti  to  a  tesThe  woufd  not'S  ^'  '"^^^  "°^  ^^^ 
where  near  Roothing  But  he  iTkrr  f n  ^l  ^  ^'^uation  any- 
night's  holidavs  a  Christmas  anS  1  hv^r.^"'";:  ^""^  ^'^  ^'''^- 
his  wonderful"  motherandJnmfnrtr^  the  hearth  and  look  at 

they  w  sokindtmusfhar:;nt^^^^^^^  t^'^^^^^Jf  '' 
he  hked  the  Bank  Holidavs.  when  he  travel W^I^Jf.;  ^[^^^' 
a  packed  carriage  to  eet  thVrP  ;,nri  t.^^  tra\eJled  half  the  day  m 

«-ith  her  ;  it  wa.foasi?r  to  keen  tht-   ""    ^' ""  u"^  ^^"""^  ^«  ■'^P^"^ 
a  short  time,  and  t  "   "vas Tsl   S^^^^^^^ 
waved  good-bve  from  the  ?aiT?agri;?dow  tT.  ^'f  J"'"  ^''^^"  ^« 
any  of  his  longer  visits      But  4?^r  ..  1  "  ^^"'^  ""'^  ^^^er 

visits  were  in  essence  the  same  in ^h?  at  th'^''"  Tr""'"^'  ^^  ^'^ 
she  was  left  standing  on  the  nla  "orm  wi  h  f,  ""^  °^'^"^  '^^  ^^^m 
retreating  train  and  a  fear  cSlillt^^hf  "  7^  ^oHo^mg  the 
had  always  known    of  c^urce   Kfh  f  rr^?^  ^'[.^'^"^*-     She 

responsible,  and  by  w'hosefateVelnldh^.'^^^  ^^^  ^^ 
to  ruin,  and  as  the  y^rs  went  1 1.^^^^^ 

as  everything  connecld  wi^h  Ro  "r  bu  ne'Srth"!'"^*''"^-'  ^^^"* 
which  confirmed  her  dread.  H?uis  S's  rh.  ""'  '°".^^"c*"&' 
tion  and  moving  from  suburb  to  snhf,rh  f  ^l^^"^"^  ^'^  situa- 
a  job  in  the  ritv    >n?A  tv     .  ' ,"'  ^"^  ""'^"'^  "^^'^r  take 

streets  frightenea  him  '"''''  '"^  "^^^'^^  '"  the  narrow 
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she  would  nod  Srstanding  y  l^d  Ur^'r  '^^  ^°T 
as  long  as  you're  hannv  "  S  t^'     ^**  ^  >'«"  ^'^ 

him.  But  she  woL  K:-!.  because  he  wanted  her  to 

And  through  the  sallo7^ff^i,T°^  ">'  ^!?>"-Paned  v 
pity  there'fiXd     ud-Sy  the Tir,nl^'"f  =""=  '.^f 

the  pathos  of  th^e  situadon  S  i^nd^hnd^  '"''""i^^  P^' 
by  Roger.  It  told  of  coZp  th«  T  ^"^  ^"^^^^  ^^ne  it; 
and  hSniliation  and  hunger  Vj^^^^  ^^°7  "^  ^O" 

have  represented  himse^to  tL%^  Uh  iT'  '^^'  ^  ^ 
walking  out  as  a  man  of  wealth  and  th.TS.  ""^  ^^  ^^^ 
noon  at  a  flower  show  he  Siould  hlvt  f  t'' ^  PP*"'"'^"^ 
jeweller's  in  Watford  and  gfven  her  Hi-^-  '  ^^  *°-  '^' 
nngs.  for  which,  even  ^^^th^hifall^w^nteTe-c^^^^^^^^^^^^  f, 

hadJImlS^rf^rr^^^^^^^  clear  thin, 

with  Roger.  It  had  been  unpleas^ffn  fi  i  ^.f'  '"^^^'^ 
weeping  and  disgrace,  but  the?e  S  h.  ^^™  ^^>' 
herself  to  comfort  him  with  an  l v.. .  ^."  >''*'*°'"y  '"  ^^ 
love.  It  had  been  riZXus  ?o  farftV'""^^'°?  ^^  ^^«  "« 
who  wore  nodding  poSnie^  in  v.  ,^^^  ^"^  ^^^V  ^n  th<^ 
rectangular,  bust  "a^d^^  I.^^Jf^.?  .^"f.^.l-.^^ 


loof  ri^Ltmenf  TnThThS  Str^^^IfV^"^  ^^^^ 
to  anger  and  reeret  a^  it  ,tlv'  V  f  •  ^^'^^^^^  ^ace  giving  p 

had  tL  chanc?ofl"r^'yiP^"f:  :?,i";°^^^^  *^1  '^^^^'^ 

things  she  had  said  that  chanrP^nni7K^-^'  ^""^  ^^^^^  aftti 

liked  hurting  the^rl  4™  ,h    }   ^ 'l' "'^ 

with  satisfaction "thS  t he  p We  It  ^T?°^''-    ''^^'«" 
to  feel.  Pieasure  was  a  feeling  a  mother  ou 
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She  hked,  too.  gouig  i-uo    tho  jeweller "^   shop  and  sitiine 
there    under    the    goggling    eyes     of    the    tradesman     and 
speaking   m   the  nght   leisurely    voice  that  she  had  learned 
from    her    lover :    "Yes.    but    I   don't    want    you    to    take 
them  back.     I  want  to  pay  for  them.    There  seems  to  have 
been    some  misunderstanding.     There  is   no  difficulty   about 
the  money  at  all.     My  son  only  wanted  you  to  wait  till  his 
quarter  s  allowance  came.     I  have  the  money  here  in  notes      If 
you  would  count  it  .  .  ."     She  was  playing  a  mother's  part 
well ;  and  she  rejoiced  because  the  jeweller's  eyes  were  examin- 
*u^  u^i  u  ^PP^oval  and  conviction  her  beautiful  clothes.     For 
she  had  begun  lately  to  take  great  pains  over  her  dressing,  partly 
because  it  was  pleasant  for  her  who  was  so  smirched  with  criticisih 
bo  h  from  within  and  without  to  be  above  reproach  in  any  matter 
but  mostly  because  she  liked  to  look  well  in  Richard's  eyes  ;  that 
this  had  served  Roger's  end  seemed  to  lift  from  her  a  part  of  her 
guilt.  She  hurried  back  to  give  Roger  the  receipt,  and  took  him  in 
her  arms  and  rocked  him  as  he  sobbed  out  his  ridiculous  story  : 
Uh.  mummie,  I  never  would  have  done  it  if  I  hadn't  gone  mad. 
You  see,  mummie.  Queenie's  such  a  glorious  woman 

bui  the  soul  has  the  keenest  ears  of  any  eavesdropper.  He 
sat  up  suddenly  and  lifted  her  arms  off  his  shoulders  andlooked 
Ser  ff.r  /.^''  '^"'If  .^^^  ^y^^-  She  clapped  her  hand  across 
iZT  ?"  ^^o"  ^^""^  "  ^"^^y  ^g^*"'  ^"^1  said  softly  :  "  What 
Sc        .     A-  '  ^^  ^^^  ^^^  ^"^°  ^  stupor,  and  had  dropped 

whii'h^h  "^.^^''  °"  ^¥  P^"'''"  «^  *he  oilcloth  on  the  fl^or. 
which  he  was  tracing  with  the  toe  of  his  boot.  She  could  eet 
nothing  out  of  him.  He  ob^iously  did  not  want  her  to  stay  tto 
nfh  T  A^i  ^'th  him,  as  she  had  proposed  to  do.  but.  on  the 
o  her  hand,  he  said  over  and  over  again  as  they  waited  on  the 
pla  form  for  her  train.  "  Mummie.  I  do  love  you,  mumirde  I 
do  oye  you  And  thank  you,  mummie.  .  .  .''  BuT  sheTnew 
that  these  alternations  and  inconsistencies  of  his  mood  did  not 
matter  to  their  lives  any  more  than  the  pitch  and  roll  of  a  steamer 
ravelling  through  rough  weather  affects  its  course.  For  sSce 
that  moment  when  he  had  stared  into  her  eyes  and  seen  she  d?d 
not  love  him  she  had  known  that  somewhere,  far  off  bevond 
time  and  space  there  had  been  set  a  light  to    he  fuse  ofThat 

R.  ^"l^^'^  '*  •     ^°'"  ''^*^'"  ^^-  "oth'"S  dreadful  had  happened 

not'fake  hir  if"  '"  ''''  ''''  "'^"^  ^^^  *^"^"g  ^^^  that  KSi 
not  taJce  his  allowance  any  more  because  he  did  not  think  he 

deserved  it.  and  he  must  try  and  be  a  man  and  shifUor  £SLf! 
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pidTof  "^  ^:t^  Situation  in  another  to. 
long  time,  for  he  camT  n^t^         ^^}  ^^^V  ^'^ard  of  hi 

Presently,  with  a,%?ranTse^sTofV^^^^^^^  '''  '"^  ^ 
liabihty  to  bad  dreams  she  wem.h^^''''^  ^*^^'"' 
first  at  the  post  he  held  at  tL  p  ^^'°*'^  ^^  J^'"  Rich 
and  then  in  Rio  de  jineio  J^""?"'^  ^^'"«^  '"  An, 
one  of  those  Northerners  to  whnJ^'^'^'''^  ^^  ^appy.  s 
than  i,  does  toanyS      La^t     p%^'"^^'^J°"S^Srm 

power  since  their  birth,  con^ur^nf  ^t  °''^'"  ^^°'^  *^^  ^"n  ^ 
»ng  their  blood  so  that  th^T.^  ^  their  marrows  and  ev; 
fly  indoor,  for  haV  th  ty^  a'^dTaVrt!;'"?  ^^."^^  ^^^*  ^ 
insolentlyonthereceDtiveSnMth  t^^  Southern  sun  1 

and  nerves  stabilised  by    ""J,^^^^^^^  But  with  blood 

sea,  she  could  outface  aH  for..-  ^^^  °"  ^^^  «^ge  of  th 

across  the  silent  pla^a^heni  St  I'^'r^-.-  ^^«  ^^^^^ 
heat-pale  sky  and  the  cit?  sleot  ?^  1^"'^'"^  ^'"^^  ""^ 
potent  pervasive  dampness  l'se>  '^^^k'  ^^  ^^^^^  ^ai 
ness;  and  when  the  thumW-.?  ^'*''"  ^y  their  prodi 

oi  lightning  in  the  nighrshrwSX'"^'''  ^^^/  ^"«"^^" '^O 
someone  do  easily  wlStlTy^f  Pleased,  as  if  she  was  wat 

^^  And  Richard'^w^^'^o  t^nlrf^^r^^^^^^ 
that  matched  his  beauty  ei]iv"liirf'''  '"  ^'"^  "«^  ^^ 
the  world  as  he  had  estabh'sh?d  ^  ov  ^r  h  '^1!"^  ^\'  ^«"^'"'«n 
of  his  conception.     There  w^  I  ' ''  « "'  ^^"'"S  ^^«"^  the  mo 

since  It  never  resulted  in  hesiTa^ci  h?,?    ''•  '*?'"&'"  W'"  ^v 

at  hfe  by  both  of  the  w^r  nl  fn'  ^"^ '"  ^'"^"Itancous  snatci 

of  the  calmest  exultatbn      &iT''',^^?  ^'^"^  ^^e  appea 

gambling  so  much  thluus  fale^l^  "^T^  i*"'^  ^andng 

things,  as  if  he  would  kill  anvbon!^     k"""^-  "■^<-'"  ^^  did  t 

in  his  pleasure.    But  he  gave  St^^  who  tried  to  interrupt 

and  disciplined  all  liis  da%  ?o  ^he  ""J,  °^  ^"«  P^^^on  to  hi?  v 

that  he  was  always  cool  Sd  remotrni!"'  ""^ '^'  ^^^oratorj 

pleasure  to  be  insolent  as  rirh  T.      ^^  ^  P"*^st.     It  gave 

in  the  interests  of  fineSss  an^?  ^'';>"*  ^^  ^'^  in^olcnc^ 

so  fastidious  about  the  quality  of  hr'^"^i:   ^^  ^^  ^"^bit., 

the  world's  offers  to  hi2i     "Ld  a  w'^'^'V^^^  ^^  ^^J^'^ted  1 

his  victories  and  smiled  secrclivelv.?r  ^'  ^"""^'^   ^^^e  fr 

exiles  who  had  returned  under  fSi^i^'^'  ^   '^  ^^^^  ^^re  t 

had  bamshed  them  and  were  einfn  '  r  T^  *°  '^^  ^'^""^^y  '^ 

this  hfe  could  go  on  for  ever         ^  ^^""^  ^''"''^s-     She  wis! 

^^^:,^^^^to,er  as  she  sat  in  the  dei 
^-a.    She  did  not  o?enTf:r-S.K^b!;f  l^a^^^^^^^^ 
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at  Richard  through  her  lashes.  His  swarthiness  was  burned 
by  the  sun,  and  his  body  was  shm  Uke  an  Indian's  in  his 
white  suit,  and  his  lips  and  his  eyes  were  deceitfulfand  satisfi<?d 
as  they  always  were  when  he  had  been  with  Mariquita  de  Rojas! 
That  did  not  arouse  any  moral  feeling  in  her.  because  she  did 
not  think  of  Richard's  actions  ivs  being  good  or  bad,  but  only  as 
being  different  in  colour  and  lustre,  like  the  various  kinds  of  jewels  • 
there  are  pearls,  and  there  are  emeralds.  But  it  made  her  feel 
Icaely,  and  she  turned  soberly  to  opening  her  letter.  It  was 
from  Roger.  He  was  in  trouble  ;  he  had  been  out  of  a  job 
for  some  months  ;  his  savings  were  gone,  and  the  woman  was 
bothenng  for  her  rent  ;  he  asked  for  help.  At  tiret  she  did  not 
think  that  she  would  tell  Richard,  but  recognising  that  that 
was  a  subtle  form  of  disloyalty  to  Roger,  she  said  evenly : 
Kichard,  how  can  I  cable  money  to  Roger?  He  wants 
It  quickly.  And  Richard.  I  think  I  should  go  home  and 
look  after  him.  Richard  had  set  his  eyes  on  the  far  heat- 
throbbing  seas  and.  after  a  moment's  quivering  silence,  had 
broken  into  curses.  "  Oh,  don't  speak  of  poor  Roger  like  that  I  " 
she  had  cned  out.  and  he  had  answered  terribly :  "I'm  not 
speaking  of  him;  I'm  speaking  of  my  father,  who  let  you  in  for 
all  this.  She  had  muttered  protestingly.  but  because  of  the 
hatred  in  his  face  she  was  not  brave  enough  to  tell  him  that  she 
had  made  her  peace  with  his  father  before  he  died.  Not  even 
tor  Harry  s  sake  would  she  imperil  the  love  between  her  and  her 
son. 

She  had  gone  home  a  few  months  later,  but.  of  course,  it  had 
been  useless.  Roger  would  never  come  back  to  live  with  her 
All  she  could  do  was  to  sit  at  Yaveriand's  End,  ready  to  receive 
him  when  he  turned  up,  as  he  always  did  when  he  had  got  a  new 
post,  to  boast  of  how  well  he  was  going  to  do  in  the  future 
Usually  on  these  occasions  he  brought  her  a  present,  something 
queer  that  wrung  the  heart  because  it  revealed  the  humility  of  his 
conception  of  the  desirable  ;  perhaps  a  glass  jar  of  preserved  fruit 
salad  which  had  evidently  impressed  him  as  looking  mag- 
nificent when  he  saw  it  in  the  grocer's  shop.  She  would  ki^ 
him  gratefully  for  it,  though  every  time  he  came  back  he  wS 
more  like  the  grey  and  hopeless  me..,  cousins  to  the  rats,  who 
hang  round  cab-ranks  in  cities. 

A  regular  routine   followed  these  visits.     First  he   wrote 
happy  letters  hnm*'  e^^-rv  tivrr'av    fi--n  v  ^  wroie 

r^{tJr,'-    fi        lu  ■'  .,  •" '^5  '    ^"cn  he  ceased  to  write  so 

often      then  there  was  silence;    and  then    he   wrote   askine 

?  tl'X  Hi'r^  ^   ^^\  ^'''    ^  J'^b  ^d   owed    Sonef 
to  the  landlady.    TTaen  th*  would  seek  him  out.  wherevw 
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feeling  of  exasSion  And  Jt""'^'"  ..^^  ^"  ^'^^ 
home  with  her  and  no.  h, /I  '^^"'""'d  ask  him  t^ 
a  companion  to  her  AMh./r  about  working,  but 
his  snSlJ,  mouselioufed  held  Fr:;'  '''  "'^'^^^  ^'«^': 
•  •  •  and  he  feared  tha[  heS\  ,  '  ^^'''^  '^*"  "'^t  qii 
lived  with  her.  Z  things  wefe  h^r^T,  '•"  ''  ''*-'  ^'^"^  ^^ 
answer  to  his  caJl  as  a^ltn  %  '  «   *'°"''^  'nterprct  her  j 

poor  little  pride  which  uls  not.TTJ^''''''''''  ^^  ' 
would  have  sent  to  fprfl  a  negligible  quality;   h( 

his  landlad'r  To  Sd  r^7thaTh^  "  ^'J'^^  "'^  ^''''^  ^^ 
when  his  brother  was  mak  n  J  r  "'' u''  "°'  "^"^  ^  bare 
earth  would  have  brSen  hi's"fpirit""'^'  °"'  °'  ^^'^  '"^^« 

come  tX'  tTt,T&  tYdflf  "?  ^  ^'^  — 
they  had  to  spend  together  on  S.  '"''"  *°  .^^^  '"  ^he 
increasingly  moments  S  si  eni  when  "'''■"°"".  '^^'' 
piteousness  and  her  obLa  W  k  u'  ^"'■efn'nded  b 
her  voice,  she  was  Iware  of  n' . -^  ^u'  ^''"^  ''»>«  P> 
For  he  was  becoming  mo/e  and  "^  ^"'  ^''  ""P'*-'^^^" 
As  was  natural  when  he  ?Kt,i  •  ^u'''  P^'y^'^ally  hoi 
was  beginning  to  look  if'^t "SuSy  dSl  "ff  '^^^^ 
and  there  was  something  piL. I     ?.    ^^^  ^*  ^'^^t  ""^^a; 

son  a  murderer  than  a  S/k^^  Sh"^  >  '^'^'''  '^"^'^  ^^^ 
truth  need  ever  reach  Ri^Ki  .^  ^^"^  wondered  if 
her   mind's   eye  TL'^Z'"^'  ^"^  '^''^  had  floated  b 

described  as  a'^cIerk^SC^Sr^V  "  ^^^^^  ^^^^ 
disorderly  and  obst  uctTn.  tre^no  "  "^'  ^""l  ^^^"g  ^nmk 
duty.  .  .  ."  ShehadalkS  quick?v  'w.'^  'r''"^  ^^  ' 
he  get  violent  ?  "  The  womnnTo  j^'  ^^  ^at  is  he  like  ?  I 
just  silly-like."  and  had  WW  ^"f'"T^  •  "  ^^  no.  mn 
of  some  ridiculous  scene.  evidently  at  the  recollect 

Oh  God,  nh  God  '   Wi--      u 
she  awoke  to  something  th'^t'ht'^'''¥''f  °"*  "^^er  bad  drea 


THE  JITDGE 


820 


ly  well  enough 
d  to  win  her 
hich  case  there 
in    irremovable 

him  to  come 
!,',  but  just  he 
^s  slowly  shook 

not  quite  sure 
went  back  and 
Pt  her  prompt 
Vi-T,  he  had  his 
ity ;  he  ntner 
ilt  so  sorry  for 

a  bare  hving 
s  lords  of  I  he 

over-much  to 

in  the  hours 
i-     There   foil 
ided    by    his    I 
little  pipe  of    I 
ipleasantnt'ss. 
lly    horrible, 
lodgings,    he 
t  unwashed  ; 
e,  sometiiing 

understand 
lo  think  it's 
y  sometimes 
drunkenness 
.  because  it 
ave  had  her 
iered  if  tlie 
'ated  before 
[er   Peacey, 

drunk  and 
se  of  their 
ke  ?    Does 

no,  mum ; 
recollection 

)ad  dreams 
lation,  was 
I  stooping, 


warchmg  evil.    She  had  alway-s  known  that  the  existence  of 
Richard   and  herself  and   Roger  was  conditional   upon   their 
maintenance  of   a   flawless  behaviour.     There  was  somewhere 
m  the  dark  conspiring  ether  that  wraps  the  world  an  intention  to 
destroy  her  for  her  presumption  in  being  Richard's  mother  and 
him  for  daring  to  be  Richard— an  intention  that  was  vindictive 
against  beauty  and  yet  was  f.^ttend  by  a  harsh  quality  resembling 
justice.     It  could  not  strike  until  they  themselves  became  tainted 
with    unworthinoss   and   fit    for  destruction.    Now  they  had 
become  tainted.     She  knew  that  Roger's  drunkenness  would  be 
obscenely  without  dignity ;  she  knew  that  she  would  .ide  with  her 
tnumphant  son  and  against  her  son  who  needed  her  pitv.     They 
would  all  be  unworthy  and  th<y  would  all  be  destroyed.    Nothing- 
ness would  swallow  up  her  Richard.     To  free  herself  from  her  fear 
she  leaped  out  of  bed  and  ran  to  the  window,  and  stared  on  the 
white  creeks  that  lay  under  the  moonlight  among  the  dark  marsh 
islands  with  a  brightness  that  seemed  like  ecstasy  as  if  they  were 
receiving  pleasure  from  it.     Her  thoughts  ran  along  the  hillside 
to  the  man  who  lay  high  above  and  excluded  from  this  glittering 
world  in  his  marble  tomb.     "  Oh,  Harry,"  she  cried.  ''I'm  not 
blaming  you,  but  if  you'd  stuck  to  me  it  would  have  been  so 
uiiierent.  ... 

If  he  had  been  loyal  to  her  she  would  have  awakened  now  in 
a  great  house,  \v^th  many  rooms  in  which,  breathing  deeply  and 
evenly,  there  slept  beautiful  pt^ople  who  had  begun  their  being 
in  her  womb.  Harry  would  not  have  died  if  he  had  been  with 
fier  ihe  procreative  genius  of  her  body  w:uld  have  kept  him 
in  life  to  give  her  more.  Her  last-born  child  would  still  have  been 
quite  young  It  was  to  him  she  would  have  gone  now ;  if  she 
had  wakened  she  would  have  found  him  in  the  end  room,  a  bov 
tair  as  his  father,  and  having  the  same  look  of  integrity  in  iov 
of  immunity  from  sorrow  or  profound  thinking.  She  would 
have  watched  his  face,  infantile   and  pugnacious  with  dreams 

?m  li  I'  ^"""V":  ""^''  '^^  ^'^"'^"'^  ^«°  ^*^«"g'y  to  touch  him 
ami  Kiss  him.  Then  she  would  have  turned  and  went  back 
adong  the  corridor,  between  the  glorious  young  men  and  women 

ArVul  H  T^  ^^"'Z  "^'^^^  ^""^  *''"  "^«'^«^'  "ot  one  of  them 
threatened,  not  one  of  them  doomed. 

Love  could  have  made  that  of  her  life  if  it  had  not  been 
^ZH  frr     ^'''  /^'''"S^'*  ''''''  '^^tter.     She  stared  with  thin 

iin<   at    t  "P    Mot-v*^**   ^1^^, — ;  — rill  ..,..  -, 

tha%Tr.J"  Ko'^^'^^'  »'-'5"V'^-  ^^'^^■^  """^  '^  '"^'"^k  ^'^r  suddenly 
that  love  had  come  back  into  her  house.     It  was  here  now 

if  wnSh"  'i'  ^^,d-haired girl. and  it  would  not  be  beaten  off;' 
It  would  be  cherished,  n  would  be  given  sacrifices.    Surely  if 
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beeTsl^S: -^^.^^^^^^^^^  Without  i 

Wyes  on  the  high  moonTnSd^a^^J^^^  '^^^X:  ^^ 

elecSfbeir '^''  '"  ^^«  — ^  of  the  house,  the  pi„g 

She?a?JTo\1.1if^rtLt  ^^^^^^^^  l^  -  three  o'c 
many  strange  things  have  han^n^H  "^  which  people  to  y^ 
yet  another  IS  apprSacW  soTaTth.'JTn  ^^^"  ^^^^  ^^^ 
their  perturbation,  "  It's  late  fnro^  '^^  "«*  flatter  Fat 

But  the  ping  sounlVt     ^  ^^'""^  *«  caU." 
upon  the  door  ^        ""^'"^  ^S^"  '    ^^  then  the  thud  of  b 

She  cried  out.  "  Ah  ves  f  "     ck    i 
Roger,  come  in  rags  comfil        -i-  ^^"^  ^^^  »*  was.     It 
after  some  fatuouf  ^nd'^ouJlid" ''?'°'  ^""^  «'  ^^^^P^ng  jus, 
herself      She  hurne6tTtftfZ;,\^''''''y  ^'^^^ 
warm  dressing-gownand  thrust  trff^'^[''^f.  ^"^  ^'^^  out 
practised  sayin|  lovingly  ■SerRnl'"*p^^  ^^"^her 

you.  Roger  I  .        Com^'in    r^    '  ■  °^^'"'  ^"ger  I  .  .  .  Whv 
my  poor  lad?  .  '    '?""'  '""  ^°™e  '"'  my  boy.  .  .  .  Wffi 

on  tt  hrile'Zhe'Z'.'.  'tr^}  ?--  -^  laid  her  fin, 
her  hand  to  her  faS  and  smooth       '  ^  "^°"^^"t'  ^"^  ra 
mg.     Bomng  her  head,  sh?  m^mnr  T  '*  "'^^"  ^^"^^  of  loa 
power.  "'  s^e  murmured  a  remonstrance  to  so 

But  When  she  opened  the  door  it  was  Richard  who  stood  the 
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CHAPTER  VII 

^irft "?  ^'  once  discern  in  the  darkness  who  it  was  that 
TZt  ^^^^°°Y5"d  he  remained  an  aloof  black  shape  against 

you  up  at  this  hour,  so  for  a  minute  Marion  had  the  amusine 
joy  of  seemg  him  as  he  appeared  to  other  people.  remoTe^d 
vigilant  and  courteous  and  really  more  hidffgtJesque  than  X 
Sr^nf^t  ^'i?^^'.' K  She  laugheS  tcasingly.  ^SeTard  Hne  of 
him  softened  and  he  said  "Mother."  and  stepped  over  tlie 
threshold  and  folded  her  in  his  arms,  and  kissed  heronth^  liS 
and  hair.  She  rested  quietly  within  his  groping.  preSng  W 
This  indoor  darkness  where  they  stood  was  stn>d  with  many 

^^L  '^'^^'^^'-  'T"?  **^^"g^  <=^^^ks  in  doors  anHSe 
margins  of  blinds  so  that  it  seemed  to  have  no  more  substance 

o  the  ?h^:i^"'^r'  ""^  °"tside  the  white  boles  and  br^Xes 
nir  ^^V^^^^s^  trees^  were  as  luminous  stencilUngs  on  the 
night.  There  was  nothing  soUd  in  the  world  but  theiT  two 
bodies,  nothing  real  but  their  two  lives 

u^.c^^^'^'^  "°*.u^^  ^"^  "^^'y  ^^  ^""^  oome  at  this  hour.  There 
was  indeed  nothing  so  very  unusual  in  it.  for  more  than  once 
when  he  was  a  sailor  she  had  been  wakened  byThe  pSter  o1 
pebbles  on  her  window  and  had  looked  down  through  the  dark 
ness  on  the  whitish  oval  of  his  face,  marke^ike  a  mtr^tlT^ 
eagerness  to  see  her ;  and  later,  in  southern  countiies.  he  had 
often  walked  quietly  into  the  dark,  cool  room  where  sheky  having 

and  i't  hi^H  ""^H  '^^Y^^  ,*^°"S*^^  h'"^  ^  b^dred  miles  away! 
and  t  had  seemed  as  if  nothing  could  move  in  the  weighty  heat 
outside  save  the  writhing  sea.  It  had  always  seemed  aoor^ 
pnae  to  their  relationship  that  he  should  comeirherX^ 

inus  had  he  come  to  be  born.  "^<-"i". 

She  pushed  him  away  from  her.     ' '  Havp  vov  out  vour  mn<-nr 
cyde  in  the  shed  ?  "  she  asked  indifferent      ^     ^^  °'°^°" 

wo.    It  s  outside  the  gate." 

Put  It  In.    There  may  be  frost  by  the  morning." 
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He  turned  awav  Lo  (In  if      r    j  •     •. 
the  peace  of  dreaJjess  sleeo  VJ^^ '^^  ^'^^5^  heav. 
sword  of  his  will  ^'  ^°  ^^'^  ove'"  to  her  the 

powerful  huSinteSfcewt*'  ""^'  "^  '^  ^°"^^  ^°-^ 

had  a  fancy  that  ff  ^^^1^*^°/°?^^^ 

whirr  of  the  ereat  dJr.Jlt^f'^  ^^''  ^^^  ^he  might  he 

But  howeverEirt  r.ht  hlT^^^^         ^"^^  '"^^^^^tric 

hers  was  a  match  f^rU     Ihl  tkt^d'  f  ^5^  <i^ngerous  : 

passed  out  of  her  sLht    ^nd  fT      .  ^'°^*J"^^y  ^^^er  him 

kitchen.    It  was  easi  to  n--      »^"       "      ^""^  "^^"^  '"* 

gas-stove  and  t1?e  scores  l?v?f.  ^T  ^  "^^^''  ^^^  ^^ere  , 

since  in  her  five  m  nmes^^Ji^^t  fn^u""^'  T^  ^"  '*«  °^^  1 

imposed  the  same™  rvous  n^atL.  1  '  '°°J  T^'^  "^o™" 

hou^e  rectangular  aTbTacTanTwhU:  '"'  '^^^  *^^  ^^^  ^ 

in  sLrcSX?.^  theK^^th?".;  '.T  ^.^  ^'^  ^^^I-  - 
her  by  the  rays  of  light  wtmer  than"!""^  r '^  ^u^'"&  ^^  ^^ 
doors.     If  it  had  been  Tn^^l  lie  "  "'^/'"^'ght  through  half- 

towards  her  she  woJ^d  have  ±h'"  ^'  ''u'^'^  *^"*^^  *^«' 
pinned  them  abouT  her  head   ^BnW     "P.^^^thick  plaits 
the  sips,  which  made  all  othef  p^oSe^'ht"'  l^'  "f  ^  "°^ 
been  beautiful  and  had  be^n  Jes^o?^ '^^^  '"'  ^^^^  she 

both  of'them '•"'  '"  ^'^  ^^'^'  '•  ^ight  the  other  gas-jets.    ^ 

showed  he  had  not  shaved  sin ril^  """^  ^^°"^  ^^^  lips  t 
eyes  and  the  flush  on  hi^  cheek?. H^v!"!'  *^^  radiance  of 
nde  through  the  coM  moony  a^r  Th.n  "^  '°T-  °^  ^^  ^"J«^ 
with  their  useless,  inorS^?J  dL^  ^''^^''  *^'"&s  "^^n  w." 
cent  growth  of  hdr  TS facts ^'h".!  ^'*  '"'"^'^'^^  "^^§" 
""He  c'at'rn7r^^J^5.^^^^^^^^^^^  '^^  ^"' 

her  wa?s7Ld'm™r?d"''  ^(J^rtr'^^PP^^  ^^^  --  -' 
Always  he  had  loved?S '  her  S  . ^°"  ^  "  ""^  ^^^S^e 
he  had  found  her  f,ill  name  «Ift tin  '  ^^^^^^"ce  as  a  little  b( 
to  her.  crying  "  Is  tharrT^iri       "  ^?  ""^^  ^"^'^  ^"^  had  n 

«  xnen  wnting  his  own  name  in  his  first  schoc 
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books.  It  made  him  see  his  mother  as  a  httle  girl,  and  helped  him  to 
dream  his  favourite  dream  that  he  and  she  were  just  the  same 
age  and  could  go  to  school  and  play  games  together.  It  still 
gave  him  an  inexplicable  glow  of  pleasure,  the  memory  of  that 
brownish  signature  staggering  across  the  fly-leaf  of  "  Jessica's 
First  Prayer." 

She  perceived  that  he  was  violently  excited  at  coming  back 
to  her,  but  she  took  the  toast  from  under  the  grill,  buttered  it, 
set  it  on  the  warm  plate,  and  poured  the  eggs  on  it  with  an 
ironical  air  of  absorption.  These  two  went  very  carefully  and 
mocked  each  other  perpetually  so  that  the  g.ds  should  not 
overhear  and  be  jealous.  "  Now.  eat  it  while  it's  hot  !  "  she 
said,  holding  out  the  plate. 

He  put  it  down  on  the  kitchen  table  and  gathered  her  into 
his  arms. 

"  Well,  mother  ?  "  he  murmured,  looking  down  at  her 
worshipping  her.  ' 

"  Oh,  my  boy."  she  wnispered,  "  you've  lost  your  brown,  ud 
there  in  Scotland."  *^ 

"  Oh.  I'm  aU  right.    But  you  ?  " 

"  As  well  as  well  can  be." 

"  But.  mother  dear,  you  look  as  if  you'd  been  having  those 
bad  dreams."  ° 

"  No.  I've  had  none,  none  at  all." 

"  That  means  not  too  many.    Does  it  ?  " 

They  kissed,  and  he  said  tenderly  yet  harshly:  "Roger 
hasn'    been  bothering  you  ?  "  ^ 

..  xt"  ^^'  ^xf  P^^""  *^^"^'  *^°°'*  ^P*^^^  °^  ^"1  like  that."  she  said. 
No.  but  I  ve  not  heard  from  him  for  six  weeks.  Not  even  at 
Christmas.  I'm  a  little  anxious.  But  it  may  be  all  right 
You  remember  last  Christmas  there  was  a  time  when  he  didn't 
v^te  I  expect  it'll  be  all  right."  But  with  her  eyes  she 
abandoned  herself  to  fear,  so  that  he  should  soothe  her  and  stroke 
her  hands  with  his.  which  were  trembling  in  spite  of  their 
strength  because  he  was  so  glad  to  see  her. 

"  Mother  darUng.  I  have  hated  leaving  you  alone  But  it 
was  necessary.  I've  done  good  work  this  winter."  He  made 
with  one  hand  a  stiff  and  sweeping  movement  that  expressed 
his  peculiar  kind  of  arrogance,  which  stated  that  his  was  the 
victory,  now  and  for  ever,  and  yet  took  therefrom  no  pride  for 
himself  "  I  ve  pulled  it  o£f."  he  said  jeeringly,  and  smiled  at  her 
derisively  but  v^th  tight  hps,  as  if  they  must  take  this  thing 
lightly  or  some  danger  would  spring.  "  Where  I  get  my  brains 
from  I  dont  know,     he  muttered  teasingly,  and  put  out  his 
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'""she  „< .  ^,:^4liSS  ».^  -S-- ' ' 

dipgdl^  ■. Oh,  ■„„,S^;  -„«4      But  he  answered,  sp 

'hatchets  Z^27Zdl '  "^r "'  ■>' "«-  "" 
Behind  her  his  voic? soiS  ,i  f"^'  S""  '*«  ™«'=f ■ 
surprised  recollection  WW*  ai  ifffiL"'^"''^'' '"  ^  '"-' 
dumb  the  previous  moSem     "aS  p'i?™?^  had  strucl 

o'  lover  to  be  live  minnSfi„  .1,    ^  ^"'=°  '    ''m  a  nic. 
EUen,    Ho„issherS':-»4'=hou««^^^^^^^^ 


EUen  I    HowisVhp '"   "-"  T  ""^  """^^  witftout  askine  fr 
■•  Oh,  your'd^EUar.^r  ^liiT  ^"!'"8  »" ' »«« 


.'y*^*  cold  within  her.     He  was  rii^T/    t;~"^-     ""^  "'^'■ 
that  he  should  have  forgotten  t?e  ul^,      J*  ^"'^  ^g^"^*  » 
under  the  roof  where  sh^  wf^  i     ^°™^  ^^  ^oved  who-  he 
it  be  that  Ellen  w£  not  thi  womTS^^"'  5^^"^^^"^  ^^-P   ( 
ment  to  her  was  some  newlZ  on  t^'"^  ""^.*^"'  ^is  enj 
whirled  round  to  have  ?  In«l    f  u"  *^^  P^'"*  of  destiny  ? 

;•  Oh.  she  is  the  m^T^onSut^^^^  ^'^^^"^"^  ^'^  ^^^'^  t 
he  had  forgotten  hi<;  ^^k         creature  who  ever  lived  " 

-thbenthfaTtVnSn7ine"nUrSdoT'  f^  ^^  ''^^n 
dazzled  and  vulnerable  look  of  p  ^'.  u"""-^'"  ^^^^  there  wa.s 
Jf  that  were  so,  why  coSd  it  not  h  "^^^ ''  ^'"'^'>' '"  ^ove.  V 
both,  as  it  was  for  ofhe? son  anS  mo'th."'"'  "1!'^  ^^^-^  ^^^^  ^«^  tl 
marriages  afoot  ?  Why  must  th^r/'  "^^^^  ^^^^-e  were  ha 
't  as  escaped  the  shadL  of  Vet  ^'^''  ^^""  '"  ^"^h  part. 
climate  ?  This  time  it  w^s  R  chard'/f  °  u^T'"'  ^^  ^^  Q"^ 
to.  be  lightly,  facilely  h?pny  ovl  ff"/-'^     She  had  been  wi!) 

spint  snarled  at  him.  and  shfcnedn,.'^'  "^^'^  P^Me.  I 
your  eggs  before  the/re  cold'^  °f  ^^^^'^""y. '' Go  and  , 
moving  slowly  and  trancediv  .  ^  u'  ^''^^^^'^  took  his  s. 
half  indifference  because  of  his  dl^^""  u'  '^'  ^is  food  ^, 
:he  other  end  of  the  table  and  cunrT'  ?'  '°°^  ^^e  chair 
stared  at  him  petulantly  '  '"^P'^  ^^^  <=hin  in  her  hauc 

was  P^ltmaSd^^"  '"^  '"  ^^^  '^^^-s  how  beautif,U  si 
He  answered  mildly.  "Didn't  !>" 

thougrhe"r°;.etn^'Vb:!i^,^^^^^  -^^^y-     "  Vou  said  yo 

and  that  wonderful  Scotch'  htfi:^^;;"'''  '"^^^''  "^^^  ^^^^  ^'^ 

face.  the"u"nty'Ltrn;\l^*?r  .^   '^^^  ^P—  on  hi 
warred  with  the  smile  onlif  S^ ''Vh""  ''"^l  '^^''  ^^^  ^hicl 

^  ^ips-    Why.  when  he  thought  o; 


~-'>S^-^^- 


-  of  her  plaits, 
seen  a  woman 

'fed,  speaking 

tter  confusion 
coffee. 

a  feint  of  the 
d  struck  him 
I  a  nice  sort 
sking  for  my 
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Jut  her  heart 
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5tiny  ?     Slic 
make  time, 
ived."    But 
35  Standing 
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air  as  if  he  listened  to  two  voices  and 


If 

i 


-  voices  ,™._ 

B;i^sr;coTd"no7qrrreT^"hhi.i'r";  *^%'  ^^^^^  "^"^«  ? 

the  drenched  and  guSeTookvX/h"''J°"^-  '"'^  ^^'  ^^^""^ 

or  hard  physical  oxerrkp InH  ^-  u^  ^'^^  given  him  by  triumph 
I  like  the  aEce  of  S  Smv^^i^^fl^  ^"^Tu  °^''^^™^  ^''  ^eart 
I  the  hght  as  if  they^Se  Lt  h^  t  V."^  hair  seemed  to  reflect 
I  water  Rather  wi  TtZ,  Tfh.  "'"^'^  '''.*^  '^^^^  nor  with 
i  dive  into  sS^e  pSl  o^v^  af^J^^^^^  "^^"  fr-'"  a  brave 
I  secret  that  made  Ws  mouTh  virilam  Fv.nT^i°"i'  7'^^  *^« 
i      victorious  look  of  a  risen  divSuftpri",?!.^^?  ^^^  ^^^• 

••  I  am  so  glad  you  have  com/home''' '^  '^''*^''  ^'^  ^"^^  °"*' 

glad"tVbfher;  '"he's'SS  '1h"^  r  k°'/^^  ^^^^-  "  ^  -^  so 
strong  ligh?  showed  'them  tl'^e^l'JJ^tlfr  '\'  ^^'^^  =  *^« 
another's  faces.  "That's  whv"h!  ■J^f-,*.^^>'  ^"^^'^  on  one 
at  this  ungocSy  hour  I  haS^t'o  t  S"'"^  bnlhantly,  "  I've  come 
nine  o'clock  and  I  went  and  h.H         ^^'^-     ^  ^ot  into  London  at 

But  I  felt'.^t'cLr\^othcr^rg^^^^^^^^ 
a  naive  triumph  "  awfnllv  HmC^if?  ^j^^'  ,'^^  announced  with 
EUen  left  fflWgh     Wt 7  '  ^^    ^  ^°V^«  h"'"?  t^e  minute 
so  I  went  and  got  fhe  eye  e  and^S^'r«'^?'^  ^°  ^^^  ^^  °"^^' 
would  have  befn  he^Vb^^^MniglT^'fVh'llTh^Vr^^  ^  ' 
Upminster.     No.  I  wasn't  hurt.     Not  a  scran      T^      '""^^  u^* 
beginning  of  that  garden  suburb      Gn^  u        ?u  I*  "^^  ^*  ^^e 
in  those  new  housfs     Hke  be^nnina  .  '     ,'"'^*  ^.  ^^^'y  1*^^°? 
we  live  in  this  old  p?a«      Welf  aSn  whS  h  '  P.^^-     ^'"^  ^'^ 
at  an  auction  dov^  in  Surrev  and  «S  T.v      ^."u ^^*  '^'"^  *^"^ber 
dropped  a  log  off  his  W  ^nd  T  =^  f  !]^"  ^^"'^  ^o  Laindon. 
tyre  ^d  broke  half  a  S  l^J  smashed  into  it  and  burst  a 

fhuntround  tilllound  ag^^^^^^^^  'T^J^'''  '^  '  ^^^ 

hours  tinkering  the  machine  un      A  I  ^^^  ^°  "P^"^ 

came  down  in  h?  SL  and  Jdr  ""-^  '^^'^  "^^^  ^^^  P'^ce 
about  his  wife.  She  hSt  warned  .^^f  "g-gown  and  sat  talking 
it  was  so  late.  '  I  that  a  wom^n  lo'l^.  ^'"'  '°"''  ^^^  ''^^^"^e 
I  ask  you  ?  •  he  kept'onl;^nr  mS^^ 
womenfolk  with  whom  one  dnesn't  S  ,  •i''^  9"^er  to  have 
exchanged  a  boastfiJ  look  nM,.  H^   identical?"    They 

howevel  seemeTthe  lit  eto  hTfo?f%*^'  ^"u^f^^^^  °^  ^^^^h! 
drooped,  and  he  supp<^rted  Ws  head  on  hi  T''^^'' .  ^^^  ^^«  ^'^ 
dnnk,  and  said  droS!  '■  it  gM  tTl^Lrr-'  '"'  *"°^  "  ^^^^ 

sho^^dh^cTi^eTol^^^Tfa?^^  "I 

W  I  couldn't  stand  ?he  Lt^^^i  wSSd^^Xi'^,"*  J 
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Did  the  ^ 


nuisance  to  you  if  I  had  been  iU  aU  the  time 
feed  you  properly,  dear  ?  " 

Tf  vSr  li^\^^^''f  ^^P'^i^g  "P'  "  I  ^'o^dn't  have  let  you 
It  was  a  God-forsaken  hole.     I  couldn't  have  stood  it  if  it 
been  for    -he  gave  it  out  with  an  odd  hesitancy,  alrno^ 
he  were  boyishly  shy-"  Ellen.    And  I  had  to  Sd  Us 
I  could  pull  this  thing  off."  ' 

She  asked  "  What  thing,  my  dear  ?  "  thoueh  she  was 
fSif'^H^  'T''\^^:   By  daylight  her  amlltlon  foThi, 
iZ     ,^^  r*^°"*  ^'™*-     ^^^  i°  this  stolen  hour,  when 
knew  that  they  were    together,  she  let  herself  f^el  som 
Uke  levity  about  his  doings.    It  seemed  enough    cS 
how  glorious  he  was,  that  he  should  merely  be 

He  began  to  eat  again  and  told  the  story  terselv  Hp 

mouthfuls     ''You   know  the   reason   tha?  I   staved   i 

Edinburgh  after  I'd  sent   off  EUen  was  thatTthou 

npvt  V^°J  *^'  ^u'""^*^'^  ^h^t  I'd  been  doing  at  A 

next  Thursday.     They  were  to  come  on  tome  aftlrthev' 

\nZ  r'V*%r^'  ^^^5"  ^°^^^-     Well,   they  c^e  yfst 

instead.    Sir  Vincent  has  to  go  to  America  sooner  tha 

expected,  so  he  wanted  to  get  it  over.    When  the^^aw  wh 

A..  Sf^  for  dunng  the  last  six  months  they  got ^x 

^on.?.  w  °^  ^T  '^  '/  P'^"y  eood.    I  wish  I  coSd  tel 

about  It,  but  you  know  I  can't.    Also  I  had  told  McDermoT 

Dynevors,  the  Birmingham  people,  had  heard  my  conS 

^J^nff^?'  ^"^  ^^*'^  *°  h'^y  "^«-    So  they  ^ot  fright 

.'.'  Sm^^^^.-    I*  couldn't  have  been  better  " 
What  is  it  ?  " 

businJsS' ' '"'"  ^°"''^''*  ""^  '"''^  ^^  eiven  me  an  interest  in 
"  How  ?  " 

.     "LrtnfaeS'  ^^^^'p>;%7^"&-  „"  ^  permanent  agreen 

■  '•  K,f  S^"  ■  ■•;     ^  *?°  woolly-headed  to  tell  ySu  nc 

cut  what  does  it  mean  ?    You  don't  carp  ahnnf  ™«^1 

position  as  a  rule.    You've  always  tdd  '^%haryour. 

was  enough  for  you.    Why  are  yoG  so  pleased  ? '•    Though 

tTa^^'  sotTriv^l^/  T'""'  ^'^  ^^^^  "°'hi"g  ^- the'' 
tnat  .is  soul  travelled,  she  was  in  an  agony  lest  he  had  b 

"W:i^K^'  ^T  ?/  ^°"i^  ^^  hal  become  buyaWe. 
He  read  her  perfectly,  and  pulled  himself  out  of  WsTo' 


JlLk^ 
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s  ness  to  reassure  her.  "  Now  I'm  not  being  glad  because  I'm 
pleasing  them;  I'm  glad  because  now  I  can  make  them  pleas^ 

,  me.  It  s  what  I  ve  always  been  working  for,  and  it',  come  two 
years  before  I  expected  it.  I've  got  my  fooling  in  the  biggest 
arrnament  firm  m  England.  I'm  th.  youngest  director  ^IVe 
got  -again  he  made  that  stiff,  sweeping  gesture  of  arrogance 
that  was  not  vamty-' '  the  best  brain  of  them  ail.  In  u^n  fZl 
I  shall  be  someone  in  the  firm.  In  twenty  years  I  shall  be  nearlv 
everybody.  And  think  of  what  sport  industry'  going  "o  be 
during  the  next  half-century  while  this  bu.inei  of  capital  and 

^nt^Z  '^v  ;"^  °"f ''  r  ^  P^ti'^^^^ly  to  a  man  like  me,  who's 
got  no  axe  to  grind,  who's  outside  all  interests,  who.  thanks  to 
you,  doesn  t  belong  to  any  class.  And  you  see  I  needn't  te 
afraid  of  losing  my  power  to  work  if  I  meddle  in  affairs.  I'm 
dehnitely.  finally,  unalterably  a  scientific  man.  I've  got  thS 
for  good.     That's  thanks  to  you  too  " 

protls^ngly""^"^  ^°"'  '^"^''^  "^'^  motherdothat  ?  "shemurmured 

''You're  not  stupid,"  he  said,  and  bending  down  he  kissed 

her  head  where   It    lay  on  his   shoulder.     "Whatever    goS 

And  I  m  able  to  do  scientific  work  because  ot  the  example  you've 
S  ?  "^«'  though  I'm  rottenly  unfit  for  it  myself.^  Mother 
ook  at  my  hands.  Do  you  see  how  they're  shaking  ?  They're 
steady  enough  when  I'm  doing  anything,  but  often  then  there's 
nothing  to  be  done  they  shake  and  shake.  My  mind 'slfke  that 
When  there  s  someone  to  impress  or  govern  I'm  all  right.  But 
when  I  m  alone  it  shakes-there 's  a  kind  of  doubt.  And  therms 
such  a  lot  of  loneliness  in  scienufic  work,  when  even  science  isn' 

there.     Then    that    comes Doubt.     Not    of    what    one's 

doing  but  of  what  one  is;  or  where  one  is.  I  never  would 
have  kept  on  with  it  if  it  hadn't  been  for  your  exampl^  I  couldn't 
have^pushed  on.     I  would  have  gone  ofi  and  doife  adveruroj 

with  Sm^li'tnTv  ^'V"'^'  ^T""^  '^^P  ^ho  wanted  lae  to  go 
wih  him  into  British  Guiana?  I'd  have  hked  that.  There's 
nothing  stops  one  thinking  so  well  as  bein^  a  bloom  ng  he  o 
and  It  s  such  fun.  And  why  should  one  go  on  doing  this  lone^v 
work  that's  so  hellisiily  hard?  Of  course  it"^n  poSt^ 
Mother,  Science  is  the  most  wonderful  thing  in  the' world  h's 
onir/.'^'"^  ?^'  '^  y«^  ^^"k  ^"^^  '^^  f  bout  th^  pfrit  you 
st^dv  m.;f  "^  '^'  T"*;^  "^  "^^"'  ^"^  '^  y«"  '^'  «"t  the  spirit  and 
wh??  ^"■^'"  T"  ^"^^  ^^'""'S^^  into  the  mind  of  God  But 
what  good  IS  that  when  you  know  that  at  the  end  you'  e  goi^ 
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thonlhf  f  h.^^5  *  Yu "  "^^  *  ^^^«  console  yourself  w 
tnougut  that  it  s  for  the  good  of  the  race  hfducJ^h^^ 

jmd  rot  too  when  the  eartg  grows  cold  On^hL  to  staL 
?^hfp?f"  *\^^'  ^mprobabihty  that  service  of  tS  t?uth  is 
in  |elf.  such  a  good  that  it's  worth  while  sacr?fidng  o. 

"  That's  where  you've  been  such  a  helo  to  me     V, 

e^TrtoHot '"PP'n^  ^^^  ''^^  wa^  worth  UvV 
every  reason  to  suppose  that  the  whole  business  was  fm 

youVe  always  iZfjeZ  JtZf^S!'  C  S,.t 

you.id^ni.ii%£si'x"jrit"'z^^ 

yourself  teaching  me  ,o  be  s^rl^.aM  decern     iT^oM 

UvTM^,'S'^'^  «■""■  »"»  believed  that  you'/eo  t, 
EeCS?.V  ""  'I""'  ?■">'  ''>■  y"  children,  and  who  knew 
fS  dJtoi  it  ff"  ™''  ""  ^"■°''°°  »'  ""'^  husband  a.  a  re 
B^tloSliUiteth^ir  '"'^j'  """i"  "'^'^  l^™  ""P-fl 

as  juste  to  taven  or  SlYSlt'  """".r  "°.^"''' ' 
KoinE  to  think  ^f .  iV       '"■"— 1  tell  you,  mother,  it  s  kep 
^nh  „„  "  ,,      '?  =^"'"«  you  made  for  me— ^  " 

to  be  4h Vu  ■■  "  "  "''"''  "  ^"""*«  "'  =^'>  "y ' 

s^dt'S.rvS'-^^br^ra^tx 

her  wailt  ^:^'^0^yftrCt^rZ.Zt..TXl 
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me  know  everything  about  you.     1 11  be  married  soon.    There'll 
be  no  more  talkmg  like  this  while  the  moon  goes  down  after  that 
Let  me  know  everything  you've  done  for  me,  everything  you've 
given  me.    Why  shouldn't  I   know   how  wonderful  you  are  ? 
Tell  me,  wercn  t  there  bad  times  ?  "  j'       oic  r 

Slowly  and  reluctantly  she  turned  towards  him  a  face  that 
wavenng  with  grief,  looked  strangely  childish  between  her  two 

'^'fS^iF    n'-    f    ^T"^'"^  to  a  dance."  she  said  unsteadily. 

Isnt   t  sdly  of  me  I  mmd  that?  .  .  .  Till  a  few  years  ago  I 

couldn  t  bear  to  hear  dance  music.  ..."  j-  a^s  ago  i 

K  ".^^,  ^°".  P*"""  .d.arl'^g-'-and  you"  would  have  danced  so 
beautifully! "  he  cried  in  agony,  and  drew  her  into  his  arms  She 
tried  to  beat  herself  free  and  twisted  her  mouth  away  from  his 
consoling  kisses.so  that  she  might  sob,  "But  it  wasn't  a  sacrifice 
It  wasnt  a  sacrifice  I  1  hose  were  only  moods.  I  never  reallv 
wanted  anything  except  to  be  with  you  I  "  But  her  bliss  n 
him  had  been  too  tightly  strung  by  his  sudden  coming  and  bv 
his  open  speech  of  that  concerning  which  they  spoke 
as  seldom  as  the  passionately  religious  speak  of  God,  so  for  a 
httle  time  she  had  to  weep  But  presently  she  stre  ched  ou? 
her  hand  and  pressed  back  his  seeking  mouth 

talk'lik?^his.''^'  '''''^  "^^^  ""  ^^""^  ''*^^"^'-  "  ^^  "^"st  not 
He  lifted  his  face,  which  was  convulsed  with  love  and  pain 
and  found  her  stem  as  a  priestess  who  defends  her  mystery  from 
violation.  Meekly  he  let  his  arms  fall  from  her  body  andTumed 
away  resting  his  head  on  his  hand  and  staring  at  a  blank  wail 
She  saw  that  she  had  hurt  him.  She  drew  close  to  Tiini 
again  and  murmured  Io^^ngly.  though  still  with  defensive 
majesty :      Why  should  we  talk  of  it.  my  boy  ?    It's  £oZl 

tZ:  7L^^ia  •'  '"'^^  "^'"-  ^^"^  ^^"^^^^^  ''^'y  does  mean 

He  answered,  patting  her  hand  to  show  that  he  submitted 

to^her^  in  everything.  "  Oh.  in   the  end   it  means   fmSbJe 

To  give  him  pleasure  she  exchanged  with  him  a  brilliant  and 
riumphant  glance,  though  at  this  moment  she  felt  that  Sr  We 
for  him  concerned  itself  less  with  ambition  than  she  had  evir 
supposed.  Incredulously  she  whispered  to  her  harsh  scentS 
mmd  that  It  almost  seemed  as  if  its  sphere  we^ot  aS 
temporal  things  But  it  gave  her  a  real  rapture  to  pcS 
m  his  eyes  the  elder  brother  of  the  expression  that  Mwa^' 
dwelt  there  m  his  childish  days  when  he  announced  to  he^  h? 
cncket-scores  and  his  pnzes ;   even  so.  she  had  thought  then 
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the  adjutant  of  a  banished  leader  mieht  h»nA  >,.•«,  a 
to  shoot  on  the  city  that  hadrxTledS  *  A^d  ind^edZ 
fil^^""  '^^'^P'/^^y  had  been  marvellous.     In  oM  timel  tJ 

and  fatuously  peaceful  breafhs  of  .heX^  '''^."T,' 
thejr  enemies  and  were  ,o  be  their  slavef  K«  str^i 
at  this  of  all  instants  she  should  for  the  SDacr?f  ^  w 
lose  her  sense  of  the  uniqueness  of  her  fate^ai^S  t  c„n1; 
by  anuueinent  at  the  common  lot  in  whth  thet  ^. 

Z  cStf  &?his't,h^"'°"5-,.«'^  ■•'-'" 

m;Se,^r.r  uT^tSt^d  s^iTcruih-i 

to  her  as  unwomanly  as  a  thin  Zi^e  orTtiLt^LI^'TJu 
she  dropped  akiss  on  his  forehead  and  muttered  '^^hoi 
a  goorJ  son.    You've  made  up  for  evemhW  ivf  1"^'^^ 
many  times  over.  ..."  everytnmg  I  ve  been  thi 

''  Then  stay  up  with  me  a  little  "  he  .;aiH      '   n^^u  i  . 

spoke  with  the  sullenness  which  she  knew  to  b.  fn  fS'^''^'  ^' 
intense  desire.    He  busied  himilf  vSh  Jh.fi     ^'"5  ^  ""f  ^ 
the  servants  had  left  readv  foTThl  mil  ^  ^^.^^  ^^'^ 
made  a  blaze  he  squatted  do^  the  mormng.  and  when  he 

on  her  lap  and  seeS  to  ^e^  '"  '^'  ^^  "°^  ^^^^^^  ^'  ' 

felt^the  teip  This^^yliSh^s'^  ^^f '-^^.^^  ^-- 
she  wondered;  and  di^c^ovSed  happl^-'L^' if'^'"^  '^'■ 
tell  me  about  EUen."    She  tJ^^^'^^^^ 

T  UkS^hel^H  '"'  '^'  "°*  "^^  ^  ^««i-    "Mot 


'''K..liHfl*V 
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She  was  not  perturbed  because  he  then  fell  silent     It  wu 
n^ajural  enough  that  he  should  be  shy  of  spewing  of  his  othS 

But  he  continued:  "Mother,  do  you  know  why  I  would 
always  have  stuck  to  my  people,  no  matter  how  theyVtrea^d 
me  ?  I  wonder  .f  you'll  think  I'm  mad?  I'd  have  stuck  to 
them  m  any  cas^because  they've  got  the  works  onSth  Island 
and  I  ve  always  wanted  towork  there.  Think  of  it  I  I  -haUte 
able  to  sleep  here  at  night  and  go  out  in  the  mom ine  to  a  riaS 

L  jr".  ^^  T  ^'\°"^  ""^  ^^^'  ^'"^o^s-  AnH  day  long  ru 
be  able  to  put  my  head  out  of  my  lab.  door  and  look  ^on|  the 
hUl  to  our  tree-tops.  Mother.  I  do  love  this  ho^c ''  he  said 
earnestly,  raising  his  head  and  looking  round  the  kUcheniu 

morV  hT  ^'"^  '°  !'•'"■  't^y^h  he  could  not  havfl^^S  ^ 
more  than  once  or  twice  before.    "It's  a  queer  thine    but 
though  you've  altered  this  completelv  from  what  it  waJ  when  I 

Tthe'lrH '^^  A  T??  *\^  ''^^^^' ^"^  m<.t 'fluSr^^hTng 
m    the    world.    And    though    it's    really    rather   exposed    as 

backlo' ii  ^rf/"/  "P  ^"'  '''''  '''I  "^^^^he^'  I  ^«-'  whTl  comi 
intn  iJ  ^  were  creepmg  down  into  some  hiding-place 

greeable  tor.e  that  a  reticent  nature  assumes  when  it  is  obliged 
to  confess  to  strong  feeling.     "  Yes,  I  love  it."  ^ 

He  Jj'a^tL'd  her'ti;?^  'I'l  the  crepitant  blaze  of  the  new  fire. 
mierSS^fv  .f  if  \  *,' ^^"*  suddenly  released  it  and  asked 
queruJously  as  f  he  had  remembered  certain  tedious  obliga- 
tions       And  Ellen,  does  she  like  the  house  '  " 

••  r  J?-^?P^^'^J  "  ^'f'  y^^  '     ^  think  so.''  she  stammered, 
again         '       '  '"'^  '"'^^y-  ^"^  ^""^'^  ^is  head  in  her  Tap 

h.nS^T'^  f  '""^  ^  possible  she  endured  her  dismay  •    then 

cout"4d[tThlrw'^'"^  '"J"^''  h'^  '^^  round  so^ha   she 
don't  you  ?  ='       ^^"^  ""Steadily.  "  Richard,  you  do  love  Ellen, 

bee^'thiVtv  Sv"k  """*  HT'-     "  Of  course  I  do.     Have  you 
She^ste  1    h°"^^,^^th  her  without  seeing  that  I  mu^t  ? 

^^^?s^^^^-^  ai^\f^^t^r  Te:; 

evaSvfly  LeihLSn^^'Pr-    ,  ">  '^'''  '^'^  ^^^y  '^°"^  ^er^ 
va:uveiy,  then  hardened  aai  resolved  to  be  houest.  and  returae<i 
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iL:  !  Iv  **^  ''"^  "^  '«ve  making  for  mr.  I  shall 
love  ajiy  other  woman  but  EUen  as  lone  aVl  livo"  A 
turned  to  the  fire,  the  s<.t  of  his  shoJSm  confeSe  wh 

love  ^hkh ^tTJ  somethmg  impcTfect  in  the  condition^ 
love^  Which  made  him  leaden  and  uneager. 

.  Thats  right,  that's  ripht  ;    you  must  be  eood  to 
Marion  murmured,  and  stroked  his  hair     '« I  do^n'rthi^l 

talk  .he  had  exacted  '  ""^  *'^"'' difFcrcnt  fron 

dca?TsLl„t.tt;y '"'"'■'''      "  """■'  ""  '""■  ■"' 

herself  h,.'t"^'. ''"''■:'*!■"  *'  ^swercd   wearily.     She  tl 

e«rJdtr\„".  T  ',*""'  ^"'^  '='''"*<^<'  I-"  fist'      De"^r 
levcna  her,  anil  she  liegan  to  speak  vindictivelv      "  n(  J 

■t  "^  a  great  relief  t„  ^e  when"  saw  The  S  of  eirPpi^ 

com,der,„g  how  up  till  now  you've  sidled  pa"  women  of  tv 

.ovSraTy"hS?  i^^ "-"  "•"  -"  8"'  -""  p's, 

He  laughed  uneasily. 

pS£"j'rn;on^vr--ir"'srjSL™hr& 

abo"%tT''''he*sSl7dr'''''-    "'  "^"'  '"""  -™  ^■■■ 

lion'  °' ?„""''  '  '"'^■"    She  quivered  mth  e.xapgerate,!  humil 

noThins     And  Iw'  "^  '■*■"""«  "'""^l'  ""  »n,ething  so  nei 
noimng.    And  then  the  way  vou  monrH  an  J  -       i     ■  I       - 

S^Stl^tlSSK—SS 
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^^♦1,!°  PrV'u  ^""f^f"  ^'  ^""«  »*^«  *o"»an  you  loved  on  a 
poor  thing  hkeher-hke   overworking  a  servant   girl."    She 

'  ^ZTi  L^f  *  '^'  *"!  ^°*  ^"^  ^h*'^''^'  *"^  that  she  was  within 
t^.T  °1^'^.'^^  u^  ^^^  ^"'''^  **^^t  there  sometimes  rose  in  her 
love,  ^  w'h  '^  ^V.  ^"^  •'"'■^  '""'^y  ^°'"^"  that  he  had  ever 
LrnHncy^"  »'^°"''^,  P^"'  °"t  that  would  expose  her  dis- 
K  "^  <t  t  ^?  '^'JH.^  ^"'  ''^'■^tch  if  she  did  Aot  substitute 
than  h.rc  "^T"^  herself  crying  in  a  voice  that  was  thinner 
wwgr  ""   ""^'""^    '^°'"^'    ^°  '*^^   yo"   <^oing 

nnnI!lf„T"!l'"*  ^^^  t*'''..'*  "^e  was  ashamed  and  drew  an  ex- 
over^hf.  !fn.  n'"^  ^^f  ''P"  ^"'^  ^  ^he  had  feared. he  threw 
trTh.  wM  K  k'^*.^^-'"  that  humorously  recognised  the 
SedTohL'^h.^"'^  "nsmcerely  suppressed f  that  while  she 
des  red  to  hurt  the  women  whom  he  had  loved,  she  would  gladly 
have  murdered  any  wornan  who  had  refused  to  love  him.  wheth^ 
married  or  smgle  .and  that  she  had  never  cared  what  he  had 
done  so  long  as  he  d,d  not  lose  his  physical  and  moral  fastidious- 
S  ?"i  t^  °°*  '"^*  ^^'''  ^^«h  that,  having  rotted  its  nervM 
7eLtf  ""^^"'^t.oned  by  the  spirit,  knew  corruption  beforl 
ill'  fAu°  •'"^,  ^J'''  had  not  pretended  to  any  woman  that 
he  wanted  her  soul  when  he  wanted  her  body 

thn,v^^l"^M^^-  *^^'>  ^^'  "^y^^'  h^  "aid  kindly  :  "  WeU.  I  never 
i?r^  il  ^^"'l^^ta's  marriage  counted  for  much.  Do  you 
remember  how  you  took  her  in  one  night  when  old  de  Rojas 
hid  ma  cloisonnd  vase  on  the  verandah  for  cover  and  potted  at 
tat  for'^h'^fi^  .^'  ^^  ■  "  ^"*  »"  his  voice  she  read  wonder 
mothlr  fnr!n  '*  *""'  "]  ^''  "^«  he  should  have  found  his  honest 
mother  forging  a  moral  attitude. 

a  s^crafiUnmS-^^^^  °I!  ^^''  ?^  ^^  "^^^^^'  ^"^  ^«  «oo"  ^^ter 
a  special  lUununation  of  their  relationship,  she  should  have  set 

st^m  H^  allovvarices  for  her  to  cover  up  her  insincerity.  She 
uZTy  niiserably :  "  Well,  Ellen's  a  dear,  dear  girl."  and 
feve  '•  T^fr'  '"  ^'^'■■'"■P'  ""^  '""^  °"t  in  a  fresh  access  of 
Wv  .nH  Jj  l"''"^'^;  ^  '!'.'"  ^  ^«^d  "'ght,  and  yet  I  feel  hot  and 
heavy  and  sticky  as  I  did  in  Italy  when  the  sirocco  blew." 

th-ithp  rn„i7      i""^  '"*.°  hers  again  and  altered  his  position  so 

he^;^:ero'^^^^^^^    ^^^  ^-^-  ••  ^-^  ^^^-^  ^'--  ^^^r 

Then  marry  her  soon  !  "  she  begged.     "  You're  thirtv 

hat  '"'n  Tf  ^l^  ^  "^«  «*  y°^  own.    You  must  r^ake  theuS 
that  unll  last  when  I  am  dead.     Marry  her  soon." 
••\?'    ^^^^'''■     "     will  marry  her  soon." 
At  once !      she  urged.    "  You  can  be  married  in  three 
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He  moistened  his  drv  lirxj      "  T  ^Ta  uZi 
so  soon.  ..."  ^    ^-        ^  "^^n  t  thought  .  . 

''Why  not?     Why  not?" 
face.         ''  '°  '^''^  y^""^'"  h«  "^"'"bled.  and  turned  a^ 

years  ago  when  I  was  hunted  down  Roo  hij^ fe  ^f  ""f 
It  seems  to  me  that  fh^  „„,.,ru.,.?S  High  Street 

as  the  old  onS  wore  bmw    Y-St'''"?  tff- '"  '^  ">' 

Eut 'sTd  Sigh"  ^loTvo^'  1"'.  'Y. '«"« ■'-"  -  « 

H^vS'^'l--  ^'^'  '^^h-  "^°ther^  Tnd  sons?  ^^""'"^  ^ 
mot£  J^^h  SdXar^;;  "!^'-^  If  "'^^^  ^--  "  It's  all , 
'alse  brightness  ••  r '^  '  rt^  •  ^'^^'"'""'^ '^^°"d-'''  added 
morrow  mommVin  tov^  T^  '".  ^  '"'^^  ^  '^'^"'^  ^^'^  til 
I've  never  S^en  heJ  aTvthinr"'?,"^  '"^  ^"i^'  «°"^^thing  for  E 

"Ah,  jewellery,"  she  said 

littl^  Oe^tht  eatestfhifrwhtir^"V.^  ^^  ^"^^'^  ^« 
treasure  in  heaven  and  woild  s^v  brJvT^l  ''"[^  ^^  '">^"g 
string  of  pearls,  "  ThanlTvm,  th^J'^'^^'y  *°  ^«  P'^^^ent  o 
sUently  because  no  one  had  ^^^  7/!  '''''''■  "'^^•"  ^"d  gric 

and  h.  ,es  d.,  cX^r;5;^rt,^.s^i;rs^ 
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tlons ;  and  there  he  had  strayed  and  was  lost.    It  was  not  well 
with  him.    Furtively  she  raised  her  handkerchief  to  her  eyes. 
This  was  not  the  hour  that  she  expected  when  she  had  opened 
the  door  and  seen  her  son,  and  beyond  him  the  gleaming  night 
that  had  seemed  to  promise  ecstasy  to  all  that  were  about  and 
domg  in  its  span.    Well,  outside  the  house  that  perfect  night 
must  still  endure,  though  it  would  be  falling  under  the  dominion 
of  the  dawn.    The  shadows  of  the  trees  would  be  lengthening 
on  the  lawn  like  slow  farewells  ;  but  the  fields  were  still  suffused 
with  that  light  which  proceeds  from  the  chaste  moon's  mis- 
conceptions of  human  life  and  love.  For  the  moon  sees  none  but 
lovers,  or  those  who  stay  awake  by  bedsides  out  of  mercy,  or 
those  who  sleep ;   and  men  and  women  when  thev  sleep  look 
pitiful  and  innocent.     So  it  sends  down  on  earth  this  light  that  is 
as  beautiful  as  love,  and  soft  as  mercy,  and  the  very  colour  of 
innocence  itself.     It  had  seemed  to  Marion  that  often  those  who 
walked  m  tk^se  beams  tried  to  justify  the  moon's  faith  in  them. 
Harry  had  been  the  sweeter  lover  when  the  nights  were  not  dark  ; 
when  there  was  this  noble  glory  in  the  sky  his  passion  had  changed 
from  greed  for  something  as  easily  attainable  as  food,  to  hunger 
for  sonr  thing  hardly  to  be  attained  by  man.    Perhaps  his  son, 
if  he  would  walk  in  the  moonlight,  would  remember  that  which 
he  had  forgotten.    She  said  eagerly :  "  Richard,  before  you  go 
to  bed,  let  us  go  out  into  the  garden,  and  look  at  the  moon 
setting  over  Kerith  Island." 

"No,"  he  said  obstinately,  and  laid  his  head  on  her  lap. 
She  began  to  rock  herself  with  misery,  until  he  made  a  faint 
noise  of  irritation.  There  followed  a  long  space  when  the  clock 
ticked,  and  told  her  that  there  was  no  hope,  things  never  went 
well  on  this  earth.  Then  he  exclaimed  suddenly,  "  Marion." 
Yes  ?  " 

She  had  hoped  that  there  had  come  into  his  mind  some 
special  aspect  of  Ellen's  magic  which  he  loved  and  desired  to 
share  with  her.  But  he  muttered,  "  That  box  on  the  dresser. 
Up  there  on  the  top  shelf." 

She  followed  his  eyes  in  amazement.    "  The  scarlet  one  in 

«7u  ^T*"  •  .T,h^.t  l>elongs  to  cook.  I  think  it's  her  workbox. 
What  about  it  ? 

He  stared  at  it  with  a  drowsy  smile.  "  You  had  a  cloak 
that  colour  when  I  was  a  child,"  he  murmured,  and  again  buried 
his  head  in  her  lap. 

I,  ,l!^7iT^°  ^  ^*^'"  ^^®  ^^^  softly,  and  thought  proudly  to 
herself  How  he  loves  me  !  He  speaks  of  trifling  things  about 
me  as  if  tUey  were  good  ale  that  he  could  drink.    He  speaks  like 
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t'ha^tTsh'e^nton''',-^'*  *?*"  ''^"S^*  ^^^  breath, 
me.'-  A  certSnTann  .  •  ^.-  °"^^*  *°  ^P^^^  of  Ellen 
face.     She",^"^K^h?r"^^^^^^  7^^  ^^-^'in 

competent  hands  and  saH  tn  k  ,*°^^^  ^"^  «"  ^er  s 
could  be  setSd'ht^  -1°  ^^""^^^^  uneasily:  "I  wis 
ButtheconiictLLd  bfih^^^^  "°*  b/thinking 

of  her  mind  ShTcried  out  tn  I"^^^'^""'''  '"^'"^^  in  the 
Of  coui^e  !    He  c^n^flov^  Fn   T'" '"  ^"^^^^  :  "  Of  co 

He  has  nothinriXV?o^e  her"^^^^^^^^^ 
surged  through  her  but  she  tn*>  Jll  i  .u-^  ^^'^^  ^^  ^xult 
within  her  of  the  oride  tLf  i  ^^  ^^^^  ^^'^  ^^^  the  move 
on  loving  her  ov^er  much     h  '^^     ^°'"  ^^  ^^^^^^^ 

as  she  had  never  thoSiha^fh^f''"*  ^°^^  ^^^«"^^  ^ic 
son  could  do.    ThSl  wouldUf   "^^"'^stances  of  her  sple 

Spring  itself  should  ?av:i°s&rur?".^,  '^'  ^?.^f  ^  ^oln 
there  would  be  no  future      Sh.  ^7   ^^u  '^*'^'"  ^'"^^  ^Uen. 
When  she  died  he  woTd  be  so  lonX      ^'"1  "?  .g^^ndchild 
fault.  AH  her  life  long  she  had  wL"  "  Y'^"'^  [*  ^^  ^er 
and  how  she  had  beerdeprivx^dlf"    k""""'"  '^'  ""^"^'^ 
so  he  had  given  her  all  Hp  hn.i  !u^^  "^^-^  «  f^i'^re  ; 

kept  for  hfs  o47eed  .''■■  wL™n''do"t''''  '^S°^^  '' 
she  asked  herself.     "  What  can  I  do^  "^  '"^  P"'  ^^'^  "^^^ 

The  matter  ?  " 
senten^c^"'  "'''    ^"'^'^"^   ''  '"^    "^e  a   judge  who's   pass 

is  a  iu'Jgl^Xt^enc^s'CS -l^f  r^^^'--   "  ^^^  ^^^ 

His  face  erewdark    .«  if  Y''^'^",^?"-  ^he  sins  of  the  fatl.e; 

father.     "  WdfVvou'htl  H        T  "^l'^  ''^''^  he  thought  of  1 

bad  time."        '     ^°"  '^"^  ^"'^^  ^^at  I  should  have  had  a  put 

whicLrr.rfr^rs.rrf^r^^  ^''-  ^"  ^^^y  -y. . 

Ho  would  not  love  her  anv  Ire  ?Uh  J',?^^^^^  ^^^'^  ^«^  ^^^ 

I  couldn't  tdl  him  that ''T.r        ^    ''^'' him.  .  .  .  ••  But,  o 

nature  that  anyZ  but  ,n.  l/'",T  ,^'"^"^'^-  "  ^'  '^  again 
spoil  it  to  speak  of  it  '•  But  T^'^  ^""^  "^  ^^at.  It  woul 
were  to  go  away  from  him  hi  't  "^^f.  ""  "^^cr  way.  If  sh 
other  wav.      ^  "'  ^'  '''^"^^  ^«''«^^'  her.     There  was  n 

It  ^Sf  ,t:n":'rtS  U  ^^r-  °"  ^""^'  ^^tohisanswenn^    yc^ 

ever  look  at  elcbSrq^Ji;;^^:^^^-^^^ 

yuiie  iiKe  tuat.    She  prepared  to  brinj 
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herself  down  like  a  hammer  on  her  own 

"Hush,   Richard,"   she  said.    "You 
that.    Perhaps  I  ought  to  have  told  you 
father  and  I  made  it  up  before  he  died." 

He  picked  himself  up  and  stood  looking  down  on  her. 

"  Yes,  the  day  before  he  died  we  made  it  up,"  she  began,  but 
fell  silent  because  of  the  beating  of  her  heart. 

Presently  he  broke  out.  "  What  do  you  mean  ?  Tell  me 
what  you  mean." 

"  Why,  let's  see,  it  was  like  this,"  she  continued. 
"  It  was  in  the  afternoon.  Half-past  two,  I  think.  I 
was  baking  a  cake  for  your  tea.  Of  course  that  was  in  the  old 
kitchen,  on  the  other  side  of  the  house,  which  opened  into  the 
farmyard.  Well,  I  looked  up  and  saw  your  father  standing  in 
the  doorway.  I  knew  that  meant  that  something  strange  was 
happening.  From  his  coming  at  all,  for  one  thing.  And 
because  he  hadn't  got  the  dogs  with  him.  I  knew  that  meant 
he'd  wanted  to  be  ^one,  which  he  hardly  ever  did.  Those  were 
the  two  greyhounds  he  had  after  Lesbia  and  Catullus  died.  How 
funny — ^how  funny  to  think  I  never  knew  their  names."  This 
measiu-e  of  how  utterly  she  and  her  lover  had  been  exiled  from 
each  other's  lives  filled  her  eyes  with  tears.  She  encouraged  them, 
so  that  Richard  might  see  them  and  be  angry  with  her. 

Something  about  his  silence  assured  her  that  she  had  suc- 
ceeded. She  went  on  chokingly  :  "He  said,  'Well,  Marion?' 
I  said,  '  Well,  Harry  ?  Come  in,  if  you  wish  to.'  But  I  went  on 
baking  my  cake.  He  came  and  stood  quite  close  to  me.  There 
was  a  pile  of  sultanas  on  the  table,  and  he  helped  himself  to  one 
or  two.  Then,  all  of  a  sudden,  he  said,  '  Marion,  I've  got  to 
have  an  operation,  and  they  say  I  .r.  pretty  bad.  I  did  so  want 
to  come  and  see  you.'  " 

Richard  spoke  in  a  voice  as  quiet  as  hers.  "The  whining  cur ! 
The  snivelling  cur!  To  come  to  you  when  he  was  afraid,  after 
what  he'd  left  you  to  for  years." 

"Oh,  hush  !  "  she  prayed.  "He  is  dead,  and  he  was  your 
father.  Well,  I  took  him  into  the  other  room  and  gave  him  a 
cup  of  tea,  and  he  told  me  all  about  it.  Poor  Harry !  He'd  had 
a  lot  of  pain.  And  dying  is  a  dreadful  thing,  if  you  aren't  old. 
I'm  fifty,  but  I  should  be  terribly  frightened  to  die.  And  Harry 
was  not  much  over  forty.  I  remember  him  saying  just  like  a 
child,  •  I  wonder,  now,  if  there  is  another  world,  \vill  it  be  as 
jolly  as  this  ?  '  " 

"^  The  brute !   The  beast !    A  jolly  world  he'd  made  for  you  !  " 

"  Cfti;  Richard,  don't  be  too  hard  on  him     And  don't  you 
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ever  had  any  idea  whM    ,  1f  T^  "^  '=°»«quent1y" 
realty  he  ha/„.,  SdS?^' •■''""'  *«"  "k'  'or  rj? 

rddojxrar™i:'^£7^- v°  "r^'  * 

But.  dear,  of  couiS  Z«  5.  "^^^^  VO"  have  said  ? 
-.th.^o,one.s  huTa^ro^-e^^a^-rr^^^ 

-ileJ^S^h^e^rrdr^'^^^^^^^^^^^^  r    She  t 

But  he  was  like  a  house  w?tl^^shii^.ri^'^  ^  '^^  ^^^  "^e. 
and  went  on  :  "  WeU  we  t2]kJ  u^^f  windows.  She  tr 
you  can't  think  what  ft  me^Mn^  •  ^^'^  "  ^°*  ^^^O"*  yo" 
You  don't  care  abou  cSen  ?^  "?  *°  ^^^^  y°"  wit 
sometimes.  But  that'll  come  I i'''  '^^^  ^^^^^  ^bo, 
him  ache  for  sons     U  th^u    ^  ™  ^"^^  '*  will.    But  m. 

mare  that's  missSherlSS^hr  ^^  ^^^^  ^«" 
because  a  son's  a  happi?r  tWn^X^^*^!^  ^°"  *  ma<  t  er. 

thmg  a  little  sad  about  34  'Jnn'?^"^^'^^*^^'-^'^ 

I  suppose  it's  something  7o7o'JfT!j''l  *^'"^'  ^i^i 

children-and  men  like  tha*  h«        ,  *^'^  business  of  h 

£oveted  you  most  te^bly  whe  °  1°  '^^'  ^"PP*"^-     He 

Truly  he  had.    Then  he  siJhw  u  .^-^"^  ^^^  ^^out  the  1 

the  couch,     r  coveri  hirv^th  3  J.V"' H-  k*"1  '^^  ^^^  ^oJ 

Then  he  woke  up  and  s^rhp  n,^/  ^""^  ^^  ^^^  ^  little  ^ 

solicitor  coming  at  four  a^d  hi  T"'*  ?°  ^^*^^"se  there  v^ 

^ye^i'dr  s  s  ISP  r-^-  s; 

a™.d  h.e  a  Se5AUTp.T„'irsa1^''!^i:; 'jf 

.Mother  it  wasn't  Punch.?" 
Jtes.    It  was  Punch." 

ha>l  II  „„,  „,  deart  so Ih'al  he  c^m"'  "r  ""^  <"''l"><i  h-  c 
He  was  then  capable  of  rootin.  un  irf'"^  "  >"^^  '^erc  crc, 

!rus.> ;»-  •"«  ^''^  -^ -eXrre^-hJe'':^  s 

been  L''C^^„e^^^{'?,<i,«'»*  by  right.    And  you  shouJd  ha- 
"'  """"«'"  -^  """  T«^«  HaU  would  ha,.  ^  ,,  ,, 
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hour  if  he  had,  so  full  of  lovely  sleeping  sons  and  daughters,  made 
her  sigh.  She  went  on  dully:  "  Well,  that's  all.  He  turned 
at  the  gate  and  waved  good-bye.  And  the  next  day  when  you 
caine  in  from  school  you  told  me  he  was  dead."  For  a  time  she 
looked  down  into  the  depths  of  her  old  sorrow.  When  she 
raised  her  eyes,  she  was  appalled  by  his  harsh  refusal  to  believe 
that  there  was  any  beauty  in  her  story,  and  she  forgot  why  she 
was  telling  it,  and  stammered  out :  "  Richard.  Richard,  don't 
you  understand  I  Don't  you  feel  about  Ellen  that  there  was  a 
part  of  you  that  loved  her  long  before  you  ever  met  ?  It  was 
like  that  with  Harry  and  me.  There  was  a  part  in  each  of  us 
that  loved  the  other  long  before  we  knew  each  other— and  though 
Harry  left  me  and  I  was  bitter  against  him,  it  didn't  matter. 
That  part  of  us  went  on  loving  all  the  time,  and  making  some- 
thing-something  "    Her  hands  fluttered  before  her:  she 

gasped  for  some  image  to  express  the  high  spiritual  business  that 
had  been  afoot  and  her  eyes  rolled  in  ecstasy  till  they  met  his 
cold  glance.        It  is  so !  "  she  cried  defiantly. 

The  silence  throbbed  and  was  hot.  She  dropped  her  head 
on  her  hand  and  envied  the  quiet,  moonlit  marshes. 

He  shrugged  his  shoulders  and  moved  towards  the  door 
Im  going  to  bed,"  he  said. 

.  ui"  •^^^T*^  "?'V'  ^^^  ^^^^.  and  rose  and  began  to  clear  the 
table.    Uneasily  he  stood  and  watched  her 

;;  Where  does  the  Registrar  Hve  ?  "  he  asked  suddenly. 
The  Registrar  ?  "  ^ 

"  Yes.  I  want  to  go  to-morrow  and  put  up  the  banns,  or 
whatever  it  is  one  does."  uaiu«,  ur 

"  Of  course,  of  course.  Well,  the  registrar's  named  Wood- 
?u^;  .u  \?-  '"  *^^  ^°^^  "ext  the  school.  '  Mizpah.'  I 
think  hey  call  It.  He's  there  only  in  the  afternoon.  Did  you 
specially  want  to  go  to-morrow  ?  "  ^ 

"  Yes,"  he  said.     "  Good-night." 

r.  ""Vtl"  l?^^^'^  ^?o^  upstairs  she  lifted  her  skirts  and  waltzed 

now  "  Ih'  fh  K.  ^"'"1^  ^''^  '^'■"^^  ^^^  "g^t  to  dance  a  Uttle 
now,    she  thought  grimly.     But  it  was  not  very  much  fun  to 

W ''h.n J""'  \''^^  '^'^"i  'fP  *°  ^^'  '^"^'  shielding  her  eyes  with 
Sown^n  tf  tV^^"^  i"s  door.     She  flung  herself  violently 

splash  of  water  and  fmal  peace.  She  had  lost  everything  She 
had  lost  Richard.  When  she  hud  troddui  on  thaTloc^f  board 
Sh.  >f./rt^^K  ^^^*  '^"^  ^"^^  ""ght  so  easily  have  opened. 
inl^f  I  '^^  ""^""""y  ^^^*  ^"^  been  the  sustenance  of  her 
inmost,  her  most  apprehensive  and  despairing  soul.    For  it 
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was  the  same  memory  now  that  she  had  spoken  of  it 
had  gone  out  of  it.  But  she  was  too  fatiSed  to  Jh 
presently  there  stood  by  her  bedside  a  phan  !m  hI^v 
lad  complaimng  of  his  own  mortality.  ^  She  put  oXl 
JV"  and  crooned.  "  There,  there  !  "  and  told  herseU  she 
fidget  1  he  were  there,  for  the  dead  were  used  to  m 
and  profound  sleep  covered  her.  ^^ 

Suddenly  she  awoke  and  found  herself  starine  towir 
exquisite  with  the  frost's  engravings,  and  b?S  then 

of^aTewef  "'w'  'I  '"'"^  '""V'^'^  '"h  was  aTaw  at  ? 
riseV"  ;  w^"''^'  "".l'"  °"  J^'"  "P^-  "  Christ  is  risen.' 
nsen.       It  was  something  she  had  read  in  a  book  •  shV 

SsTei^hf  '''  H^^  ''^?'  "•  ^'^^  clock  said  that  it  v 
h^K  ^  *^  ^°  '^^  ^^^P^'^  °"t  Of  bed  into  the  vibrant  c 
bathed  and  dressed.  Her  sense  of  ruin  was  like  lead  bu  w 
how  the  cause  of  exultation  in  her  heart  S  the  dao^' 

door'  "l^t  ^"^  ''  "  ^^"-    ^^^  '''^'  an?knockX^ 
fndoftip.rdiroli"d-^^^^ 

"  Ellen."  she  said. 

The  child  woke  up  as  children  do.  stretchinc  and  . 

Marion  loved  her.    She  must  suffice  instead  of  the^th.. 

ToVuTh^i!  ^'°^'  '^^^  '''^'  •"  the  ro'om  of^hVct' 

it  is."  ^"'"'  '^"''^^'"g  wonderful  has  happened.     Guess 

Ellen  lay  on  her  back  and  speculated  sleeoilv     Hp, 
nose  waggled  like  a  rabbit's.    SuSenly  she  sKp  "r 
^^  I  know.    We've  got  the  vote."  ^ 

Not  qmte  as  good  as  that.     But  Richard's  come  " 
The  gu-1  sat  up.      "  When  did  he  come  ?  " 

1-ast  night. 

longer^?"^''  "^^^*  "     ^°"'^  ^  ^^^^  ^^^'^  him  if  I'd  staye 

morning:-  "'   ""^'  ""''^  ^^''    '"^^^d"    ^'   was    really 
Ellen  sighed  with  relief.     "  Then  the  occasion's  oai 

throat,  and  perceived  that  she  las  too  mc^^T  to  rl^  I 
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anyone  else  was  in  the  room.  "  How  wise  you  are,  my  dear  " 
she  thought,  and  she  left  the  room.  "You  are  quite  right; 
secrets  lose  their  value  when  they  are  disclosed.  ..." 

She  went  down  and  ate  her  breakfast  before  a  long  window 
that  showed  a  glittering,  rimy  world  and  in  the  foreground  a 
plump,  strutting  robin.     Ordinarily  she  would  not  have  been 
amused  by  his  red-waisted  convexity,  for  she  regarded  animals 
with  an  extreme  form  of  that  indifference  she  felt  for  all  living 
beings  who  were  not  members  of  her  family,  but  to-day  she 
scattered  it  some  crumbs.     After  that  she  walked  to  the  end  of 
the  garden  and  looked  down  on  the  estuary's  morning  face. 
It  was  a  silver  plate  on  which  there  lay  but  a  drop  of  deeply 
blue  water,  and  the  floating  boats  seemed  like  flies  settled  there 
to   drink.     The    shining    green    marshes   were    neatly  ruled 
with  hnes  of  unmelted  frost  that  scored  the  unsunned  westerly 
side  of  every  bank,  and  the  tiny  grizzled  trees  and  houses  here 
and  there  imght  have  been  toys  made  of  crockery,  like  the  china 
cottages   that  stand  on    farmstead   mantelpieces.    From    the 
chimneys  above  the  rime-checkered  slates  of  the  harbour  houses 
a  hundred  smoke-plumes  stood  tenuous  and  erect,  like  fastidious 
and  honest  souls,  in  the  crystalline  air.    This  was  ran  undis- 
mayed world  that  had  scoured  itself  cheerfuUy  for  the  dawn  no 
niatter  what  that  might  bring.    She  nodded  her  head,  seeing 
the  lesson  that  it  read  to  her. 

EUen  ran  across  the  lawn  to  her,  beetle-black  in  her  mournine 
but  capering  as  foals  do.  °' 

"I'll  not  have  my  breakfast  till  he  does."  she  announced. 
Is  there  anyching  I  can  do  for  him  ?  " 
"  Nothing,  my  dear.  I'm  afraid.    But  look  at  the  view 
Isa  t  it  lovely  ?  " 

The  girl  clapped  her  hands.     "  Oh.  it's  bonny.    And  it's  neat. 
It  s  redded  itself  up  for  Richard's  coming." 

;;  'Redded  itself  up  '  ?    What  does  that  mean  ?  " 
Don  t  you  use  the  word  here  ?     English  seems  to  be  a 
terribly  poor  language.     Redding  up  means  making  everything 
tidy  and  neat,  so  that  you're  ready  for  anything  " 

That  was  what  one  must  do  :  red  oneself  up.  It  was  true 
that  It  was  no  use  doing  that  for  Richard  any  more,  and  that 
there  wa^  no  one  else  in  the  world  for  whom  she  wished  to  be 
ready.  But  she  must  be  schooled  by  the  spectacle  of  the  earth, 
tor  here  it  was  shiining  fair,  and  yeL  it  had  nothing  to  expect- 

sv^^lomnT  '"""^   ""^    ^   '^^'    "^'"'^"'^   '°'  '°"''  ^'' 

"  Is  Richard  a  good  riser  ?  "  asked  EUen.  adopting  a  severe, 
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servant-engaging  tone  to  disguise  the  truth  that  she  was  tr. 
with  desire  to  see  her  lover.  "' 

'•  Usually  but  he  may  be  late  to-day  since  he  went 
such  a  short  time  ago.  He  evidently  isn't  up  yerfr^s 
stiU  down.    Ihat's  his  room  on  the  left  "     ^ 

awa?"S'h'elTnlw^''"'^'^'"^"P'-^^^^ 

didn't^h';iSafi"';-.'^  ^"^'  ''  "^'"  ^-^  ^"-• 

"  Because  he  is  thinking  of  nothing  but  how  soon  he  < 
down  to  breakfast  and  meet  you."  said  Kion      bu 
aware  of  the  quality  of  her  bloii,  which  was  S  "he  knc 
he  had  not  seen  his  women  and  the  glittering  world  b^ca 
had  risen  bhnd  with  sullenncss. 

fh.l'^J^  ^\  ^  '°"^'  ^°  >'°"  ^^'"l'  ?  "  she  pondered 
ui}  ^^^^  ^"^  ^°  ™ss  his  bath."  She  broke  into  a  I. 
HigUand  fling,  looking  down  on  the  blue  Ld  sHver  e^tu^ 
•'  C"f.  V^«  y' iovely."  but  desisted  suddenly  Sid^ 
Mrs.  Yaverand.  do  you  think  there's  a  future  life?  " 
Marion  said  lazily.  "  I  shouldn't  have  thought  vou  n, 
think  out  that  problem  yet  awhile."  "'""em  you  n 

4.U-    P^'  ^^  "°^  worrying  for  myself.    But  on  a  line  rin 
this  I  just  hate  to  think  my  mother's  not  geUi^g  the  ? 
of  It  somewhere.    And  seeing  your  age  I  thouSft  vou 
have  begun  to  give  the  matte?  considSaiion."^      ^ 

Marion  resolved  to  treasure  that  remark  for  renetiti 
Richard  ;  and  was  dashed  to  remember  that  it  w  J  nS 
uture  they  would  not  share  their  jokes.    "  V^^H  don't 

l^V.^^  ^"^^'"^  *°'  '*  ^*  ^'"  she  said  aloud  ;  ''  bu 
^ink  that  proves  that  there  isn't  one.     I  don't  think  we\ 
be  aUowed  to  know  if  tnere  was  one,  for  I'm  si^e  thaTif 
people  knew  for  certain  there  was  cnina  f«  k  u 

they  wouldn't  make  the  li^rorSif "  Vt  stSw'Ln 
way  that  Ellen  continued  to  stare  do>vn  at  her  toeT' tha? 
abstract  c.infort  had  not  been  of  any  service  soVhP^rf  H 

£  h^dton:!"'''  ''"^  ''^""'  *'^  ^^-^  ^^^-^d  '"know - 

EUen  raised  wet  but  happier  eyes.    "  Whv  I  felt  likf 

when  they  brought  mother's  coffin  out  of  The^Feve    ilr 

S'mff  "gTi*^'  ^"^  V^'  '^'''^^'^  that  knewith'l 
landHilL.    But  do  you  reaUy  think  that  was  true  ?  "    " 

I  knew  It  was  then."  said  Marion.    "  If  I  am  less  cer 
■ow  It  IS  only  because  I  have  forgotten."     "  ^  ^^^  ^' 
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women,  and  more  hLl^^^nd  nf /°°^  ^'''l  ^*^^^  untormented 
house  look  eav     Thpf  f     u   P'''^'}'^  and  vases  to  make  her 

was  addressS^in  5ie  h.nH  °  v''''"^.  *t^'  '^'  ^^'^th  envelope 
not  love.  ^^  handwritmg  of  the  son  whom  she  couJd 

buthel°l1:?rhef*Ene^^^ 

It  was  horrible  handSiH  ""^^-^"^  ^^  '^°^^  *«  ^'^  shoulder 
a  weak  rnnnTn"  of  inlth^  "^  °Tl'^'  ^"^  ^^^^^^^  the  envelope  : 
of  every  line  ^?  added  feehF/'?  downwards  in  the  second  half 
gave  tl  who"  an'dr^tS  in'e:rv'"^  ^^^* 

appearance  of  a  begging  letteriSeed'iha?  wls'^hat^;^^^ 
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ih^i?^^'^•^/  '*'''«•  ^of  condonation  of  the  writer's  loathson 
She  held  it  far  off  as  she  read  : 

"  Dear  Mother, 

"  You  will  be  wondering  why  I  had  not  writ 
you.     You  will  know  soon  that  something  you  would  no 

take  It.     But  I  will  be  with  you  in  two  days,  and  then  V( 

?s:,ti;°sL"''"*  ""^ ""' "" "-'»  yur  heTr,^; 

"  Your   loving  son, 

"  ROGI 

isjnTJ'^'K.T^u",*'^'^'''''''  •'"*  *h«  postmark  was  Chelm 
No  doubt  he  had  ^vntten  in  the  cells.     For  the  leVter 

LTariii'Srrvr'"^  '"^  ^'^^  *'^  ^'^^^^  ^^^  »^^^  ^« 

int£l»^?rt;^!;^-^^S."^r;^^^t 

sTe^  ?ir  •  ChS  ^R^?e;  ^^^r^^.^'J. ^^  ^^^  ^^^^^ 
There  was  a  noise  of  a  chair  being  pushed  back,  and  Ri, 

slTlH^""'.^^".^  ■■    "  '^^^^  ?     Has  he  written  ?  ' 
She  held  out  the  letter. 

look^ed'unl^n  ^h^  T'""^  °^  ^T'  ^'"'^'^^  '"  th'^  hand,  an 
KfriJ^^K  t°  his  burning  and  compassionate  eyes.  Her 
dropped  back  on  her  throat ;  she  grew  weak  with  hanni 
He  was  her  own  once  more,  if  she  would  but  dis  •  oseT 
great  fear  and  misery  she  stood.  But  in  the  room  Sin  • 
sounded  the  chink  of  china.  Little  Ellen  was  bendS  S  e 
table   putting  the  tea-cosy  over  Richard's  egg        ^ 

Marion  said  levelly :    "  \\M.  I  shall  be  glad  of  Ro 

conipany  whUe  you're  occupied  with  Ellen."    She  added  m 

ngly.  as  If  she  were  speaking  to  a  child:    "  You  mus  ,' 

gous  of  tlie  poor  thing.     I  saw  last  night  that  yrca. 

winSw!^""  ^^"'"^  *'  '^'  indecency.    He  stepped  back  frorr 
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Ellen  was  very  glad  that  Marion  was  goine  out  for  the  whoU  «# 

he  afternoon,  for  then  she  would  be  alone  wUhRiJhardlH 

thou^.1  they  had  been  out  together  all  the  morning     t hoi'  W 

tteiH,f,!i^''  atmosphcre'which  made  TtH'  The  whole 

ime  It  had  been  apparent  that  the  coming  of  this  Roeer  who  m,?cf 

be  an  awful  man,  was  upsetting  him  terriWy.   T^^  en  t  h^d 

nto^h*"''  °u'  'Tl^^'  garden  after  breakfast  he  hadlUed  ud 

mto  the  vault  of  the  morning  and  had  put  his  handTo  his  head^ 

S  f  ^  ^  T.!""^  °^  ""^y-  ^  "  ^^  ^*"*t  ^  co^t'-ast  bet  ween  i  s  crwal 
quality  and  his  own  state  of  mind.    He  had  lik   l7t7n  lil^  ^ lu 

her  at  the  edge  of  the  garden  and  setting  na^^^^so  the  altTo^ 
the  landscape,  which  he  plainly  loved  i^  1„.  ha.i  ^  I  ,  ^  .  °* 
.ha.  ho  did""  He  really  IrJlr^^'^tJl'^^^^JZlidt  tZ 
rentlands  ;    she  need  never  lie  nfni,i  ^f  »  ii;      l-  '"® 

that  she  feit.  for  it  had  a  ways  turt  d  out  thi  h^  fei^.^^JJ^^ 
just  like  it.  But  that  pleaLe  h.d  no  iste^^one  H '!"! 
shown  her  the  gap  where  the  Medway  found  its  wav^amiil^S 
low  hills  on  the  Kentish  coast,  and  had  told  her  S  tKlin 
air^,nn  fh%^"nlight  discovered  over  the  water  were  the S" 
and  funnels  of  great  ships,  and  he  was  pointing  westward  f^?»! 
black  gunpowder  hulks  that  lay  off  Eri  h  IsTand    wl     ?^ 

5SrMi„„.^Tfi-^^jd  Zj^^SB 

see  what  tt  was,  and  saw  Marion  sitting  in  the  low  rLt    f 

Spal,^i^f,^1ra„-r,T.l^a;i^S  i 

good  for  any  sensible  person  to  wear  just  poinH bon^  ?h!l^     ° 
could  be  no  more  loota'ng  at  this^brilliant  a.d  cS  5«.  liTbl 
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earili,  because  tlicie  was  not  anywhere  so  much  force  as  in 
squat,  stubborn  body,  clayish  with  middle-age. 

Richard  said:  "  No,  she  i^n't  crying.    She  isn't  movini 
should  feel  a  fool  if  I  went  down  and  she  didn't  want 
And  because  his  voice  was  thin  and  husky  like  a  nervous  cli 
and  because  be  was  answering  a  question  that  she  had  not  a 
Ellen  was  more  afraid.    This  woman  was  throwing  over 
a  net  of  events  as  excessive  as  herself.  .  .  . 

But  these  were  only  the  things  that  one  thought  aboui 
As  soon  ai>  one  stopped  thinking  about  them  they  ceased  t 
The  world  was  not  really  tragic.  When  he  drew  her  bai 
the  middle  of  the  lawn  where  they  could  not  see  Marion  sh( 
happy  again,  and  hoped  for  pleasure,  and  asked  him  if  it 
not  possible  to  go  boating  on  the  estuary  even  now,  sine 
water  looked  so  smooth.  He  answered  that  winter  boatinj 
possible  and  had  its  own  beauty,  and  told  her,  with  an  app 
tion  that  she  had  to  concede  was  touched  with  frenzy 
emphasis,  but  which  she  welcomed  because  it  was  an  e 
from  worry,  of  a  row  he  had  had  one  late  December  after 
He  spoke  of  finding  his  way  among  white  oily  creeks  that  v 
amorT  gleaming  ebony  mud-banks  over  which  showec 
summus  of  the  distant  hills  that  had  been  skeletonised  by  i 
snowfall ;  and  of  icy  air  that  was  made  glamorous  as  on 
thought  only  warmth  could  be  by  the  blended  lights  of  tl 
sun  on  his  left  and  the  prinu-ose  moon  on  the  right.  She  1 
for  joy  at  that,  and  asked  him  to  take  her  on  the  water 
and  he  told  her  if  she  liked  he  would  take  her  down  to  Pritt 
and  show  her  his  motor-boat  which  was  Ijing  up  in  the 
house  of  the  Thamesmouth  Yacht  Club  there. 

Their  ambulations  had  brought  them  to  the  orchard  gate ; 
but  he  turned  on  his  heel  and  said.with  what  struck  her  as  a  ci 
abandonment  of  the  languor  by  which  he  usually  asserted  t 
world  that  he  refused  to  hurry,  ' '  Go  and  put  on  your  hat  ant 
start  at  once."  So  they  went  out  and  hastened  through  the  bu 
air  down  to  the  harbour  and  along  the  cinder-track  to  P 
bay  esplanade,  where  she  forgot  everything  in  astonishmc 
the  new,  bright,  arbitrary  scene.  There  was  what  seem 
her,  a  citizen  of  Edinburgh,  a  comically  unhistoric  air  aboi 
place.  The  gaily-coloured  rows  of  neat  dwellings  that  debo 
on  the  esplanade,  and  the  line  of  hotels  and  boarding-house 
faced  the  sea,  were  as  new  as  the  pantomime  songs  of  last  C 
mas  or  this  year's  slang.  One  might  conceive  them 
designed  by  architects  who  knew  as  little  of  the  past  as  ch 
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know  of  death,  and  painted  by  fresh-faced  people  to  match  them- 
selves, and  there  was  a  romping  arbitrariness  about  the  design 
and  decoration  of  the  place  which  struck  the  same  note  of 
innocence. 

The  town  council  who  passed  the  plans  for  the 
Byzantine  shoulder  the  esplanade  thrust  out  on  to  the  sand  on 
the  slender  provocation  of  a  bandstand,  the  man  who  had  built 
his  hotel  with  a  roof  covered  with  cupolas  and  minarets  and  had 
called  it  "Westward  Ho!"  must.  Ellen  thought,  be  lovely 
p(>ople,  like  Shakespearean  fools.  She  liked  it,  too,  when  they 
came  to  the  vulgarer  part  of  the  town  and  the  place  assumed 
the  strange  ceremented  air  that  a  pleasure  city  wears  in  winter. 
The  houses  had  fallen  back,  and  the  esplanade  was  overhung  now 
by  a  steep  green  slope  on  which  asphalt  walks  linked  shelters, 
in  which  no  one  sat,  and  wandered  among  brown  and  purple 
congregations  of  bare  trees,  at  its  base  were  scattered  wooden 
chalets  and  bungalows,  wliich  offered  to  take  the  passer-by's 
photograph  or  to  sell  ice-cream.  The  sea-salt  in  the  air  had 
licked  off  the  surface  of  the  paint, so  that  they  had  a  greyish, 
spectral  appearance.  The  photographs  in  the  cracked  show- 
cases were  brown  and  vaporous,  and  the  announcements  of 
vanilla  ice-cream  were  but  breaths  of  lettering,  blown  on  stained 
walls.  It  seemed  a  place  for  the  pleasuring  of  mild,  unexigenl 
phantoms,  no  doubt  the  ghosts  of  the  simple  people  who  lived 
in  the  other  part  of  the  town. 

She  was  amused  by  it  all,  and  was  really  sorry  when 
they  came  to  the  Thamesmouth  Yacht  Club,  a  bungalow 
glossy  with  new  paint  which  looked  very  opaque  among  the 
phantasmic  buildings.  With  Its  verandah,  that  was  polished  like 
a  deck,  and  its  spotless  life-belts  and  brilliant  port-hole  windows, 
it  had  the  air  of  a  ship  which  had  been  exiled  to  land  but 
was  trying  to  bear  up  ;  and  so,  too,  had  the  three  old  captains, 
spruce  little  men,  with  sea-reflecting  eyes  and  pointed,  grizzled 
beards,  whom  Richard  brought  out  of  the  club  after  he  had  got 
the  boathouse  keys.  Ellen  liked  them  very  much  indeed.  She 
had  never  before  had  any  chance  of  seeing  the  beautiful  and 
generous  emotion  that  old  men  who  have  lived  bravely  feel  for 
young  men  whom  they  see  carrv'ing  on  the  tradition  of  brave 
life,  and  it  made  her  want  to  cry  to  see  how  crowsfeet  of  pleasure 
canie  at  the  corners  of  their  eyes  when  they  looked  at  Richard, 
and  how  they  liked  to  slap  his  strong  back  with  their  rough 
h^.vAs.  which  age  was  making  delicate  with  filigree  of  veins  and 
wrinkles.  And  she  could  see,  too,  that  they  liked  her.  Tliey 
looked  at  her  as  ii  they  thought  she  was  pretty,  and  teased  her 
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al^ut  the  Votes-for-Women  button  she  was  wearing,  b, 
When  they  were  standing  und«r  the  dark  eaves  of  tl 

launch  one 'S  ^f  '^,  /''  ^^^^'"^  ^^-'"y  sides  of  thi 
sSu  ''r^  ^^*^'^.°''^  "^«"  pointed  at  the  golden  lette 
spelt     Gwendolen  "  at  the  prow,  and  said    "  Well  YavP 

ffl"^' H  •dT./'^^r^"."^^  ^^^  '^  these  da  :s^''"'. 
And  nil  K  u  •'T"^''/  '^  ^^^  SO'"g  to  niarry  a  Suffra 
And  all  broke  into  clear,  frosty  laughter     She  cried 

aT^r'an^t'hat'l'  ''^"  ^'^*  '"^'^^^^'-  were  not^'aj'h 
and  f'hnf  tue  newspapers  just  told  a  lot  of  lies  aboui 

t,l  ?^T^y  ,"  ""'^  o»'y  old-fashioned  women  wh 

J^^O"s    and  they  listened  with  smiling    bcnevo S  If 

t'lat  ho\'  '"^"^"'  "?''  ''^^  ^^^  'iRhtedVS^d  am 
heielf  """■'  "^'"^^'^'^  '"  '>^'-  *^«^^t  '^"  his  fri:>n3s  t 

For  a  moment  sh.;  felt  as  lonely  as  she  had  been  heU 
Xir^fT,'  ^'^  loo.^ed  towards'  the  boat  and  t^ar'^d^ 
renection  of  the  group  m  the  polished  side  and  wished  th 
of  the  dim.  featureless  shapes  she  saw  th.-re  had  bTen  her  n 
or  anyone  who  had  had  a  part  in  her  old  life  in  Erli^ 
She  turned  back  to  the  men  and  brough    the  comersa 

present  of  an  asjx-ct  of  her  beauty  to  induce  them  to  f 
mmd  go  free.  Again  she  felt  scW^h  f  ha  her  1 
sense  forbade  to  b.  quite  fear  wh,  n  he  did  fot    o  ice  for  a 

n^ht.tf  :o^:e"''"^  "^'^"^ '-' '« ^^'^' '-  ^-^  ^  " 

werrSkinl'^  ^"^  'f'^  ^°°^-^y^'  ^«  ^h*-'  I'^PPy  oJd  mer 
were  walkmg  along  the  promenade,  he  asked:     "  Wha 

the     matter,     darlmg  ?     Didn't     vou     like     them  >     f 

wl!^l^hrLr.d  •  •■  U""^ 'V  '^"^'  ""^-'-d  peri 
body  but  vo  ••  Th  '^"o^^tJ^y,^'^.  but  I  don't  want 
•'Yes  dear  -  Hn  v'''  ''"'  '"^"^^  veliemence  in  his  r 
T^,!^     K.  ^V    ?    ^""'^  ''^"t  anybody  but  ourselves    do  \\ 

nc  uas  givmg  her.     Instead  of  concentrating  in  tint  m 

sa^Hnrf Inrl  "  ^/'""''  excessive,  int.rest  in  what  sl.e 

sS^.lv      iT'''^    r,^'"''!^^''""'  ^""»P  ^^J''^h  he  would 
suu  kniy  .iMde  and  drive  hi.  stick  through  the  ice  on  th.  1 

c'o'ntaSii^lTh^  outszde  edge  of  the  Vomen^de  "his'n.l 
waue  ne  did  that,    if  one  went  to  see  a  dear  friend,  who:,e  iu 


6i 


■-■s»<;»«).-sswfs  -^^fmrr.jx"--*^: 


''*^F.. 


iring,  but  quite 

^es  of  the  boat- 
>  of  the  motor- 
en  letters  tliat 
11,  Yaverlant],  I 
•>'s."    Another 
1  Suffragette." 
i  cried  out  in 
Jt  really  farce 
:s  about  tlu  m, 
nen  who  were 
cnt  defereiut', 
d,  and  she  .saw 
riends  than  in 

3en  before  she 
stared  at  the 
shed  that  one 
'n  her  moiJur, 
n  Edinburgh, 
nversation  to 
^■ing  Ihi-ni  the 
em  to  kt  luT 
licr  common- 
L-  for  a  minute 
)'■     It  was  aJl 


jid  men  and 
"  What   wa.'- 
n  ?     'I'll.  \  re 
)d     perfuiiy 
't  want  aii\- 
n  his  rij>i\  : 
s,  do  we  '  ' 
he  atttiiticn 
that  steady 
ustomtd,  lie 
hat  .slic  was 

would  ti;in 
on  the  liiile 
',  his  niouili 

meekly  ly 
vhu>C(.li.uin 
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and  disorder,  one  wodd  no  rebukStn^on?  ^m"  "P  *°  ^'^ 
and  soothingly  umil  h^  d(ShS  Ji'  .  .  u'^°"^'^'^^"  ^"'^tly 
his  life  explained  the  abandtmfnt  o°f  oW  hrSf  BuTh  ^""  '' 
travelled  to  the  luminous,  snow-sugared  hlUh..  ^f  T' 
sea  to  the  summit  where  RnnJhir,^  rf  u  ^  ^'^^^  ^^^  by  the 
of  hazily-irradS  ed  ^evn^^^  ^  evanescent  tower 

and  her'^thoughts  tra^eKuZ"t"1l^  '^f?"^.' 

that  point,  and  that  orchard  where  Ihelnl^^t  ^^^"^  ^^^'""^ 
who  was  so  much  darker  Sid  Zfc.r  ;  u""^  *^^  ^^"^*  wo'^an 
«'-^n  the  .litterintfelt^wt^raJo^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

undSSrTs1irks:SK 

within  herself    She  found  .oJ-  '"°''^  ""  '"""^  ^^^^"^  ^°"^ 

people  were  llvstTemXaeTan\rn^         *\°"^'^  ^^^^ 
them  in  their  absence  but  shp  W  h  wh    ^^tP'^^^^'^s  she  made  of 

high,  white,  vicw-inv^ded  dinin? Vn.^  ?  v^'  ^'"*  ^^^^  *"*<>  the 
Marion  stoid  by  thrhe^ih  ookin./  ^averland's End.  For 
Richard  and  EllL  earned  she  t.^^^n'"'''^  '"^^'he  fire,  and  as 
them,  and  asked  "ndSercntlv  ''5.1^"  '"^1^^'  ^^''  towards 
and  fell  to  polishinrher Tails  with^h  \''"  ^f^  ^  "'"  ^^^^  ?  " 
trivial,  fribbling  gesture  th!t  wl  ^^"^  "^  ^''  ^^"^  ^th  that 
any  other  beingroutflung  a™^ 'T.^'^  than 

remembered,  and  more  And  «L  .  ^  f  ^^  ^^^^  E"^"  had 
this  house  with  he?s5ran..nl  ^'^'^  '"^""^^^  ^he  destiny  of 
tl.e  peace  of   he  mTddav  r^^d     ZtVlT^  ''^•^"  "^^tters  as 

had  finished  the  ro^rm^'Ton  and  said  ■'Pl''"''  '"  ^'^°^^  ^^^^ 
a  man  wanting  to  see  vo,?'"     a        xf    .P'^^<^.  ma'am,  there's 

sliKhtlydisagreeabletonewhthFn  V^'°?  ^^''^'  ^''^h  that 
her  vXe  wLn  she  poke  f^llf  "^  "' '  Wh'' ^rr-.'^^'T'^ 
answered  contemptuouslv  ''  h/I  '  -.  ■  l^.  ^"^  '  ^^^bel 
a  very  r>oor  person  r^Am  2k  TV  •^"'^  \l''  "^"^^-  "^'^ 
i-  coat's  half^ff  h";  bTck"  An"  he'sts  ll^i'uUli:^''''  \"' 
name  you  mightn't  see  him  Vhnll  T^*  i  ii  •  ^^  ^"'^  ^^^  his 
.  But  MarioS  had  starteTvio^e^t  v  H  ^""^  ''^  ^°  ^^'^^  ^  " 
'"to  Richard's.  She  sdd  calmk  ^•- v  tT'  ^''^  '°°^'"8 
"/'!'  rr,  th-URh  in'a  ,S!:;!J.''      "^^^^  ^  "  ^^^  ^--     Tell 

star;^:ttdf  i?L^'qVe:X-     ''"""  '''''  ^'^^'^^^^  -"^inued  to 

^^^?ar=^i3^-t^.^-^y:^^Itmay^     Both 

1    ^-^ro.     They  probably  Hal^^U^t^LXlJS^r:^: 
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seem  natural  and  unsuspicio"  s  •'      "^' '"" '"  ™''' >"* 

darMaTsuffS  Sfhe  bfod^^Jj  kTnd""  ^."""-^   "" 
towards  her  son's  p..yin|  eyTm  d  tuen' ,S°"o',\"' 

a72&ra;u^i--Ar£^^^^ 

''Richard  !  "  breathed  Ellen. 

He  went  on  eating. 

''  Richard^"  she  insisted.    "  why  did  she  'ook  liko   . 
So  happy      Does  she  want  it  to  bo  Roger  ?'  '   ' 

Uod  knows,  God  knows  "  ho  <-.iri  ;,,  u     , 

voice,,  •■  There  are  lots  o.  .hlngs'^bo^ llUrthT.'I'dtT;,' 

had— he  sav<;  «;}.*.'=  ir,  n    i    ^ ""'  ^'^^^^ure.     buch  a  nice  wife 

to  old  Da  .5^^ns      D^ne  End""'  nf  Jr^''^"^^--     ''"  ^^"^  ^'- 
a  few  davs-  work  "  '  ^  "  ^et  him  to  give  the  poor  wre 

oyer,  she  had  in  some  way  hTlJchid    "?  uT^""^-    "^  " 
when  he  came  back  to  the  3e  '        ^"  ^''''  ""'^  ^' 


.^--tt'-  3^2S^'5^^?'  j^Liip^tl-  ;jrl- JiSiS?  -v=7-"*"ij'-' -'--g  gpfe-J^ 


rJf;:_:I?«-J  j.  ^T^ir-V^*---^.^  _ 
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I  "  that  Roger 
ake  his  arrival 

t  ;    her  broad 
sion,  and  lifted 
k  of  a  pansy 
hich  had  been 
Jichard  not  to 
y  and  smiltd. 
ng  change  of 
ated  her  face, 
some  private 
ig   the    hand 
d's,  and  went 


^  hkc   that  ? 

sharp-t(l}:ft] 
don't  uiuier- 

«•     Her  face 
irse.    I  want 

found  it  for 
n  taking  out 
i  under  her 
ho  is  it  ?  " 
'ed.     "  "^es, 
,  who  is  it ' 
T   Mi!f„rd? 
hen  wv  ran 
so  terribly. 
<n  the  road. 
lice  wife  he 
?nd  him  on 
:)oor  WTt  tch 

okcd  thick 
lildly  groib 
ul.  Mon- 
:  was  dork 


But  an  amazement  struck  Ellen  as  she  thought  over  the 
scene.  "  Richaid,"  she  exclaimed  excitedly,  "is  it  not  just 
wonderful  that  this  man  should  come  to  your  mother  for  help 
after  she'd  put  him  to  the  door  ?  I'm  sure  she'd  make  a  body 
feel  just  dirt  if  she  was  putting  them  to  the  door.  It  would  be 
a  quiet  affair,  but  awful  uncomfortable.  But  she's  such  a  good 
woman  that,  even  seeing  her  like  that,  he  knew  she  was  the  one 
to  come  to  when  he  was  really  in  trouble.  Do  you  not  think  it's 
like  that  ?  " 

•  Oh  yes,"  he  almost  groaned.  "Even  when  she's  at  her 
worst  you  know  that  she's  still  better  than  anyone  else  on  this 
earth." 

When  Marion  came  back  she  sat  down  at  the  table  without 
noticing  what  seemed  to  Ellen  his  obvious  dejection,  and  began 
to  talk  about  this  man  Milford,  telling  of  the  power  he  had  over 
his  beasts  and  how  a  prize  heifer  that  thev  then  had,  by  the  name 
of  Susan  Caraway,  had  fretted  for  three  "weeks  after  he  had  left. 
She  said  'hat  he  gained  this  power  over  animals  not  by  any  real 
love  for  them,  for  he  was  indifferent  to  them  except  when  he  was 
actually  touching  them,  and  would  always  scamp  his  work  without 
regard  for  their  comfort,  but  simply  by  some  physical  magnetism, 
and  pointed  out  that  there  it  resembled  the  power  some  men  have 
over  women.  It  surprised  Ellen  that  she  laughed  -es  she  said 
that,  and  seemed  to  find  pleasure  in  the  thought  of  such  a  power. 
When  the  meal  was  over  she  sat  for  a  moment,  gathering  to- 
gether the  breadcrumbs  by  her  plate,  and  said  pensively  :  "  Yes, 
It  might  quite  easily  have  been  Roger."  Ellen  wondered  how  it 
was  that  Richard  had  always  spoken  of  his  mother  as  if  she 
needed  his  protection,  when  her  voice  was  so  nearly  coarse  with 
the  sense  of  being  able  to  outface  all  encounterable  events,  and 
she  felt  a  flash  of  contempt  for  his  judgment.  She  wished,  too 
that  when  .Marion  rose  from  the  table  he  had  not  followed  her  so 
closely  upstairs  and  hovered  round  her  as  she  took  up  her  stand 
on  the  hearthrug,  with  her  elbow  on  the  mantelpiece  and  her  foot 
m  the  fender,  and  kept  his  eyes  on  her  face  as  she  settled  down  in 
an  armchair.  It  was  just  making  himself  cheap,  dangling  after 
a  woman  who  was  jierched  up  on  herself  like  a  weathercock. 

\\  hen  she  said.  "  I'm  going  to  walk  over  to  Friar's  End.  Old 
Biitterworth  wants  me  to  do  some  rrjwirs  which  I  don't  feel 
UK  lined  to  (h).  so  I  want  to  have  a  look  at  the  place  for  myself." 
t  he  announcem.nt  was  so  little  tinged  bv  anv  sense  of  the  {x^rsons 
she  wa.s  addressing  ihat  she  might  as  well  have  held  up  a  printed 
placard  Ellen  thought  he  was  a  little  abject  to  answer,  "  So 
ijr  as  I  can  remember,  Butlerworth's  rather  a  rough  specimen. 
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^f.'^l"'*.^""  ^^?  "^  *°  ^^"^^  ^'tli  you  ?  "  and  almost  d. 
hat  she  did  not  hear.     Such  deafness  argued  comTt  en 

ouTtoH^d^^r''-'^  'Y  *r"'  '^^^'^^-^  '-^"^  ^n^s  ood 
out  towards  the  river,  her  face  again  wore  that  incomt)rel 

o??M  in\°^  'T'  ""^'  *^^'^'"  '^''■^'^•^  sa  SactTon^Tl 
of  It  fell  like  a  whip  on  Richard.     He  lowered  his  heid 
staring  at  the  floor.     Ellen  cried  out  to  herself  •'She';  an 
va  mg  woman  if  ever  there  was  one.     It's  every  bit  as 
no    saying  what  v-ou  feel,  this  not  saying  what  Lu  look 
tried  to  pierce  with  her  eyes  the  dreamy  snirface  of  tWs  glc 

she  could  make  nothing  of  it.  and  looked  back  at  R 
fh.^.  '^""i^TA  "1^  ^^^'^  h^'  ''^"ds  -^croi  her  eyes  when 

ha    h'.d 'h  ^'^''"^  ^.i'  ^'^"^  ""^  ^^  ^"^"'"g  to^ward    l" 
that  had  become  the  mirror  of  his  mother's  expression 

She  SIT  fP^K  '"  '"'"''  '-^^"'^^"^  ^"'^  contraband  con  em 
bhc  raised  her  brows  m  enquiry,  and  mockingly  he  w-i^ 
back  words  which  he  knew  she  could  not  Teal-  ^^  '''" 
A  think  111  go  now,"  said  Marion,  from  her  detirh 
and  left  them.  Ellen  stretched  out  her  arms  above  h^r 
andcnedshudderingly  !  "  Why  are  you  looWnTat  me  U  J  th 
But  he  would  net  answer,  and  began  to  lauf h  qSlv 
me  !      she  begged,  but  still  he  kept  silence,  and  seemed 

not'lS"'^  'u  T'^^}'t  P''-^^"''^  '^'''  he'knlt  of  bm  V 
not  disclose.     It  struck  her  as  another  example  of  Mu 

dominion  over  the  house  that  her  expression  ihoukl  lin 
this  room  after  she  had  left  it  and  that  it.honhM  W  " 

very  well,  be  a  Cheshire  cat  if  vou  feel  called  in  it  •'  L.} 
and  pretended  to  look  for  a  ^•olume  in  ?he  bm  kc^se       t 
annoynng  that  he  did  not  come  after  her  at  once 1 1  try  to  c 
her.  but  he  made  no  move  from  his  scat  until  there  som 

sts ;.'  ''""'■  ^/^^"^'  "^  ^^'^  ^'-'"«  from  door      " 
SUl  sa\\ ,  a  Mcond  after  that,  the  refl(  ction  of  his  iicr  de  in 
above  th.-  shoulder  of  her  own  i,uag.  i„  th/da  s  door  .' 
bookcase,  and  was  at  first  ,.kased  and  w.uted  ddi^htfu  v 
reconrihng   kisses ;     but   iHcausc-  the   brightness     f  is  [, 
old  her  that  lie  was  still  smiling,  she  wished  igai      hs 'ht 
tliat  morning  when  she  had  stood  I.'.ide    le  ^      ;.''  sh., 

•night  be  one  that  was  her  mother.     She  knew  that  it  u,^ 
much  to  ask  of  this  inelastic  u^i^ e.sc'    1  at      le    ill  ever 

not  uiidcrsuuid  hou  C.od  could  ever  have  thout'hl  of  .ui,  ; 
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Imost  deserved 
uplete  abstrac- 
i  stood  looking 
omprehensible 
•n.     The  iight 
>  head  and  sat 
•he's  an  agpra- 
bit  as  bad  as 
oil  look,"  aiij 
this  gloatinij. 
k  at  Richard ; 
when  she  saw 
rds  her  a  fare 
)ression.     Ht, 
contentment, 
he  whisiKTcd 

detachnirnt, 
jve  her  luad 
elikethit  ?" 
ietly.  "T.'ll 
;eemed  to  be 
of  but  would 

of  Marion's 
Jld  lin;,'.  r  in 
blot  out  the 
ngly:  "Oh, 
,"  and  Went 
ise.  It  was 
y  to  comfort 
ere  sounded 
)r. 

Lce  gleaiiiini: 
door  of  the 
Kht fully  for 

f    its    l;lram 

as  she  had 
5th,  sherry- 
rorcxi  wfirid 

it  was  too 
lid  ewr  see 
•ed,  lookin; 
r  but  could 
<f  a;i\ . :..:;;: 


as  cruel  as  snow.  "And  quite  right  too."  she  said  to  herself. 
"If  there  were  ghosts  we  would  spend  all  oiir  time  gaping  for  a 
sight  of  the  dead,  and  we'd  not  do  our  duty  by  the  living.  But 
surely  there 'd  be  no  harm  just  for  once,  when  I'm  so  put  about 
with  this  strange  house,  in  letting  me  see  in  the  glass  just  the 
outline  of  her  wee  head  on  her  wee  shoulders.  .  .  ."  But  there 
was  nothing.  She  sobbed  and  caught  at  Richard's  hands,  and 
was  instantly  reassured.  For  the  hand  is  truer  to  the  soul  than 
the  face :  it  has  no  moods,  it  borrows  no  expressions,  and  she 
read  the  Richard  that  she  knew  and  loved  in  these  long  fingers, 
stained  by  his  skeely  trade  and  scored  with  cuts  commemorative 
of  adventure  and  bronzed  with  golden  weather,  and  the  broad 
knuckles  that  were  hollowed  between  the  bone;  as  usually  only 
frail  hands  are,  just  as  his  strong  character  was  fissured  by  reserve 
and  fastidiousness  and  all  the  delicacies  that  one  does  not  expect 
to  find  in  the  robust.  "  You've  got  grand  hands  I  "  she  cried, 
and  kissed  them.  But  he  wrested  them  away  from  her  and  closed 
them  gently  over  her  wrists,  and  forced  her  backwards  towards 
the  hearth,  keeping  his  body  close  to  her  and  shuffling  his  feet 
in  a  kind  of  dance.  She  was  astonished  that  she  should  not 
Hke  anything  that  he  did  to  her,  and  felt  she  must  be  being  stupid 
and  not  understanding,  and  submitted  to  him  with  nervous 
alacrity  uluii  he  sat  down  in  the  armchair  and  drew  her  on  to 
his  knee  and  began  to  kiss  her. 

But  she  did  not  like  it  at  all.  lor  his  face  wore  the  rapt 
anil  v;un  expression  of  a  man  who  is  performing  some  compli- 
cated technical  process  which  he  knows  to  be  beyond  the  powers 
of  most  other  people,  and  she  had  a  feeling  that  he  was  not 
thinking  of  her  at  all.  That  was  absurd,  of  course,  for  he  was 
holding  her  in  his  arms,  nnd  whispering  her  name  over  and  over 
again,  and  pressing  his  mouth  down  on  hers,  and  she  told  herself 
that  she  was  being  tiresome  and  pernickety  like  the  worst  kind  of 
^i  own-up,  and  urged  herself  to  lend  him  a  hand  in  this  business 
of  lo\e-making.  But  she  could  not  help  nolii  ing  that  these  wi re 
tlic  poonst  kisses  he  had  ever  given  lier.  Each  one  was  separate, 
and  all  were  impotent  to  constrain  the  mind  to  thoughts  of  love  ; 
In  twcen  them  slie  found  herself  thinking  dearly  of  such  irrelevan- 
cies  as  the  bare,  bright -coloured,  inordinate  order  of  the  room 
and  tlie  excessive  view  of  tides  and  flatlands  behind  the 
I'ohshed  window-panes.  The  kisses  had  their  beauty,  of  course, 
for  it  Wiis  Richard  who  was  giving  them,  but  it  was  the  ix'ri>hing 
and  trivial  beauty  of  cut  flowers,  whereas  those  that  he  gave 
her  commonly  had  been  strongly  and  enduringly  beautiful 
like  trce^. 


^11 

it 

r 


V 


864 


THE  JUDGE 


her  mS  Z\l  ifwt^'.i.'"  '•"  ^^  '^  ^nd  si 
creating  a  wood  Format  Lf'tS  ^°*°  '  ^°°^'  ^'• 
one  closed  one's  eves  when  r>n?l^    i"^*"^    ^"^   '^^'^nes 

silver  birches  that  wereThe  ?  de  Sf  ^'^'^l-had  create 
sturdy  elms  that  were  thdr  !.?«,•  ""^''"g^ng  ^issr 
and  thought  of  a  hLrl  *"ff^  *'^^"  they  loved  r 
with  foliale  of  green  rrth^??/^^^  '^'  white-boled  : 
intensely.     But  to  da v  tLv  hIi    7  ^''^  ^'^^"  ^^ey  love 

he  was  simplv  mov1nrhi?it  o^tT'"*?'''"^"^'"^^"^ 
his  stethoscV  over  his  Datil^rn    .  '  '*^'"  ^  *  ^^^^o^ 
sometimes  hm  hef     sK  S  ^  '^'*u    ^"^'  '''^^  the  doc 
and  was  glad  when  he  thn^hf    I'  "^^^V'^  ^'"'^'^  her 
and  stopM.  ^      °^  something  he  wanted 

you'aS  ne?klaU^^;.^Te&'i'f 'f^  ''"'•  "■  ''"^  ^-"^'  ' 
look  so  good  against^^rtht  •i^-",,^;;^  .^     ^^^  ^« 

by."  s^enold'^hTrn'^ei;^  ^Tor 'l"  *^^.  ^^^^  ^^  ^s  . 
neckl^e  when  I'm  b  SurnLg  "  '°"''"^  ^"  "^^'"^  ^ 

as  it  should  S;  for  a  mithTr  "'"'"^'  ''^  "^'^"*^«  J'^^-    1 
dothes^  ;t  doesn't  do  yourVoXrTn^^gl^^dl'^orjl^^ 

fashioned^S^otTh"  IJ^d'S"  w.'"''  '■^'"^"^^-'  "^^^her  was 
things  just  so/ SpeSallvLml"''KSP"'"'''^"'^^  ^^out  ha 
she  was  most  i^m,c&  Tof  .k^^'^.^'^'^^'^"^-  ^  ^'-'"^' 
death.  And  thS  she^/jl?  J"'  Slacks  after  my  fatl 
guarantee  that  that  make,  a  hT,"^  '"to  eternal  life,  we've 
saw  on  his  face  an  ex^?ession  w^V"''^'^  ^"  '-^t  once." 
been  careful  never  to  acaSt.^K'^  reminded  her  that  he 

of  a  future  lif.,  and  she  cTS  out     •" v''  '^^'f  ^' P'^  P°^^''" 
I  m  sure  she's  going  on  soniwhi;      ^"^  7^^^"  *  ^0°^  so  cle 

"  to  the  pour  womiri  donTknoV"  a:^^  ^''^  ^'"j'^  ^^"' 

^  '^""^^-    '^nd  your  njothcr  tliii 
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and  she  lifted 
ood,  or,  rather, 
darkness,   since 
le  prayed;  and 
a  tree,  for  their 
runk,  and  their 
heir  faces  where 
•liage  where  the 
arkness  around   : 
1  created  ;  the   . 
>g  kissos;    the   j 
loved  robustly    ; 
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there's  something  after  death,  too.  She  told  me  this  morning 
in  the  garden  that  she  was  quite  certain  of  it  when  your  father 
died.  She  said  that  all  the  trees  round  the  house  seemed  to 
know  where  he  had  gone." 

"  Oh,  she  said  that,  did  she  ?  "  His  arms  released  her.  He 
stared  into  her  face.  "  She  said  that,  did  she  ?  "  he  repeated  in 
an  absent,  faintly  malevolent  murmur  ;  and  clasped  her  in  his 
arms  again  and  kissed  her  so  cruelly  that  her  lips  began  to 
bleed. 

"  Let  me  go,  let  me  go !  "  she  cried.  "  You're  not  loving 
me,  you're  just  taking  exercise  on  me  !  " 

He  let  her  go,  but  not,  she  knew  from  the  smile  on  his  face, 
from  any  kindness,  but  rather  that  he  might  better  observe  her 
distress  and  gloat  over  it.  She  moved  away  from  the  heat  of 
tiie  fire  and  from  that  other  heat  which  had  so  strangely  been 
engendered  by  these  contacts  which  always  before  engendered 
li^'ht,  and  went  to  the  window  and  laid  her  forehead  against  the 
cold  glass.  The  day  had  changed  and  lost  its  smile,  for  the  sky 
\v.is  hidden  by  a  dirty  quilt  of  rain-charged  clouds  and  the  frost 
had  seeped  into  the  marshes  and  left  them  dark,  acid  winter  green, 
yet  she  longed  to  walk  out  there  in  that  unsunned  and  water- 
logged country,  opening  her  coat  to  the  cold  wind  brought  by  the 
f,'rey,  invading  tides,  making  little  cold  pools  where  she  dug  her 
heels  mto  the  sodden  ground,  getting  rid  of  her  sense  of  inflamma- 
tion, and  being  quite  alone.  That  she  should  want  not  to  be 
with  Richard,  and  that  she  should  not  be  perfectly  pleased  with 
vvliat  pleased  hini,  seemed  to  her  monstrous  disloyalty,  and  she 
turned  and  smiled  at  him.  But  there  was  really  something 
wrong  with  this  room  and  this  hour,  for  as  she  looked  at  him  she 
felt  frightened  and  ashamed,  as  if  he  were  drunk,  though  she  knew 
that  he  was  sober  ;  and  indeed  his  face  was  flushed  and  his  eyes 
wet  and  wmking,  as  if  smoke  had  blown  in  them.  For  some 
reason  that  she  could  not  understand  he  reminded  her  of  Mr 
Phihp. 

She  cried  out  imploringly.  "  Take  me  down  to  the  marshes, 
Richard  ! 

He  shook  his  head  and  laughed  at  some  private  joke.  She 
!elt  desolate,  like  a  child  at  school  whom  other  children  shut  out 
trom  their  secrets,  and  drooped  her  head  ;  and  heard  him  say 
presently:  "  We  are  going  out  this  afternoon,  but  not  on  the 
marshes. 

"  Where  ?  " 

He  was  overcome  with  silent  laughter  when  she  stamped 
because  he  would  not  answer.     She  ran  over  to  liim  and  began 
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to  slap  him  tr)dng  to  make  a  game  of  it  to  cover  her  near 
to  ears.  Then  he  told  her.  not  because  he  wi  concemfd' 

r,?      .K-       ,  ^^^re  gomg  to  the  registrar,  mv  dear    t 
everything  for  our  marriage  in  three  weete' dm.  •^' 
Tlie  sense  of  what  he  had  said  did  not  reach  her  bee 

he?o?Mr"Vhihr  ^H '^  '"'.  '"'  °"'  "''^  ^^  -^^  '^"^ 
ner  01  Air.  Philip.     He  was,  for  one  thint;,  wearintr  an  pv 

that  woukl  have  been  more  suitable  to  a  sma  Kn 

was  tembly  different  to-day  '     Hu  i'vpq  Zut^      •  f 

without,  for  a  second,  thinking  against  what  thiiig  she  wi 

He  laughed  and  pulled  her  down  on  his  knrr.;     i 
laughing  more  than  she  had  ever  known  him  laugh  Se 
don  t  you  want  to.  you  little  thing  ?  "  "Sn  otiore. 

lookinJ  fnr''"^^*'  ^vandered  about  the  world  as  she  k 
lookmg  for  some  reason.     But  nothing  camP  t^  i. 
memory  of  the  cold,  wet.  unarguSatl-rcT;  of  tt   rnl 
Lk    or  wate ?''•  •  pT  ''^  "l^'^'^^^-     ^^e  saidifbly.  J'' 

3s;woo^?sj;Ss;-:n--^^^ 

tavi^h  Vr!.?"^''^K'"°"Sh,  he  was  reminding  her  of  Mr 

^_^She  pulled  herself  ofl  his  knee.    '■  I  don',  know,  I  . 
■'VVliy?    Why?" 

.he!5:  ri";aVi;:dr-^^L%°',xxTh'' 'r''^'' H^°" 

byallv  back  to  KirharH  Lk^         leeimg  like  thirst  ;  and  tu 

in  his  tuckering  eves  and  .^' />,;   "''^ ''^^y- ^"^  the  indica 
quietne..  his  J^ZZ  S^,^'^,^  ^^  '^■^^^ 


I, 


■'~~v'^-i*s'jfi'  i 
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of  her,  recalled  to  her  the  night  when  Mr.  Philip  had  stood  by 

the  fire  in  the  office  in  Edinburgh.    That  man  had  hated  her  and 

this  one  loved  her,  but  the  difference  in  their  aspects  was  not  so 

great  as  she  would  have  hoped.     She  could  bear  it  no  longer,  and 

screamed  out :    "Oh  I    Oh  !    That's  how  Mr.  Philip  looked  ?  " 

i        It  took  him  a  minute  to  remember  who  she  meant.     Then 

I  his  face  shadowed.     "  Don't  remind  me  of  him,  for  God's  sake  I  " 

[  he  said  through  his  teeth.     "  Go  and  put  on  your  things  and 

i  come  out  \\ith  me  to  the  registrar." 

I       She  drew  backwards  from  him  and  stood  silent  till  she  could 
master  her  trembling    He  was  very  like  Mr.  Philip.     Softly 
she  said  :   "  You  sounded  awful,  as  if  you  were  telling  me  " 
"  I  was."  ^  ^ 

She  began  to  want  to  cry.  "  I'll  do  nothing  that  I'm  told." 
He  made  a  clicking  noise  of  disgust  in  his  throat.  It  struck 
iier  as  a  mark  of  debasement  that  their  bodies  were  moving  more 
swiftly  than  their  minds,  and  that  each  time  they  spoke  they 
lust  gesticulated  or  made  some  wordless  sound.  He  burst  out 
more  loudly  than  she  had  ever  heard  him  before  :  "  Go  and  put 
on  your  things." 

"Away  yourself  to  the  registrar,"  she  cried  more  loudly 
still,  "  and  tell  him  he'll  never  marry  you  to  me." 

The  ringing  of  her  own  voice  and  his  answering  clamour 
recalled  something  to  her  that  was  dyed  with  a  sunset  light  and 
yet  was  horrible.     She  drew  her  hands  across  her  face  and  tried 
to  remember  what  it  was  ;  and  found  herself  walking  in  memory 
along  a  street  in  Edinburgh  towards  a  sunset  which  patterned 
the  west  wuh  sweeping  lines  of  little  golden  feathers  as  if  some 
vain  angel,  forbidden  to  peacock  it  in  heaven,  had  come  to  show 
his  wings  to  earth.    On  the  other  side,  turned  to  the  colour  of  a 
Woire  de  Dijon  rose,  towered  the  height  of  the  MacEwan  Hall, 
that  Byzantine  pile  which  she  always  thought  had  an  air  as   if 
It   were  renumbering  beautiful  music   that  had   been  played 
wulnn  It  at  so  many  concerts  ;    and  at  its  base  staggered  a 
quarrt  Uing  man  and  woman.    The  woman  was   not  young  and 
wore  a  man's  cloth  cap  and  a  full,  long,  filthy  skirt.    They  were 
moving  sideways  along  the  empty  pavement  about  a  yard  apart 
lacmg  one  another,  shouting  and  making  threatening  gestures 
across  the  gap.    At  last  they  stopped,  put  their  drink-ulcerated 
laces  close  together,  and  vomited  coarse  cries  at  one  another  • 
anil  she  had  looked  up  at  the  pale  golden  stone  that  was  remember- 
ing music,  and  at  the  bright  golden  sky  that  was  promising  that 
UKie  was  more  than  terrestrial  music,  as  one  might  look  at  well- 
Dred  tnends  after  some  boor  had  stained  some  pleasant  occasion 
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with  his  ill  manners.     Then  she  had  been  sixteen     V 
was  seventeen,  and  she  and  a  n.un  wcre^utmK^cr'oss 

sill  J  ^h"'^  ^>«  stupid.    You're  being  exactly  like  all  other  v, 
silly  jnd  capacious.    Go  and  put  your  things  on.  '' 
I  will  not.     I'm  going  away."  * 

••  n^irV^u^^^T^"^^  '    ^^^'^'f'^  ar*-^  you  going  ?  " 

not  be  toerated  in  oroncrtv     >:;>,.;    i  i  "^^,^"  '"at 

X  vvouKi  reaa  him  like  a  book  and,  cons  derine  what's  in  i 
-a  cu„v„l.„,.    „,    ,,g,  ,h„„,  ,„_..  ,„:!7 -"^^•^^^^ 

,iriv"'!„'l'"'i.-lT"..''l^"e  ™"'  deliberate  nippancv  '    "  Oh 

ki«p7    «^K    turn  dbidc  some  time  and  spit  out  the  cores  of  tl 
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There  was  a  moment  of  confusion  on  the  landing  when  she 
could  not  tell  which  of  the  white  doors  on  the  right  and  left  led 
into  her  bedroom.    The  first  one  she  opened  showed  her  a  table 
piled  with  heavy  books  ;    a  vast   wardrobe  with  glass  doors 
showing  a  line  of  dresses  coloured  like  autumn  and  of  fabrics  so 
exquisite  that  they  might  be  imagined  sentient ;  under  a  shelf 
beneath  it  a  long  straight  line,  regular  as  the  border  plants  in 
a  parterre,  of  glossy  wooden  shoe-trees  rising  out  of  rather  large 
shoes  made  from  many  kinds  of  leather  and  velvets  and  satins  • 
and  in  the  carpets  and  the  han^ngs  a  profound  and  vibrant 
blue.    Accusingly  she  exclaimed  into  the  emptines-;  "  Marion  •  " 
and  darted  into  her  own  room  just  as  Richard  buret  out  into 
the  passage.     She  flung  herself  on  the  bed  and  lay  quite  still 
while  he  knocked  on    the  door.    Twice  he  called  her  name 
Nothing  in  her  desired  to  aaswer.    That  was  both  relief  and 
the  loss  of  all.    Three    times  again    he    knocked,  and  there 
[>onetrated  through  the  panels  one  of  tiiose  wordless  noises  that 
had  been  disgusting  her  all  the  afternoon.    After  a  moment's 
silence  she  heard  him  go  downstairs.  She  leaped  up  and  dragged 
her  trunk  from  acorm  r  into  the  middle  of  the  room,  but  instead 
of  beginning  to  pack  she  fell  on  her  knees  and  wept  on  to  the 
comfortingly  cool  and  smooth  black  surface. 

T7  i^uo'^u"  "^?^J°.}^  *^*PPy  *he"  I  got  among  the 
hnghsh,  she  sobbed.  I  thought  England  was  a  Ught- 
minded.  cheerful  kind  of  place.  But  I'll  just  go  back  to  Edin- 
burgh. She  jumped  up  and  went  to  the  wardrobe  and  looked  at 
her  dresses  hanging  there,  and  cried  :  "  It'll  waste  them  terribly 
if  I  pack  them  without  tissue  paper,  and  I  can't  ring  with  my  face 
in  this  pickle."  There  was  not  even  a  newspaper  by  to  stuff 
into  her  shoes.  Suddenly  she  wanted  her  mother,  who  had 
always  packed  and  found  things  for  her  and  who  had  been  so 
verj-  female,  so  completely  guiltless  of  this  excess  of  blood  that 
was  maleness.  It  would  be  dreadful  to  go  back  to  Edinburgh 
and  find  no  mother  ;  and  it  would  be  dreadful  to  leave  Richard 
1  lie  light  of  reason  showed  that  as  a  necessary  and  noble  joumev 
owu-ds  economic  and  spiritual  independence  it  somehow  proved 
her,  she  felt  worthy  of  having  a  vote.  But  her  flesh,  which  she 
curiously  felt  to  be  more  in  touch  with  her  soul  than  was  her 

SS,'^'  '"'u-i.^PA^'ll.  ^y  ¥'  intention.  It  would  be  an  unnatural 
light.  W  hat  had  been  between  Richard  and  herself  had  mingled 
them  in  some  real  way,  so  that  if  she  went  back  and  lived  without 
h  m  she  would  be  crippled,  and  that.  too.  in  a  real  way  :  so  real 

and  th!/°i?M  '''^^'  P.^"  ^'■?™  '^  ^^^^  <l*y  until  she  died, 
and  that  children  would  notice  it  and  laugh  at  it  when  she 
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got  to  be  old  and  walked  rusty   and   unmarried  aboi 
town. 

Yet  she  could  .  t  stay  here  now  when  she  had  seen  F 
red  and  glazed  and  liko  those  wranglers  in  the  street,  and  n^ 
and  fine-grained  and  more  splendid  and  deliberate  than 
She  could  not  tell  what  her  life  might  come  to  if  she  tru 
into  the  sweaty  hands  of  this  man  whom,  as  it  turne 
she  did  not  know.  Which  of  these  horrid  paths  to  disat 
ment  must  she  tread  ?  In  her  brooding  she  stared  at  ht 
m  the  glass  which  Marion  had  bought  for  her  and  notei 
inappropriate  the  sad  image  was  to  the  gay  green  and  gold 
that  framed  it.  It  struck  her  how  typical  it  was  of  Mario 
the  gaiety  of  a  gift  from  her  should,  a  day  after  the  giving,  b 
a  wounding  irony,  and  she  was  overwhelmed  by  a  double  1 
of  this  home  and  what  had  just  happened  to  her  in  it. 

She  flung  herself  again  on  the  bed  and  tried  to  lose  her 

weeping,  but  had  to  see  before  her  mind's  eye  the  gorgeou 

worthy  galleon  that  her  love  had  been  till  this  last  hour.    It  S( 

impossible  that  a  vessel  that  had  so  proudly  left  the  harbour 

already  have  foundered.     Hope  freshened  her  whole  body  t 

remembered  how  the  galleon  of  her  mother's  hopes  had 

wrecked  and  had  sunk  in  as  many  fathoms  as  the  full  dot 

misfortune.     Certainly  there  were  those  who  died  God 's  crec 

and  she  had  no  reason  to  suppose  she  was  not  one  of  i 

She  was  lying  with  her  face  to  the  window,  and  it  occun 

her  that  it  was  the  plethora  of  light  let  in  by  that  prodi 

square  of  glass  which  was  making  her  think  and  think  and  t 

That   the  device   of  a  dead   Yaverlund's     spite    againsi 

contemporaries  should  work  on  the  \ictiiu  of  a  living  Yavc 

gave  her  a  shuddering  sense  of  the  power  of  this  family 

rolled  over  and  covered  her  head  with  the  quilt  and  went 

wept,  until  she  fell  asleep. 

It  was  the  slow  turning  of  the  doorhandle  that  woke 
Instantly  she  remembered  the  huge  extent  to  which  life 
gone  wrong  during  the  past  few  hours,  and  rolled  back  to 
the  window,  which  w;is  now  admitting  a  light  grown  grave 
the  lateness  of  the  afternoon.  It  might  be  that  it  was  Ric 
who  was  coming  into  her  room  to  say  that  he  did  not  wai 
marry  her  either;  or  Marion,  who  would  be  quiet  and  kind 
yet  terrif\ang  as  if  she  carried  a  naked  sword ;  or  one  of  t 
superior-looking  maids  to  tell  her  that  tea  was  ready.  Shf 
and  waited.  Her  heart  opened  and  closed  because  these 
Richard's  steps  that  were  crossing  the  room,  and  they  ■ 
slow.     They  were  more— they  were  shy.    And  when  they  pai 
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at  the  foot  of  the  bed  his  deep  sigh  was  the  very  voice  of  peni- 
tence. She  shot  up  out  of  her  pretence  of  sleep  and  sat  staring 
at  him.  Tears  gushed  out  of  her  eyes,  yet  her  singing  heart  knew 
there  was  nothing  more  irrelevant  to  life  than  tears.  For  he  was 
pale  again  and  fine-grained,  and  though  he  stood  vast  above  her 
he  was  pitiful  as  a  child.  She  stretched  out  her  arms  and 
cried :  "Oh,  you  poor  thing !  Come  away  !  Come  close  to 
me !  " 

But  he  did  not.  He  came  slowly  round  to  the  side  of  the 
bed  and  knelt  down,  and  began  to  pick  at  the  hem  of  the  counter- 
pane, turning  his  face  from  her.  She  was  aware  that  she  was 
witnessing  the  masculine  equivalent  of  weeping,  and  let  him  be, 
keeping  up  a  little  stream  of  tender  words  and  sometimes  brushing 
his  tense,  unhappy  hands  with  faint  kisses. 

"  Forgive  me,"  he  muttered  painfully  at  last.  "I  was  a 
brute— oh,  such  a  brute.     Do,  do  forgive  me." 

"  Yes.  yes,"  she  soothed.  "  Never  heed.  I  knew  you  didn't 
mean  it." 

"  Oh,  I  was  foul,"  he  groaned,  and  turned  his  head  away 
again. 

"But  don't  grieve  so  over  it,  darling;  it's  over  now,"  she 
said  softly,  and  took  his  face  between  her  hands  and  kissed  it. 
Its  bronze  beauty  and  the  memory  that  she  had  struck  it  pierced 
her,  and  she  cried,  "  Oh,  my  love,  say  I  didn't  hurt  you  when 
I  hit  you  !  " 

He  broke  into  anguished  laughter.  "  No,  you  wee  little 
thing !  "  He  strained  her  to  him  and  faltered  vehemently : 
"  You  generous  dear  !  When  I've  insulted  and  bullied  you  and 
shouted  at  you,  you  ask  me  if  you've  hurt  me  !  I  wish  you  had. 
It  would  have  given  me  some  of  the  punishment  I  deserve. 
Oh,  keep  me,  you  wonderful,  strong,  forgiving  dear  !  Keep  me 
from  being  a  hound,  keep  me  from  forgetting — whatever  it  is 
\vt'v(,>  found  out.  You've  seen  what  I'm  like  when  I've  forgotten 
it.    Oh,  love  me  !  Love  me  I  " 

"I  will,  I  will!" 

They  clung  together  and  spent  themselves  in  reconciling 

kisses. 

"It  was  my  fault,  too,"  she  whispered.  "  I  was  awful 
hard  on  you.     And  maybe  I  took  you  up  too  quick." 

"  No,  it  was  all  my  fault,"  he  answered  softly.  "  I  was 
worried  and  I  lost  my  head." 

"Worried?  What  are  you  worried  about,  my  darling? 
lou  never  told  me  that." 

"Oh,  there's  nothing  to  tell,  really.    It's  not  a  definite 
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worry.    It  s  to  do  "—his  dark  eyes  left  her  and  travelled  an 
the  gathering  shadows  of  the  room—"  \vith  my  mother." 

If  he  had  kissed  her  now  he  would  not  have  found  her 
so  soft.     "Your  mother?  "  she  repeated. 

"Yes,"  he  said  petulantly.  It  struck  her  that  there 
somethmg  infantile  about  his  tone,  a  shade  of  resentment  n 
as  a  child  might  feel  against  its  nurse.  "  She's  been  the  ce 
of  my  whole  life.  And  now  ...  I  don't  know  whether 
cares  for  me  at  all.  I  don't  believe  she  ever  cared  for  puvt 
but  my  father.     It's  puzzhng." 

His  eyes  were  fixed  or.  the  shadows.  He  had  quite  forgo 
her.  She  leant  back  on  the  pillows,  closing  her  eyes  to  try 
master  a  feeling  of  faintness.  and  stretched  out  her  hand  tow; 
his  lips. 

lie  dropped  a  kiss  on  it  and  went  on  :   "  So,  you  see   I 
back  on  you  for  consolation,  and  somehow  at  that  moment 
went  out  of  me.     It's  funny  the  change  it  makes  in  everyth 
I  became— so  conventional.     When  you  ran  in  here  and  slami 
the  door  on  me,  I  didn't  follow  you  because  I  was  consc 
that   I   oughtn't   to  come  into  your  room.     Afterwards  w 
suddenly  I  loved  you  again  and  I  wanted  to  come  and  be 
given  by  you,  I  didn't  care  a  damn  for  any  rule  "    Their 
met  again.     She  had  to  dissemble  a  faint  surprise  that  at 
moment  he  should  think  about  anything  so  trivial  as  the 
that  a  man  should  not  come  into  a  woman's  bedroom      "  El 
It  was  beastly.     Really,  I  didn't  get  any  more  fun  out  o 
than  you  did.     I  lost  my  soul.     I  didn't  feel  anything  for 
that  I  ve  ever  felt.     I  simply  felt  a  sort  of  generalised  emol 
.  .  .^  that  any  man  might  have  felt  for  any  woman, 
wasn  t  us.  .  .  ."    The  corners  of  his  mouth  were  drawn  down 
self-disgust.        Perhaps  I  am  like  my  father,"  he  said  loathini 
He  w^  a  vile  man.       Again  he  forgot  her.  and  again  she  1 
her  hand  on  his  lips.    When  his  thoughts  came  back  to  htr 
looked  happier,  though  he  had  to  think  of  her  penitently 
was  a  beast  ' '  he  went  on,  "  the  coldest,  cruellest  beast,     ho  ^ 
know  why  I  raged  at  you  when  you  mentioned  that  little  sn 
you  call  Mr.  Philip  ?     I  knew  it  was  the  roughest  luck  on  ^ 
to  have  gone  through  that  time  with  him.     But  i  wasn't  >.o 
for  you.     I  was  jealous.     I  felt  you  might  have  protected  yo 
self  from  being  looked  at  by  any  other  man  in  the  Aorld  cxo 
me,  though  I  knew  perfectly  you  had  to  earn  your  living  an. 
ought  to  make  it  my  business  to  see  that  vou're  speriallvbai 
to  make  up  for  those  months  you  spent 'up  in  that  office  w 
those  lustful  old  swme. 
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She  checked  him.  He  was  speaking  out  of  that  special 
knowledge  which  she  had  not  got  and  for  lack  of  which  she  felt 
inferior  and  hoodwinked,  and  what  he  said  to  her  suggested  to 
her  that  a  part  of  her  life  which  she  had  thought  she  had  perfectly 
understood  was  a  mystery  from  which  she  was  debarred  by  ignor- 
ance. "  What  do  you  mean  ?  "she  cried  deridingly,  as  if  there 
were  no  such  knowledge.     "  Why  do  you  call  them  lustful  ?  " 

In  his  excitement  he  spoke  on.  "  Of  course  they  both 
wanted  you.  I  could  see  that  little  snipe  Philip  did.  And 
everything  you  told  me  about  them  proves  it.  And  the  old 
man  liked  to  think  how  he  would  have  wanted  you  if  he'd  been 
young." 

Ellen  repeated  wistfully,  "  They  wanted  me."  She  did  not 
know  what  it  meant,  but  accepted  it. 

A  sudden  hush  fell  on  his  vehemence.  He  turned  away  from 
her  again,  and  began  to  pick  at  the  hem  of  the  counterpane. 
"  Don't  you  know  what  that  means  ?  " 

She  shook  her  head. 

"  Oh,  Lord !  "  he  said.  "  I  wasn't  sure.  How  frightened 
you  must  be." 

In  the  thinnest  thread  of  sound,  she  murmured  :  "  Some- 
times.   A  little." 

He  was  trembling.  "  You  poor  thing.  You  poor  little 
thing.    Yet  I  can't  tell  you." 

She  clapped  her  hands  over  her  ears.  "  Ah,  no.  I  couldn't 
bear  to  listen  if  you  did."  They  sank  into  a  trembling  silence. 
Her  black  eyes,  fixed  on  the  opposite  wall,  saw  the  shape 
of  mountains  against  the  white  evening  of  a  dark  sky  ;  the  dark 
red  circle  of  a  peat-stained  pool  lying  under  the  shadow  of 
a  rock  ;  the  earth  of  a  new-ploughed  field  over  which  seagulls 
ambled  white  in  heavy  air,  under  a  cloud-felted  sky ; 
and  other  sombre  appearances  that  moved  the  heart 
strangely,  as  if  it  discerned  in  them  proofs  that  the  core  of  life 
was  darkness.  There  came  on  her  suddenly  a  memory 
of  that  fierce  initiatory  pain  which  she  had  felt  when  she  first 
drank  wine,  when  she  first  was  kissed  by  Richard.  She  remem- 
bered it  with  a  singular  lack  of  dismay.  There  ran  through  her 
on  the  instant  a  tingling  sense  of  pride  and  ambition  towards 
all  new  experience,  and  she  leapt  briskly  from  the  bed,  crying 
out  in  placid  annoyance,  as  if  it  were  the  only  care  she  had, 
because  her  hair  had  fallen  down  about  her  shoulders.  They 
stooa  easily  together  in  the  light  of  the  great  window,  she  feeling 
for  the  strayed  hairpins  in  her  head,  he  looking  down  on  the 
disordered  glory. 
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;;  But  what's  that  for  ?  "  he  asked,  pointing  at  the  open 
in  the  middle  of  the  floor. 

Edi^birT"  ^'"'''^  "^''^^  ^^^^^'    "  ^  ""'^^  packing  to  go  b; 

"Oh,  my  dear,  my  dear!"  he  said  solemnly     "I 

near  to  imperilling  a  perfect  thing."     He  took  her  face  be 

him  ^^^^  ^°*"^  ''^  ^'^^^  ^''^'  ^"*  ^^^  ^^^'"^^^  ^"^^y 

;;  Oh,  maircy  !     What  cold  hands  !  "  she  exclaimed. 
I  ve  been  out  m  the  shed  working  at  my  motor-bi 

It  was  freezmg.    And  I  made  an  awful  mess  of  it  too,  becc 

was  blmd  and  shakmg  with  rage." 

"You  poor  silly  thing  !  "  she  cried  lov-indy.     "  Giv 

yon  bits  of  ice  !  "     She  took  both  his  hands  and  pressed 

against  her  warm  throat. 

For  a  little  time  they  remained  so.  until  her  trembling  be 

too  great  for  him  to  bear,  and  he  whispered  :    "  This  is  all 

Ihis  is  all  it  IS  !  " 

'<•  ^ru^^  ^°  ^°"  '"^^  '  "  ^^^^  murmured. 
«,^  I    I™;*  y°"  ^*'^'"  ■  •  •  *^  just  like  this.     You  will  comfoi 
wnole  body  as  you  are  comforting  my  hands 

She  drooped,  she  seemed  about  to  fall,  but  joy  was  a  b 
light  on  her  face,  and  she  answered  loudly,  plangentlv  •  "  ' 
I  shall  not  be  afraid  ! ' '  They  swayed  together,  and  she"told 
in  earnest  ecstasy  :  "  I  will  marry  you  any  day  you  like  "  V 
he  answ;ered,  ;*  No,  no,  I  will  wait,"  she  jerked  at  his  coat-l; 
like  an  impatient  child  and  cried  :  "  But  I  want  to  be  ma, 
to  you  !  Then  their  ips  met  in  a  long  kiss,  and  they  trav, 
lar  into  a  new  sphere  of  love. 

It  amazed  her  when,  in  the  midst  of  this  happiness  heb 
away  from  her.  She  felt  sick  and  shaken,  as^if  slie  had  I 
sitting  in  an  express  train  and  the  driver  had  suddenly  nii 
the  brakes  and  it  angered  her  that  he  once  more  made  on 
those  wordless  sounds  that  she  detested.  But  her  anger  . 
when  she  saw  that  he  was  staring  over  her  shoulder  out  of 
window  at  some  sight  which  had  made  his  face  white  and  poir 
with  that  grave  alertness  which  is  the  brave  man's  form  of  f 
she  swung  round  to  see  what  it  was. 

A  rnan  and  a  woman  were  standing  in  the  farmyard  look 
up  at  them     Their  attitude  of  surprise  and  absorbed  int.i 

^ii'Lr'^'"*  ^^'^}  ^^^  '^^^^^  ^^"^  depth  of  the  window! 
enabled  them  to  sec  clearly  what  was  happening  in  the  room ; ; 
lor  a  moment  Ellen  covered  her  face  with  her  hands.    But 
was  forced  to  look  at  them  again  by  a  sense  that  tiiese  peo 
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were  strange  in  a  way  that  was  at  once  unpleasant  and  yet 
interesting  and  exciting.  They  were  both  clad  in  uniforms  cut 
unskilfully  out  of  poor  cloth,  the  man  in  a  short  coat  with  brass 
buttons,  braided  trousers,  and  a  circular  cap  like  a  sailor's, 
and  the  woman  in  an  old-fashioned  dress  with  a  tight-fitting 
bodice  and  a  gored  skirt  ;  and  round  his  cap  and  round  the 
crown  of  her  poke-bonnet  were  ribbons  on  which  was  printed  : 
"Hallelujah  Army." 

The  odd  unshapeliness  of  their  ill-built  bodies  in  their  ill- 
fitting  clothes,  the  stained  and  streaky  blu-  of  the  badly-dyed 
serge,  and  the  shallow,  vibrating  magenta  of  the  ribbon  made 
it  very  fitting  that  they  should  stand  in  the  foreground  of  the 
mean  winter  day  which  had  coloured  the  farmyard  and  its 
buildings  sour,  soiled  tones  of  grey.  Their  perfect  harmony 
wth  their  surrounding?,  even  though  it  was  only  in  disagreeable- 
ness  that  they  matched  them,  gave  Ellen  a  kind  of  pleasure. 
She  felt  clever  because  she  had  detected  it,  and  she  stared  down 
into  their  faces,  partly  because  she  was  annoj-ed  by  their  steady 
inspection  and  wanted  to  stare  them  out,  and  partly  because  she 
wanted  to  discover  what  these  people,  who  were  behaving  so 
oddly,  were  like  in  themselves.  There  was  nothing  very  unusual 
about  the  woman,  save  that  she  united  several  qualities  that  one 
would  not  have  thought  could  be  found  together.  She  was 
young,  certainly  still  in  her  middle  twenties,  yet  worn  ;  florid 
yet  haggard  ;  exuberant  and  upstanding  of  body,  yet  bowed  at 
the  shoulders  as  if  she  were  fragile.  But  the  man  was  odd 
enough.  He  was  pale  and  had  a  very  long  neck,  and  wore  an 
expression  of  extreme  foolishness.  From  the  frown  with  which 
he  was  accompanying  his  gaping  stare  it  was  evident  that  his 
mind  was  so  vague  and  wandermg  that  he  found  it  difficult  to 
concentrate  it  ;  she  was  remind'^d  of  an  inexpert  person  she  had 
once  seen  tr\'ing  to  put  a  white  rabbit  into  a  bag.  She  looked 
again  at  the  girl,  with  that  contempt  she  felt,  now  that  she  had 
Richard,  for  all  women  who  let  themselves  mate  with  unworthy 
men,  and  found  that  her  dark  eyes  were  fixed  sullenly,  almost 
hungrily,  on  Richard.  She  laid  her  hand  on  Richard's  arm  and 
cried  :  "  If  it's  not  impudence,  it's  the  mxt  thir.g  to  it, 
staring  like  that  into  a  pairson's  room  !  Tluy're  collecting, 
I  suppose.     Away  and  give  them  a  penny." 
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CHAPTER  IX 

Ellen  could  not  understand  why  Richard  whispered  explos 

as  they  turned  away  from  the  window :    "  Pin  up  your  \ 

yuickly !    We  must  go  down  at  once  !  "  or  why  he  hurriec 

downstairs  without  giving  her  time  to  use  her  brush  and  c( 

mien  they  got  down  into  the  old  parlour  Richard  went  tc 

side  door  that  opened  into   the   farmyard   and  flung  it  o 

beginiung  a  sentence  of  greeting,  but  there  was  nothing  t. 

seen  but  the  grey  sheds,  the  wood-pile,  and  the  puddle-po( 

pound.    He  uttered  an  exasperated  exclamation,  and  dre 

to,  saying  to  Ellen  :    "  Open  the  front  door  !     Please,  de 

bhe  did  so  but  saw  nothing  save  the  dark  and  narrow  gai 

and  the  black  tr^es  against  the  white  north  sky.     "  Wha 

Chnst  s  name  are  they  doing  ?  "  Richard  burst  out,  and  fl 

ffP^'^i.  ,^  ^^'^^  ^°°''  *Sain.     Both  put  their  heads  out  over 

threshold  to  see  if  the  two  visitors  were  standing  about  £ 

where  and  a  gust  of  wind  that  was  making  the  trees  beat  t 

arms  darted  down  on  the  house  and  turned  the  draught  betw 

the  two  open  doors  into  a  hurricane.     Ellen  squealed  as  her  c 

banged  and  struck  her  shoulder  before  she  had  time  to  s 

clear  of  it.    "Oh,  my  poor  darUng ! "  said  Richard,  and  he 

coming  towards  her,  when  they  heard  the  glug-glug-elug  of  w: 

dnpping  from  the  table  to  the  floor.  and%aw  that  thf  drau 

had  overturned  a  vase  filled  with  silver  boughs  of  honestv 

picked  It  up  and  uttered  another  bark  of  exasperation   fo 

of  theTwna  ^''''^^  ^""^  ^^  ^^^  ^"*  ^'^  ^^"^  ^'^  *^^  ^^^'P  ^' 
"  Oh,  damn  !  oh.  damn  !  oh,  damn!  "  he  cried,  in  a  vc 
that  rage  made  high-pitched  and  childish,  sucking 
finger  in  between  the  words.  "  What  a  filthy  mess  i  " 
looked  down  on  the  wet  tablecloth  and  the  two  halves  of  l 
vase  lying  mthe  bedabbled  leaves  with  an  expression  of  dista 
uJZuy,      proportion  to  its  occasion  that  Ellen  runembu 

?r?o«  ^*   °^  '^''''^  ^''"^  *^^*   ^^y  she  had  noticed  in  h 
traces  of  a  desperate,  nervous  tidiness  like  Marion's     "  If  v 
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ring  for  one  of  the  maids  she'll  soon  clear  it  up, "she  said  soothingly, 
and  moved  towards  the  bell.  But  he  took  his  bleeding  finger 
away  from  his  lips  and  waved  it  at  her,  crying  :  "  No  !  no  I  I 
don't  want  either  of  the  servants  round  till  I've  found  that  fool 
and  that  woman  !  This  is  some  new  folly — probably  I'll  have 
to  ge^  him  away  before  mother  comes  !  Come  on  !  Perhaps 
they're  hanging  abor  c  the  garden,  though  God  knows  why  I  " 
After  making  a  savage  movement  towards  the  broken  vase,  as 
if  he  could  not  bear  to  leave  the  disorder  as  it  was,  and  checking 
it  abruptly,  jarringly,  he  rushed  into  the  dining-room,  and  Ellen 
followed  him. 

The  two  were  there,  their  faces  pressed  against  the  window- 
panes.  Behind  them  the  grey  waste  of  stormy  shallow 
waters  and  the  salt-dimmed  pastures,  and  the  black  range  of  the 
K.ntish  hills,  hung  with  grape-purple  rainclouds,  made  it 
..pparent  how  much  greater  dignity  belongs  to  the  earth  and 
sea  than  to  those  who  people  them.  As  Richard  and  Ellen 
halted  at  the  door  the  faces  receded  from  the  glass.  The 
woman  stepped  backwards  and,  looking  as  if  she  were  being  moved 
on  by  a  policeman,  passed  suddenly  out  of  sight  beyond  the 
window's  edge.  Richard  crossed  the  room  and  opened  the 
French  window,  but  by  the  time  he  had  unlocked  it  the  man  in 
uniform,  who  had  been  beckoning  to  his  companion  with  long 
bony  hands,  had  gone  in  search  of  her.  As  Richard  put  his 
head  round  the  door  to  bid  them  enter,  the  wind,  which  was  now 
rushing  round  the  house,  made  itself  felt  as  a  chill  commotion, 
an  icy  anger  of  the  air,  in  which  both  he  and  Ellen  shivered. 
Presently  the  pair  in  uniform  appeared  again,  but  at  some 
distance  across  the  lawn,  and  too  intensely  absorbed  in  argument 
to  pay  any  attention  to  him. 

"Oh,  damn  1  oh,  damn  !  "  sobbed  Richard.  The  wind  was 
blowing  earth-daubed  leaves  off  the  flowerbeds  through  the 
open  door  into  the  prim  room.  He  stepped  into  the  gale  and 
shouted  :    "  Roger  !     Roger  !     Come  in  !  ' 

Roger  waved  his  arms,  which  were  too  long  for  the  sleeves 
of  his  coat,  and  from  his  mouthings  it  was  evident  that  he  was 
shouting  back,  but  the  wind  took  it  all.  In  anger  Richard 
stepped  back  into  the  room  and  made  as  if  to  close  the  doors, 
and  at  that  the  two  on  the  lawn  ran  towards  the  house,  with 
that  look  which  common  people  have  when  they  run  for  a  train, 
as  if  their  feet  were  buckling  up  under  them.  Richard  held 
Uie  door  wide  again,  but  when  the  couple  reached  the  path  in 
front  of  the  house  they  were  once  more  seized  with  a  doubt 
about  entering  and  came  to  a  standstill. 
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"Come  in,"  said  Kichard ;  "come  in." 
The  man  took  off  his  cap  and  ran  his  hancls  through  ] 
long  hair.     "  Is  mother  in  ?  "  he  demanded  in  a  thin  v 
voice.  ' 

"  Come  in,"  said  Richard  ;  "  come  in." 
The  man  began  :  "  Well,  if  mother's  not  in,  I  don't  knc 
Richard  fixed  his  eyes  on  the  woman's  face.  "  Co 
he  said  softly,  brutally,  loathingly.  Ellen  shivered  to  h 
speak  thus  to  a  woman  and  to  see  a  woman  take  it  thus,  for 
the  stranger  moved  ft)rward  to  the  window  and  stepped  i 
room.  As  she  brushed  by  him  she  cringingly  bowed  her  hi 
a  little,  and  looked  up  at  him  as  he  stood  a  head  and  sli 
higher  than  herself.  He  looked  back  steadily  and  m 
sign  of  seeing  her  save  by  a  slight  compression  of  the  lip 
she  passed  on  with  dragging  U-ct  and  stood  listlessly  in  the 
of  the  room.  It  was  evident  that  they  completely  und 
one  another,  and  yet  their  understanding  sprung  from  no  r 
tion  of  any  previous  encounter,  for  into  the  eyes  of  neit 
there  come  any  flash  of  recognition.  There  could  be  nc 
that  Richard  was  feeling  nothing  but  contempt  for  this  \ 
and  her  peaked  yet  rich-coloured  face  expressed  only  sick 
ness  ;   yet  Ellen  felt  a  rage  like  jealousy. 

Richard  turned  again  to  the  garden,  and  said :  "Cor 
Now  don't  be  high-handed,  old  man,"  expostulat 
stranger.  But  then  he  seemed  to  remember  somethin 
stretched  out  both  his  arms,  held  them  rigid,  and  opoi 
mouth  wide  as  if  to  speak  very  loudly.  But  no  sound  can 
his  arms  dropped,  and  his  long  bony  hands  pawed  t 
1  hen  suddenly  his  arms  shot  out  again,  and  he  exclaimc 
quickly  in  a  high,  strained  voice  :  "  Pride  has  always  bee 
besetting  sin,  Richard.  You  aren't  a  bad  chap  in  any  ua 
I  know  of.  But  you're  proud.  And  it  doesn't  become 
us  to  be  proud  "—his  spirit  was  shaking  the  words  out 
faltering  llesh— "  for  we're  all  miserable  sinners.  You  v 
order  me  "—he  spoke  more  glibly  now,  the  flesh  and  tlu 
seemed  in  complete  agreement—"  to  come  out  of  the  ganh 
that.  I  wish  Poppy  hadn't  gone  in."  Hu  caught  his  1 
with  something  like  a  sob;  but  tlic  woman  in  unifoirn 
no  movement,  and  turned  her  eyes  to  Riciiaid's  face  a 
were  he  that  must  give  the  order.  * '  P ve  got  a  reason  for  si 
out  here.  I  know  mother  s  not  got  Jesus.  If  she's  ashpn 
me  now  that  Im  one  of  Jesus'  soldiers,  I  won't  come  in 
go  and  wrestle  on  my  knees  for  her  soul,  but  I  won't  hu 
by  coming  m.     So  here  I  stay  till  she  tells  me  to  come 
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"  But  she's  out,"  said  Richard. 

The  man  in  uniform  was  discomfited.  The  light  went  out 
of  his  face  and  his  mouth  remained  open.  He  shifted  his  weight 
from  one  foot  to  the  other  and  muttered  :   "  Ooh-er,  is  she  ?  " 

"Yes,"  said  Richard  pleasantly.  "She's  gone  over  to 
Friar's  End,  but  she'll  be  back  any  time  now.  I  wish  you'd 
come  in.  I  haven't  seen  you  for  years,  and  I'd  like  to  >^wap 
yarns  with  you  about  what  we've  been  doing  all  the  timo." 

"  You'd  have  the  most  to  tell,"  answered  the  other  wistfully. 
"  You've  been  here,  there,  and  everj'\vhere  in  fon  ign  parts. 
And  I  haven't  been  doing  nothing  at  a'l.  Except —  "  he  added, 
brightening  up,  "  being  saved." 

"That's  your  own  fau't,"  Richard  told  him.  "I've  often 
wondered  why  you  didn't  try  your  luck  abroad.  You'd  have 
been  sure  to  hold  your  own.  \Vcll,  anyway,  come  in  and  have 
some  tea.  I  don't  know  what  mother  woiild  say  to  me  if  she 
came  in  and  found  I'd  let  you  stay  out  in  the  cold.  She'd  be 
awfully  upset." 

"  Do  you  think  she  would  ?  "  the  man  in  uniform  asked, 
and  seemed  to  ponder.  He  looked  up  at  the  grey  sky  and 
shivered.  "  'Tis  getting  coldish.  And  the  cloth  this  uniform 
is  made  from  isn't  the  sort  that  keeps  out  cold  weather.  God 
knows  I  don't  want  to  grumble  at  the  uniform  I  wear  for  Jesus' 
sake,  but  me  having  been  in  the  draper}-,  I  can't  help  noticing 
when  a  thing  is  cheap."  He  stared  down  at  his  toes  for  a  time, 
lifting  alternately  his  heels  and  pressing  them  down  into  the 
wet  gravel  ;  then  raised  his  head  and  said  nonchalantly  :  "  Well, 
old  man,  I  think  I  will  come  in  after  all."  But  i.e  li.dted  yet 
again  when  he  got  one  foot  over  the  thre.shold.  "  Mind  y  u, 
I'm  not  coming  in  just  because  it's  cold,"  he  began,  I  Kirh' 
exclaimed,  "  Yes,  yes  !  Of  course  I  know  j-ou're  not !  "  iud  g;  d 
him  by  the  arm  and  pulled  him  into  the  room.  He  du;  ot 
seem  to  resent  the  rough  treatment  at  all,  and  went  ovv  -«  -e 
to  the  woman  in  uniform,  and,  looking  happily  about  him,  : 

"  Isn't  this  a  lovely  home  ?     I  always  say  thi  r,.'s  noI>  « 

such  a  nice  home  as  my  mother." 

His  voice  whistled  ;  and  Ellen  in  her  mind's  eye  saw  a 
of  some  clumsy,   half-bestial   creature    wandering  in   prin. 
swamps,  feeling  joy  and  yet  knowing  no  joyful  word  or  s-i, 
and  so  plucking  a  reed  and  breathing  down  it,  and  in  his  ignoram 
b'.ing  pleaicd  at  the  poor  noise.     She  fell  piry  and  loaihin^ 
and  looked  across  the  room  at  Richard,  meaning  to  tell  him  by 
a  smile  that  she  would  help  him  to  be  kind  to  Roger,     lint 
Richard  was  still  occupying  himself  with  the  window,  examining 
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with  an  air  of  irascibility  a  stain  of  blood  which  his  cut 
had  left  on  the  white  paint  near  the  lock.  His  eyes  trj 
from  It  to  the  muddy  footprints  of  the  two  who  had  come  i 
the  garden  and  to  the  spatter  of  earth-daubed  leaves  ( 
polished  floor,  and  his  mouth  drew  down  at  the  corners  in  a  a 
of  passion  that  made  Ellen  long  to  run  lo  him  and  kiss  lii 
bid  him  not  give  way  to  the  madness  of  order  so  prcvai 
this  house.  But  he  did  not  even  look  at  her.  so  she  co 
nothing  for  him. 

He  went  forward  to  Roger,  determinedly  sweetenii 

face,  and  shook  his  hand  heartily.     "  It's  good  that  you  ■ 

have  turned  up  just  at  this  moment,  for  I'm  going  to  be  m 

before  long  to  Miss  Melville,  whom  I  met  in  Scotland  v 

was  working  at  Aberfay.     EUen.  this  is  my  brother    K 

Roger  took  Ellen's  hand  and  then  seemed  to  rem 

something.    After  exchanging  a  portentous  glance  wit 

wonian  in  uniform,  he  looked  steadfastly  into  her  face  am 

sombre  y  :    "  I  hope  all's  well  with  you.  sister  !     I  hop< 

well  with  you  I  '^ 

"  Pairfectly."  answered  Ellen  ;    and  after  a   pause  a 

shyly  :      And  I  m  pleased  to  meet  you.     I  hope  anyone 

dear  to  Richard  will  be  friends  with  me." 

•  "^  ^"1?^  his  head  backwards  and  cried,  in  that  whi 
voice  :  Yes  1 11  be  that !  And  I'm  a  friend  worth  h 
now  I  ve  got  Jesus  I  And  He's  given  me  Poppy  too  ! 
old  man!  \Vith  a  little  difficulty  he  put  both  his  tl. 
inside  the  corded  edge  of  his  armholes  and  began  to  stric 
and  down,  taking  steps  unnaturally  long  for  thin  legs  ' 
aren  t  the  only  man  who's  thought  of  getting  married  '  ( 
minds  think  alike,  they  say  !  "  With  a  flourish  he  stretchy 
his  hand,  and  it  was  plain  that  he  thought  he  would  toiicl 
woman  in  uniform,  though  he  was  some  feet  away.  Rich 
and  Ellen  s  eyes  met ;  it  was  repulsive  to  see  a  man  dizzic 
so  small  a  draught  of  excitement.  "  Richard.  Miss  Mtl 
this  IS  Lieutenant  Poppy,  who's  going  to  be  my  wife  " 

It  was  difficult  to  know  what  to  do,  for  the  woman  in  unif 
although  she  made  a  murmuring  noise,  preserved  tiiat 
illumined  aspect  which  conveyed,  more  fully  than  silence  c 
have  done,  that  her  soul  was  glumly  silent.  But  thev  wont 
greeted  her,  and  looked  into  the  matted  darkness  of  her  t 
\\ e  re  going  to  be  married  as  soon  as  I've  served  mv 
of  probation.  That's  a  long  time  ahead,  for  I've  only  bee 
U  a  fortnight.  I  expect  you'll  be  getting  married  much  soo 
Things  always  went  easier  with  you  than  me,"  he  complaii 
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"But  it'll  be  a  happy  day  when  it  comes,  and  I  get  the  two 
blessings  at  the  same  time,  becoming  a  full  soldier  of  Jesus  and 
marrying  Poppy.  Shu's  nearly  a  full  soldier  already.  She 
joined  the  Army  seven  months  ago." 

"  Do  you  preach  in  the  streets  ?  "  asked  Richard. 

Roger's  eyes  filled  with  water.  Ellen  reflected  that  he  must 
be  curiously  sensitive  for  one  so  dull-witted,  fur  the  rage  and 
di-gust  behind  the  question  had  hardly  shown  their  heads. 
"  Yes,  I  do  !  "  he  said  pettishly.  "  And  if  Jesus  doesn't  object^ 
I  don't  see  why  you  should." 

"  I  don't  object  at  all,"  Richard  assured  him  amiably. 
"  I  only  wondered  what  sort  of  work  you  did.  I  suppose  you 
haven't  come  to  work  at  the  Hallelujah  Colony  here,  have  you  ?  " 

"That's  just  what  I've  done!"  answered  Roger  joyfully. 
"  I  joined  up  at  Margate  and  I've  laboured  there  for  three  weeks. 
I  didn't  do  so  bad.  Did  I,  Poppy  ?  Not  for  a  start  ?  No  one 
could  exactly  shine  at  street  preaching  at  first,  you  know.  They 
will  laugh  so.  But  I  didn't  do  worse  than  other  people  when  they 
begin,  did  I,  Poppy  ?  However,  they've  transferred  me  over 
here  to  the  Colony,  to  do  clerk  work."  He  added  with  a  touch 
of  defiance  :  "  And,  of  course,  they'll  want  m.  to  take  services 
too,  sometimes.     In  fact  I'm  going  to  take  a  service  this  evening." 

"  How  long  are  you  to  be  here  ?  " 

"  Maybe  always.  They  may  feel  I  do  the  best  work  for 
Jesus  here."  He  drew  a  deep,  shuddering  breath,  and  took  his 
cap  off  and  threw  it  on  the  table  with  a  convulsive  gesture. 
"  If  mother  doesn't  turn  me  away  because  I've  given  myself 
to  Jesus,"  he  said  with  that  whistling  note,  "  I'll  be  able  to  see 
her  every  day." 

"  She  won't  turn  you  away." 

There  was  folly,  there  was  innocence  in  Roger's  failure  to 
notice  that  Richard  was  speaking  not  in  reassurance  but  in  grim- 
ness,  as  one  might  speak  who  sees  a  doom  fire  or  flood  travelling 
down  on  to  the  place  where  he  stood.  "  You  ought  to  know, 
olu  chap,"  he  murmured  hopefully.  "  She's  always  shown  her 
heart  to  you,  like  she  never  has  to  me.  ...  I  don't  know 
Ooh,  I've  prayed.  ..." 

'' ^^'t-'ll,  you'll  know  for  yourself  in  a  minute,"  said  Richard. 

r^'n  ^^^  ^'^^^^  ^°°''  °P^"  ^"^  ^^^^^  ^  second  ago." 
Ellen  felt  a  thrill  of  pride  because  he  had  such  keen  senses, 
lor  tiie  sound  had  been  so  soft  that  she  had  not  heard  it,  and  yet 
u  hau  reached  him  in  the  depth  of  his  horrified  absorption  of 
lus  t)rother's  bemg.  She  longed  to  smile  at  him  and  teU  him  how 
sue  loved  him  for  this  and  all  the  other  things,  but  again  he 
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wouldn  t  pay  attention  t<^  her.     Indeed,  he  could  not,  for 

saw  from  his  white  mask,  he  was  wholly  given  up  to  p; 

apprehension.     Her  heart  was  wrung  for  him,  for  she  >; 

case  agiunst  Roger.     He  was  sickening  like  something  t^ 

been  fried  in  insufficient  fat  ;    and  that  his  loath.omcn. 

ceeded    from    no   moral  flaw    made  it    all  the  more   s 

If    there    was    not  vileness    in  his    will    to  account    J 

impression  he  made,  then  it  must  be  kneaded  into  his 

substance,  and  meanness  be  the  meaning  of  his  pallc 

treachery  the  secret  of  the  darkness  of  his  hair.     She  loc 

him  accusingly  as  he  stood  beside  the  buxom,  sullen  v 

who  in  a  slum  version  of  the  emotion  of  embarrassme 

sucking  and  gnawing  one  of  her  fingers,  and  she  found  shi 

his  face  the  light  of  love  ;  true  love  that  keeps  faith  an 

service   even   when   it   is   used   despitefully.     Perplexes 

doubted  all  judgment. 

The  doorhandle  turned,  and  Richaid  stepped  in  fr 
Roger.  But  when  Marion  slowly  came  into  the  room  s 
not  see  him  or  anyone  else,  because  she  was  looking  dow] 
piece  of  broken  china  which  she  hold  in  her  hand 

There  was  stillness  till  Richard  whispered  :    "  Moth 
SI     ' ifted  her  dark  eyes  and  said,  with  inordinate  nulai: 


SI. 


Uh,  Kichard,  someone  has  broken  the  Lowestoft  \ua  I  u^ 
flowers  in  the  parlour." 

He  answered  softly  :    "  No  one  broke  it.     The  wind  I 
down  when  I  opened  the  door  to  Roger." 

Her  eyes  did  not  move  from  his.     Her  mouth  was  a 

hole.     He  put  out  his  hand  to  take  the  piece  of  china  froi 

they   both  gazed  down   on   it.   as  if  it    were   a  symbol 

exchr'nged  a  long  glance.      She  gave  it  to  him  and,   bi 

herself    looked  around  for  Roger.     WTien  she  found  liir 

started,  and  stared  at  tlie  braid  on  his  coat,  the  brass  bu 

and  the  brass  studs  on  his  high  collar.     Then  she  became  ; 

ol  the  woman,  and,  with  a  faint,  mild  smile  of  distracted  cou 

took  stock  of  her  uniform.     His  cap,  lying  on  the  table  c 

her  eye,  and  she  picked  it  up  and  turned  it  round  and  roui 

her  hand,  reading  the  black  letters  on  the  magenta  ribb 

So  you  ve  joined  the  Hallelujah  Army,  Roger  ?  "  slie 

in  that  muffled,  indifferent  tone. 

"  Yes,"  he  murmured. 

;•  Do  you  preach  in  the  streets  ?  "     Her  voice  shook. 
Yes,    he  whisp)ered. 

She  gave  the  cap  .another  turn  on  her  hand.     "Are 
happy  ?      she  asked,  again  indifferently. 
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hook. 

Arc  you 


"  Yes,"  he  whispered. 
She  flung  the  cap  down  on  the  table  and  stretched  out  her 
arms  to  him.  "  Oh,  my  boy  !  "  she  cried.  "  Oh,  my  boy,  I 
am  so  glad  you  are  happy  at  last  !  "  Love  itself  seemed 'to 
have  spread  its  strong  wings  in  the  room,  and  the  others  gazed 
astonished  until  they  saw  her  flinch  an  Roger  crumpkd  up  and 
fell  on  her  breast,  and  visibly  force  herself  to  be  all  soft,  mothering 
curves  to  him. 

Ellen  cast  down  her  eyes  and  stared  at  the  floor.  Roger's 
sobbing  made  a  queer  noise.  Ahe  .  .  .  ah^  .  .  ,  a.h6. 
It  had  an  unmechanical  sound,  like  the  sewing-machine 
at  home  before  it  quite  wore  out,  or  Richard's  motor-bicycle 
when  something  had  gone  wrong  ;  and  this  spectacle  of  a  mother 
giving  heaven  to  her  son  by  forgery  of  an  emotion  was  an 
unmechanical  situation.  It  must  break  down  soon.  She  looked 
across  at  Richard  and  found  him  digging  his  nails  into  the 
palms  of  his  hands,  but  not  so  dejected  as  she  might  have  feared. 
It  struck  her  that  he  was  finding  an  almost  gross  satisfaction 
in  the  very  wrongness  of  the  situation  which  was  making  her 
grieve— which  must,  she  realised  with  a  stab  of  pain,  make 
everyone  grieve  who  was  not  themselves  tainted  with  that 
wrongness.  He  would  rather  have  things  as  they  were,  and  see 
his  mother  lacerating  her  soul  by  feigning  an  emotion  that 
should  have  been  natural  to  her,  and  his  half-brothtr  showing 
liimself  a  dolt  by  believing  her,  than  see  them  embracing  happily 
as  uncursed  mothers  and  their  children  do.  Uneasily  she  shifted 
her  eyes  from  his  absorbed  face  to  the  far  view  of  the  river  and 
the  marshes. 

"  Oh,  mother  !  "  spluttered  Roger,  coming  up  to  the  surface 
of  his  emotion.  "  I'm  a  rich  man  now  !  I've  got  Jesu'^  and 
you,  and  Poppy!  Mother,  this  is  Pt^ppy,  and  I'm  going  to 
marry  her  as  soon  as  I  can." 

The  woman  in  uniform  looked  at  the  window  when  Marion 
turned  to  her,  as  if  she  would  have  liked  to  jump  through  it. 
Que  could  imagine  her  alighting  quite  softly  on  the  earth  as  if 
tm  pads,  changing  into  some  small  animal  with  a  shrew's  stringy 
snout,  and  running  home  on  short  hindlegs  into  a  drain.  She 
moistened  her  lips  and  mumbled  roughly  and  abjectly  :  "  I  didn't 
want  to  come." 

Marion  answered  smoothly  :    "  But  now  that  you  are  here 
Iiow  glad  I  am  that  you  have,"  and  took  her  two  hands  and 
patted  them.     Looking  round  benevolently  at  Ellen  and  bark 
at  Lit-ulenant  Poppy,  she  exclaimed  :    "  I'm  a  lucky  woman  to 
have  two  daughters  given  me  in  one  week."     She  was  behaving 
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like  an  old  mother  in  an  advertisement,  like  the  silver 
old  lady  who  leads  the  home  circle  in  its  orgy  of  eating  J 
tosh's  toffee  or  who  reads  the  Weekly  Telegraph  in  pla( 
railway-stations.  The  rapidity  from  which  she  had  c 
from  the  brooding  thing  she  generally  was,  with  her  hea^ 
and  her  twitching  hands  perpetually  testifying  that  the 
of  her  life  had  not  been  resolved  and  she  was  on  edge  l 
their  final  music,  and  the  perfection  with  which  she  had  as 
this  bland  and  glossy  personality  at  a  moment's  notice, 
Ellen  with  wonder  and  admiration.  She  liked  the  wj 
family  turned  and  doubled  under  the  attack  of  fate.  S 
glad  that  she  was  going  to  become  one  of  them,  just  as 
might  feel  proud  on  joining  a  pirate  crew.  She  went  ov 
stood  beside  Richard  and  slipped  her  arm  through  his.  U 
she  was  aware  that  now  she,  too,  was  enjoying  the  siti 
and  would  not  have  had  it  other  than  it  was.  She  droop 
head  against  Richard's  shoulder,  and  hoped  all  might  I 
with  all  of  them. 

"  You  see,  mother,  since  I  saw  you  I've  had  trouble 

had  trouble "  Roger  was  stammering. 

Marion  turned  from  him  to  Richard.  "  Ring  for  tea 
said,  "  and  turn  on  the  lights.  All  the  hghts.  Even  the 
we  don't  generally  use." 

Roger  clung  to  her.     "  I  don't  want  to  hide  anythin; 

you,  mother,"  he  began,  but  she  cut  him  short.     "  Oh,  wh; 

hands  !  Oh,  what  cold  hands  !  "  she  cried  playfully,  and  r 

theni  for  him.    As  the  lights  went  up  one  by  one,  behii 

cornice,  in  the  candlesticks  on  the  table,  in  the  alabaster 

on  the  mantelpiece,  they  disclosed  those  hands  as  long  and  j 

ish  and  covered  with  warts.    The  parlourmaid  came  ir 

over  her  shoulder,  Marion  said  easily : ' '  Tea  now,  Mabel.    Tl 

five  of  us.    And  we'll  have  it  dovm  here  at  the  table." 

She  waved  her  visitors  towards  chairs  and  herself  r 

over  to  an  armchair  at  the  hearth.    .\11  her  movements 

easy  and  her  face  wore  a  look  of  blandness  as   she  s 

back  among  the  cushions,  until  it   became   evident  the 

was   to    be   disappointed  in  her    natural    hope    that    : 

would  see  the  necessity  of  stopping  his  babble  while  the  se 

was  going  in  and  out  of  the  room.     It  was  true  that  he  di 

speak  when  she  was  actually  present,  but  he  began  aga 

his  whistling  intimacies  the  minute  she  closed  the  door,  and 

she  returned  cut  himself  short  and  relapsed  into  a  breathy  si 

that  made  it  seem  as  if  he  had  been  talking  of  something  t 

discredit  of  them  all     Ellen  felt  disgust  in  watching  him 


le  silver-haired 
eating  Mackin- 
in  plaques  at 
had  changed 
ler  heavy  eyes 
tiat  the  chords 
1  edge  to  hear 
e  had  assumed 
notice,  striu!.' 
the  way  tliis 
ate.     She  was 
just  as  a  b(iy 
went  over  and 
his.     Unca-^ily 
the  situation, 
le  drooped  her 
might  be  well 

trouble — I've 

for  tea,"  she 
ven  the  lights 

inything  from 
Oh,  what  cold 
y,  and  rubbed 
e,  behind  the 
labastcr  vases 
ig  and  yellow- 
came  in  and, 
bel.    There're 
table." 
lerself  moved 
I'ements  were 
>   she  settled 
lent  that  she 
that    Roger 
le  the  servant 
at  he  did  not 
»an  again  on 
)or,  and  when 
reathv  silence 
ething  to  the 
ing  him,  and 


THE  JUDGE 


BSi 


more  of  this  perverse  pleasure  in  this  situation,  which  she  ought 
to  have  whole-heartedly  abhoned,  when  she  watched  Marion 
She  was  one  of  those  women  who  wear  distress  like  a  rose  in 
their  hair.     Her  eyes,  which  wandered  between  the  two  undesired 
visitors    were  star-bright  and  aerial-soft ;    under  her  golden 
age-dusked  pallor  her  blood  rose  crimson  with  surprise-    her 
face   was  abandoned  so  amazedly  to  her  perU  that  it  lost  all 
11=  burden  ot  reserve,  and  was  upturned  and  candid  as  if  she  were 
a  girl  receiving  her  first  kiss  ;  her  body,  taut  in  case  she  had  to 
keep  up  and  restrain  Roger  from  some  folly  of  attitude  or 
blubbering  flight,  recovered  the  animation  of  youth.     It  was  no 
wonder  that  Kicliard  did  not  look  at  anybody  but  his  mother 
You  see.  mother,  it  was  Poppy  who  brought  me  to  Jesus  " 
Kogcr  said,  a  second  before  the  door  closed      "  I  I'd  had 

a  bit  of  trouble.  Td  been  very  foolish.  ...  I'll  tell'you  about 
that  later.  It  isn  t  because  I'm  cowardly  and  unrepentant  that 
I  \von  t  tell  It  now.  I've  told  it  once  on  the  Confession  Bench 
m  Iront  of  lots  of  people,  so  I'm  not  a  coward.  And  I  don't 
be  leve,  he  declared,  casting  a  look  of  dislike  at  Richard  and 
i:.llen,  that  the  Lord  would  want  me  to  teU  anybody  but  you 
about  It."  The  servant  returned,  and  he  fell  silent ;  with  such 
an  effect  that  she  looked  contemptuously  at  her  mistress  as  she 
might  have  if  bailiffs  had  been  put  into  the  house.  When  she 
had  gone  he  began  again  :    "  It  was  this  way  Poppy  did  it 

After  my  trouble  I  was  walking  down  Margate  Broadway " 

1  he  woman  in  uniform  made  so  emphatic  a  noise  of  impatience 
that  they  al  turned  and  looked  at  her.  ' '  There  isn't  a  Broadway 
in  Margate!  she  nearly  snarled.  "  It's  High  Street,  you  mean. 
1  he  High  Street.  Broadways  they  call  them  some  places.  But 
not  at  Margate,  not  at  Margate." 

"  Neither  it  is."  said  Roger  adoringly.  "  What  a  memory 
jouve  got.  Poppy  1  "^ 

^lanon  rose  from  the  table,  laying  her  hand  on  the  woman's 
braided  shoulders  as  she  passed.  "  Let's  come  to  the  table  and 
have  some  tea  ;  and  take  your  hat  off.  dear.  Yes.  take  it  otf . 
i hat  close  bonnet  can't  be  very  comfortable  when  one's  tired." 
mien  stared  like  a  rude  child  as  the  woman  slowly,  with 
Shapeless  reu  fingers,  untied  her  bonnet-strings  and  revealed 
heibell  as  something  at  once  agelessly  primitive  and  most 
moUeriily  degenerate.  The  frizzed  thicket  of  coarse  hair  which 
hroke  into  a  line  of  tiny,  quite  circular  curls  round  her  low  fore- 
Sh"!h        }T  '"-member  side-streets  round  Gorgie  and  Dairy. 

S  r  .1  ?' r'^^^t^u^"!'-^'' ^""^  ^^^^  factory  girls  horned  under 
their  bhdwls  with  limde's  curler.  .  yet  made  hex  remember  also 
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vases  and  friezes  in  museums  where  crimped,  panopUed 

esses  dispensed  archaic  rites.    Her  featm-es  were  so  i 

moulded  to  the  bone,  her  temples  so  protuberant,  and  hi 

sunk  in  such  pits  of  sockets  that  one  had  to  think  of  a  s 

Skull  lound  m  hot  sand  among  ruins.  The  ruins  of  some  lost  > 

city  the  mind  ran  on,  for  the  fulness  of  her  lips  comparec 

the  thinness  of  her  cheeks  gave  her  a  negroid  look ;  yet  the 

^ess  and  poor  design  of  her  bones  marked  her  as  reared 

i-nghsh  slum.     But  her  rich  colour  declared  that  neithc 

upbringing,  nor  any  of  the  mean  conditions  which  her  h 

Showed  had  pressed  in  upon  her  since  her  birth,  had  beei 

to  aestroy  her  inner  resource  of  vitality.     The  final  mean 

.hr.  T?/  P^'^^P^/  primitive  and  strong.    When  she  had 

about  tlie  room  there  had  been  a  kind  of  liieiatic  dignity 

her  ;  she  had  that  sanctioned  eftect  upon  the  eye  whicli  is 

by  someone  adequately  imitating  the  pose  of  some    fa 

picture  or  statue.     There  fla^^hed  before  EUen's  mind  th 

\Ll'i'^''"'tT,'y  u^  ^  ''P^"  P^^^'^  '■'^'^"d  which  women 
looking  just  like  this ;   but  it  was  gone  immediately. 

Well,     said  Roger.  "  I  was  telling  you  how  i  got   1 

I  wf  ""^  ^.?"^^  '^^^^^^^  "'6^^  ^''^^''  ^"^  i  saw  a  c?owd 
1  heard  a  band  playing.     1  didn't  take  any  particular  noti 

t^t  ^  Tu^T^  1°  P^^  ''  by-think  of  It.  mother,  I  wi 
to  pass  It  by  l-when  the  band  stopped  and  a  most  bea 
voice  started  singing.     It  was  Poppy"^    Oh.  mother   you 
hear  Poppy  sing  some  day.     She  hi  such  a  wond;rfS  v 

f  ni.r  """^  m''t  *^*^""^^«-  ^^iore  she  was  saved  she  san 
a  pier.  Well.  I  got  into  the  crowd,  and  presently  I  got  . 
and  I  saw  her.  '    A  dreadful  coyness  came  on  lam  aaVhe  tu 

the  S^'^^'l"  r.P^f' "  ''^■^^  "^'  '^''"''  sq^^ezed  her  hand  u 
mii/^  V  J^'^}^'^^ff'^\ii^^  in  front  of  her  with  the  d 
maligmty  of  a  hobbled  mule  that  is  being  teased      "  We 

^7ntT^'-Jr  ''''''  ^"^'^'^  >'-  and 'mother  for  goh 
like  wh.t  V       ^"''"'^'  ^'^^  ^^""^^^^^  '^  the  ladies  were  re 
but  when  P^n'''  '"  P'?'"''''/     ^^^  ^'8  and  dark  and  hand.o 

that^    Am?P,P'r'^""^  l'^^  ^  ^^^"'^  ^'•'^'  to  go  abroad 
that  !     And  you  know,  mother,  Poppy  is  Spanish-half 
names   Poppy  Ahcante.     Her  mother   was   Wish    but  ' 

she  wi  ^Zt^  I'i  ^°t  "^f^^'  ^^^'  .^^Pi^y  ?     ^"t  he  died  u] 
bv  a  SrkpH    ^'  .  "  .."^  ^''  "^  ^^""^  t"^^^d  °"t  of  his  inherita: 

mother  married  again,  to  a  gentleman  connected  with  the  Na 
Who  hves  just  the  other  side  of  the  river  from  over  here.    Funi 
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isn't  it  ?  But  it  was  a  very  godless  home,  aiid  thev  beliave.l 
disgracefully  to  Poppy,  when  a  rich  man  v^ho  saw  her  on  the 
road  when  he  was  ndu.g  along  in  his  motor-car  wanted  to  marry 
her  and  siie  refused  btcause  she  didn't  love  him.  Thc-v  were  so 
cruel  to  her  that  she  had  to  leave  home  and  earn  her  living 
though  she  never  expected  to.  But  she  didn't  like  mixiniwUh 
rough  people,  so  as  she'd  always  had  Jesus  she  joined  the  Army 
And  that  s  how  we  met.  ^uny. 

After  a  pause  Marion  said,  speaking  fatuously  in  order  to 
avo^the  appearance  of  irony  :  "  You're  quite  a  romantic  bdde! 

unchewer""'"  '''  ""'^°'"'  ^"  ^"'°  ^''  *°^^  ^"^^  ^^'^"^w^d  it 

o  TiY^"'  ^  k"'"'^-^*  ""'^^  ^''^  "'^t  the  one  woman,  as  they  sav 
and  I  hung  about  just  to  see  if  I  couldn't  see  more  ofher  Tnd 
thats  how  I  got  Jesus.  She  brought  me  to  Him  Mother 
mother,  he  cried,  in  a  sudden  pale,  febrile  passion,  ^  heSfew 
have  such  a  blessed  beginning  to  their  marriage  W?  ouehT 
to  be  very  happy,  oughtn't  we  ?  "  ^^ 

"  Yes,  Roger,"  she  answered  him.     "  You'll  be  verv  hannv 
a  husband  that  any  woman  would  be  proud  of  "  "^PP>  — 

Oh,   I'm  not   nearly  good  enough  for  Poppy."  he  said 
deprecatingly.     He  seemed  used  to  Poppy's  silence  and  indeed 
whenever  her  silent  absence  from  sj^ech  was  most  m^ked   he 
bent  towards  her  in  a  tender  attitude  which  showed  a  resolution 
to  regard  it  as  maidenly  bashfulness.     "  V^'ell    to  eet  barken 

KiHer  '  '  H "'  ^^r  P^;""'"^  ^^"-gh  the  ciowdtr  anoth  ? 
look  at  her  and  an  officer  began  preaching.     Captain  Harr  s  i[ 

h       KV  w"*  '\^'  ^">'  particular  notice  of  hiS. "     He  Terked 
isn't  bfp  ^'''  f^^'S'  contemptuously.     "  He's  a  poor  preacher 
And  fh;v  rf  ^.•),  "',"'^'^.'  ^'''  ^  &"P  °"  the  crowd,  does  he  ?' 
ti  f  ..^    T*  hear  him  beyond  the  first  few  rows      I  don't 

&  T^\X.  ''-'■  '''^'  '-  OtSwTy^Vitt^ 
the  Si'^f/''  l^^*  "~h"^  '^°PP"1'  looked  at  some  vision  in 

and  Tighef  Lo^  '■  r''^  ^"1  ^^^  '''''  ^"^  '^^'^  ^"d Te! 
It'.  rn?l!     deeply—    Captain   Sampson  preached  the  gospel 

tL  Army     Oh"'P'T.  ^  ^'  ^T  ^'^^^^ing  under  since  iS 

Iheardhi^T  T  ^"'^  ^^^  J^^"  That  first  evening 
1  neard  him  I  saw  Jesus  as  plain  as  I  see  vou  T  «-  .r  uiZlu^ 
look  nt  fiorrplilfA  u^  „.^  F^**"  *s  i  see  you.  i  sa.v  Him  then 
wuKint  ncrrelike  He  was  when  He  scourged  the  moneychangers 
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out  of  the  temple.  But  when  I'm  alone.  I  see  the  othei 
the  way  he  was  most  times."  He  put  his  head  back  and  b 
Gentle  Jesus,  meek  and  mild.'  The  One  that  loves  u 
we  re  weak  and  when  we  fall,  and  loves  us  all  the  bcttei 
tven  you  -he  looke<i  at  Richard  with  a  faint,  malign 
ness-  must  feel  the  want  of  Him  sometimes.  Life  car 
path  of  roses  for  any  of  us,  however  strong  and  clever  ■ 
i>o  1  say  it  s  not  good  preaching  to  go  on  always  about  f 
tor  Jesus  and  bemg  a  good  soldier,  and  making  it  seei 
religion  was  just  another  trouble  we  had  to  face  "  Hi 
tSS"''^'"^  petulance.     "  It's  a  shame  not  to  show  people 

.km"^•'*'w^^^'^  ^T^""^^-  ,K.?"^o'^se  ran  red  under  hi 
skm  What  am  I  saying  ?  he  cried  out.  "  Captain  Sa 
IS  a  holy  man  !  If  he's  harsh  to  those  that  work  under  h 
right  he  should  be.  God  chasteneth  whom  He  lovcth  a 
the  same  way  with  Captain  Sampson  I  expect,  it's'n 
way  of  showing  that  he  cares  about  you  and  is  anxious 
you  And  anyway,  he  did  give  me  Jesus  that  evening 
mother,  it  was  so  wonderful !  "  The  words  rushed  out  a 
He  maue  j'ou  feel  all  tingling  like  you  do  when  the  fire 
goes  past.  Oh,  it's  an  evening  to  remember  !  And  it  ea 
Jesus  !     Oh,  mother,  you  don't  know  what  it's  like  to  find 

t.hlZ!".r:  !t''°^''^c'^^''^^''^  exultantly  over  the  stricke 

taDie—    that  there  s  Somebody  who  really  loves  you  '  " 

1-or  one  second  Marion  covered  her  face  with  hor  hai 

Unseeing  y  he  piped  on  :  "  I'm  happy  now.     Always  ha 

He  broke  into  thin,  causeless  laughter.     "  When  I  wake 

the  middle  of  the  mght,  instead  of  feeling  miserable  like  J 

to.  and  remernbering  things  that  happened  at  Dawlish  w 

was  a  kid,  and  wishing  I  hadn't  ever  been  born  as  I  wa^n' 

good  for  anything.  I  just  think  of  Jesus  and  feel  lovely  and  v 

And  I  ve  got  earthly  happiness  as  well.     I've  got  Poppv 

I  m  a  lucky  man.  lucky  man  !     And  I've  got  a  lifework  instc 

being  an  odd-come-short.     I'll  always  have  something  to  do 

Ihey  ve  had  experience  with  all  sorts  of  men  for  years  and  x 

turning  them  into  soldiers  for  Jesus.     Surely  they'll  be  al 

find  some  work  for  me,  even  if  they  don't  want  me  to  pr 

Look  at  what  I  m  going  to  do  now.     Even  if  I  don't  do  lL 

but  clerk  work,  it's  helping  the  Labour  Colony  along-hc 

hundreds  of  poor  souls  to   earn   a  decent   living  under  J 

influence  when,  if  they  weren't,  there  they'd  be,  foaming  a 

mother'? ''    ^"^'^         *"  ''"'    ^'"  ^'  '^'^'"^  my  bit,  wo. 
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She  smiled  beneficently  but  speechlessly. 

of  feeling  that  they  Tere  dedin^^^fh    >.      "'''^'^'''^^P^^^"^^ 
poverty  then  the/were  merelTtaTine  a  few  JJIf^n'  T^^^'"  °' 
setting  them  to  Lrk  in  unTconomfc  conditns''^Tr"  ^ 
consideration  of  them  brought  back  thpZ^l^  ■  ""^^y 

filled  her  when  she  heard  t^k  of  reloludon      &  ^TI  '"^"^^ 
unsightly  as  himself.     And  it  wriikeS  f^fn^'u  "^"'^^  ^ 

common  hatred  to  proclaim    seemed  \"  ^l,^^'^^^^'  f  .^  ^^ced  the 

prison  of  disordered  societv      Sb^  l!      ?  ^  ^^^  ^''''^^  ^ '"« 

'Umanded  in  a  heckling'  .^.n:  •    •   R  f"'"^  *"°''  ^^^  ^abie  and 

nonsense  thev  du^  in  ab-nt  X  '  r      ^  t-       -        °°^  ^^  ^^^  Von 

know  about  "evolution    '^Tha;"". In        ^^'''  ^'^^"^'"  '^^^  ^^^"'t 

solely  on  the  Se  ■'  '^'''''^  '''  '''^^"^^  ^^  ''^ly 

SiK   looked  round  'for  signs  of  the  others'  approval.     She 
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knew  that  Richard  agreed  with  her,  for  among  his  Chi 
presents  to  her  had  been  Huxley's  Essays,  and  when  he  had 
to  her  of  science  she  had  seen  that  research  after  tha' 
was  to  him  a  shining  mystic  way  which  he  would  have  d 
led  to  God  had  he  not  been  more  reverent  than  Church  m 
and  feared  to  use  that  name  lest  it  were  not  sacred  eno\ 
the  ultimate  sacredness.  But  to  her  amazement  he  kept  \ 
on  the  crumbs  which  he  was  picking  up  from  the  tabl 
and  through  his  parted  lips  there  sounded  the  faintes 
of  exasperation.  She  looked  in  wonder  at  Marion,  and  foi 
eyes  also  downcast  and  her  forefinger  tapping  on  her  chi 
she  were  seeking  for  some  expedient  to  stop  this  dar 
chatter.  Ellen  despised  them  both.  They  had  been  t 
exercised  at  the  thought  that  Roger  was  going  to  preach 
streets,  but  they  did  not  care  at  all  that  he  was  delivered  i 
error.  She  looked  at  him  sympathetically  over  the  table, 
that  since  these  horrid  people  with  whom  she  had  got  enl 
did  not  like  him,  he  might  be  quite  nice,  and  found  him  exch 
a  long,  peculiar  glance  with  Poppy,  which  was  followed  c 
sides  by  a  slow,  meaning  nod. 

He  looked  in  front  of  him  again  and  his  round  eyes  va( 
between  Richard  and  Ellen,  growing  rounder  at  eac 
Presently  he  swallowed  a  lump  in  his  throat  and  adi 
himself  to  her.  "  Ah,  you're  an  unbeliever,"  he  said. 
Captain  Sampson  says  there's  always  a  reason  for  it  if 
can't  believe."  He  moistened  his  lips  and  panted  the  wr '  d: 
her.  "  If  you've  been  doing  anything  that's  wTonj 
A  sob  prevented  him.  "  Oh,  I  can't  go  and  spoil  this  lo\( 
even  if  I  ought  to  for  Jesus'  sake  !  "  he  cried.  "  We'n 
happy,  I  can't  bear  to  break  it  up  by  telling  you  what  i 
duty  to  do  !  Poppy,  doesn't  mother  have  everything 
I've  often  thought  of  this  tea-table  when  I've  been  ca 
places  where  they  did  things  roughish.  Look  at  the  I 
Mother  always  has  fiowcrs  on  the  table,  even  when  it's 
Jesus  wouldn't  expect  me  to  break  this  up."  His  face  1 
transfused  with  light.  "  I  believe  Jesus  loves  everything 
done  nicely,  whether  it's  a  good  deed  or  bread-and-but 
nice  and  thin.  That's  why,"  he  mourned,  so  wistfully  t 
of  them  save  the  impassive  woman  in  uniform  made  i 
friendly  bending  towards  him,  "  I  mind  not  to  be  able 
anything  really  well.  But  Jesus  loves  me  all  the  sam 
loves  me  whatever  I'm  like !  "  His  brow  clouded, 
because  He  loves  me  I  owe  Him  a  debt.  I  ought  to  preac 
wherever  I  am,  in  and  out  of  season.    But  I  can't  spo 
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Aren't  we  all  happy,  sitting  here  ?  I'll  tell  you  what.  They've 
asked  me  to  take  the  Saturday  evening  service  to-night  because 
the  Commandant  and  the  two  under  him  are  all  down  with 
influenza.  If  you'll  come  and  hear  me  I'll  tell  you  what  Jesus 
wants  you  to  hear.     Oh,  mother,  Richard,  do,  do  come  '  " 

"  Yes,  Roger  dear,  we'll  come." 

"  You  won't  .  .  .  make  fun  of  it  ?  " 

•  ,''S^  P°  '  .?lir "?  '  "  ^^^  ^°'<^^  w^  hesitant,  intimate, 
girlishly  shy.  We  haven  t  seen  nearly  as  much  of  each  other 
as  a  mother  and  son  ought.  There  are  lots  of  things  about  me 
you  don't  know.  For  all  you  know,  what  you  said  of  Richard 
a  moment  ago  .  .  .  might  be  true  of  me.  .  .    " 

"  What  I  said  about  Richard  ?  .  .  .  " 

"  About  times  when  one  feels  life  too  difficult  and  wants 
Someone  to  help  one.  .  .  ." 

She  spoke  seductively,  mysteriously,  as  if  she  were  promising 
him  a  pleasure  ;  and  he  answered  in  a  voluptuous  whining  ■ 
"  Oh.  mother,  if  I  could  bring  you  to  Jesus  !  Oh,  Jesus  I  you 
are  giving  me  everything  I  want  !  "  But  in  the  midst  of  his 
rapture  his  face  changed  and  he  started  to  his  feet,  so  violently 
that  his  chair  neariy  fell  backwards.  "  Y'es,"  he  cried  reproach- 
fully, •*  Jesus  gives  me  everything,  and  this  is  how  I  reward 
Him  ! 

They  all  stared  at  him,  except  Poppy,  who  was  gloomily 
reading  the  tea-leaves  in  her  cup. 
.,  .  ".},  *°^^  a  lie  !  "  he  answered  their  common  mute  enquiry. 

A  silly,  vain  lie.  I  told  you  they'd  asked  me  to  take  the  Saturday 
evening  service  to-night.  They  didn't.  I  offered  to  take  it 
Nobody  ever  asks  me  to  preach.  They  say  I  can't.  Mind 
you.  I  don't  think  they're  right.  I  think  that  if  they  would  let 
me  practise  I  wouldn't  speak  so  badly.  But  that's  not  the  point. 
I  told  a  he.  I  distinctly  said  they'd  asked  me  to  preach  because 
I  wanted  to  pretend  that  I  was  making  a  success  of  things  Uke 
Ivu  hard  always  docs.     Oh,  what  a  thing  to  do  to  Jesus  !  " 

"  But,  deal-,  that  was  only  because  vou  were  speaking  in  a 
hurry.     It  wasn't  a  dehberate  lie," 
__    "  Oh,  mother,  you  don't  understand,"  he  fairly  squealed. 

Vou  haven't  been  saved,  you  see,  and  you're  still  lax  about 
these  things.  It  does  matter  !  It  was  a  lie"  I  I  ought  to  wrestle 
this  thing  out  on  my  knees.  Mother,  will  it  put  anybody  out 
If  I  go  into  the  pariour  and  pray  ?  " 

Maiion  answered  tenderiy  :  "  My  dear,  of  course  you  can," 
hut  Poppy  clicked  down  her  cup  into  its  saucer  and  said  in  a  tone 
"t  sluggish,  considered  exasperation  :  "  Yon  haven't  time.    We 
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ought  to  be  at  the  chapel  half  an  hour  before  the  meetinir 
a  quarter  to  six  now." 

"  Oh  dear  I  oh  dear  I  Is  it  as  late  as  that  ?  I  wan 
write  on  a  piece  of  paper  what  I'm  going  to  say!  Now  I 
have  time  !  Oh,  and  I  did  want  to  preach  well  !  Oh.  whcr 
cap  ?  "  He  began  to  stumble  about  the  room.  Presen 
caught  his  foot  in  one  of  the  electric  light  cords  and  s 
^abaster  lamp  on  the  mantelpiece  rocking  on  its  pec 
Richard  and  Marion  watched  liim  and  it  with  that  set,  ho 
stare  which  the^  anticipation  of  disorder  always  provok 
them.  "  Tcha  I  "  exclaimed  Poppy  contemptuously. 
It  s  there  !  On  the  armchair  !  "  cried  Ellen  :  she  could  no 
the  look  on  Richard  and  Marion's  faces.  "  Where  ?  " 
Poppy-  It  was  the  first  time  she  had  spoken  directly  to  : 
There  I  There  I  Among  the  cushions,"  she  answered 
rose  and  went  round  the  table  to  pick  it  up  herself.  Rii 
came  and  helped  her. 

Roger  seemed  a  little  annoyed  when  Richard  and 
found  the  cap  for  him  among  the  cushions.     Having  to  t 
them  spoiled,  it  could  be  seen,  some  valedictory  effect  whi 
had  planned.     He  stood  by  while  they  shook  hands  with  P( 
who  turned  her  head  away  as  if  to  hide  some  scar,  and  whe 
had  gone  across  to  Marion  tried  to  get  in  his  designed  tremem 
ness.     By  the  working  of  his  face,  which  made  even  his 
niove  a  little,  they  knew  they  must  endure  something 
characteristic  of  him.    But  into  his  weak  eyes  there  bubb 
spring  of  joyful  tenderness  so  bright,  so  clear,  so  intense 
though  It  would  have  seemed  more  fitting  on  the  face  of  a 
than  of  a  man,  it  yet  was  dignified. 

"  You  make  a  handsome  couple,  you  two  !  "  he  said      "  I 
ard,  you're  a  whole  lot  taller  than  me.     When  I'm  away 
you  I  forget  what  a  difference  there  is  between  us.     And 
young  lady,  she's,  fine,  too." 

''Come  on  !  Come  on  !  "  said  Poppy  from  the  door. 
He  drew  wistfully  away  from  them.  "  I  do  hope  you  i 
come  to  Jesus,"  he  murmured,  and  smiled  sweetly  over 
shoulder.  "Yes,  Poppy,  I'm  quite  ready.  Why.  you  ai 
cross  with  me  over  anything,  are  vou,  dear  ?  Well  good- 
mother."  "  '  ^ 

"Good-bye,  Roger.    And  we'll  come  to  the  meeting 
et  you  out  myself,  my  dears." 

Very  pleased  that  she  and  Richard  were  at  last  alone 
gether,  EUen  sat  down  on  one  of  the  armchairs  at  the  hei 
and  smiled  up  at  him.    But  he  would  not  come  to  her 
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smiled  back  through  the  doped  visor  of  an  overmastering  pre- 
occupation, and  moved  past  her  to  the  fireplace  and  stood  with 
his  elbow  on  one  end  of  the  mantelpiece,  listening  to  the  sounds 
that  came  in  from  the  parlour  throuph  the  half -open  door: 
Marion's  urbane  voice,  thin  and  smooth  like  a  stretched  mem- 
brane, the  click  of  the  front-door  handle,  the  last  mounting 
squeal  from  Roger,  which  was  cut  short  bv  a  gruff  whine  from 
Poppy,  and,  loudest  of  all,  the  silence  that  fell  after  the  banging 
of  the  door.    They  heard  the  turn  of  the  electric  switch.     Marion 
must  be  standing  out  there  in  the  dark.     But  Ellen  doubted  that 
even  if  he  had  been  with  her  in  soul  as  in  body,  and  had  spoken 
to  her  the  words  she  wished,  she  could  have  answered  him  as 
she  ought,  for  a  part  of  her  soul  too  was  standing  out  there  in 
the  dark  with  Marion.    They  were  both  of  them  tainted  with 
dislovalty  to  their  own  lives. 

When  Marion  came  in  she  halted  at  the  door  and  turned  out  aU 
the  lamps  save  the  candlesticks  on  the  table.  She  passed  through 
the  amber,  fire-shot  t-Arilight  and  sat  down  in  the  other  armchair 
and  began  to  pohsh  her  nails  on  the  palm  of  her  hands  They 
were  all  of  them  lapped  in  dusk,  veiled  with  it,  featureless  because 
u  **j-      J  ^^^  *^^  candlesticks  cast  a  brilliant  light  on 

the  disordei.  able,  on  the  four  chairs  where  Richard  and 
Marion.  Roge.  and  Poppy  had  sat.  Elk  '  rhair  had  been 
pushed  back  against  the  wall  when  she  tu.  would  not 

have  known  that  Ellen  had  been  sitting  there 

Marion  kept  looking  back  at  the  illuminated  table  as  if  it 
.were  a  symbol  of  the  situation  that  made  them  sit  in  the  twi- 
light  without  words.     Suddenly  she  made  a  soimd  of  distress. 
Uh  dear  !    Look  at  the  cakes  that   have  been  left  !     Ellen 
you  can't  have  had  an3^hing  to  eat." 

j?J'y^V^r^  ^^*^  *°°  ^^^  *  ^^^•"  said  EUen.  using  the  classic 
hdmburgh  formula. 

"But  you  must  have  an  ^cla'r  or  a  cream  bun.  I  got  them 
for  you.  I  used  to  love  them  when  I  was  your  age."  She  rose 
and  began  to  move  round  the  table,  bending  over  the  cake- 
plates.  Ellen  was  reminded  of  the  way  that  her  own  mother 
used  to  hover  above  the  d<^bris  of  the  little  tea-parties  thev  some- 
times  gave  in  Hume  Park  Square,  cheeping:  "I  think  they 
en]oyed  their  teas.  Do  you  not  think  so.  Ellen  ?  "  and  satisfying 
an  appetite  which  she  had  been  too  solicitous  and  interested  a 
hostess  to  more  thnn  whet  in  the  presence  of  her  friends, 
mat  was  how  a  mother  ought  to  be,  little,  sweet,  and  moderate: 

Manon  brought  her  an  Eclair  on  a  plate.  She  took  it  and 
stood  up,  asking  meekly  :  "  ShaU  I  take  it  and  eat  it  somewhere 
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..  Au    "  V^^  R'chard'U  be  wanting  to  talk  thing- 

Ah.  no  I       Marion  was  startled  ;   and  Ellen,  to  1 

distress,  found  herself  exulting  because  this  mature 

wno  had  dived  so  deeply  into  the  tides  of  adult  exper 

which  she  herself  had  hardly  been  laved,  was  facing  th 

tion  so  inadequately.     She  scorned  her  for  the  stiffnes' 

conciliatory  gesture  she  attempted,  for  the  queer  note: 

her  voice  made  when  she  tried  to  alter  it  from  her  cu« 

tone  of  indifference  in  saying  :   "  But.  Ellen  dear,  you'n 

us  now.     We  ve  no  affairs  that  aren't  yours  too.     V 

wish  they  were  a  little  gayer.  .  .  ."     She  admired  the 

01  her  own  response  for  not  more  than  a  minute,  for,  giv 

a  kind,  blindish  smile.  Marion  walked  draggingly  acr 

hearthrug  and  took  up  her  petition  at   the  disengaged 

the  fireplace  and  rested  her  elbow  c-n  the  mantelpiece  ( 

Richard  was  doing  at  its  other  end.     They  stood  side  I 

without  speaking,  their  firelit  faces  glowing  darkly  like 

in  shadow,  their  eyes  set  on  the  brilliantly  lit  ♦ea-table 

four  chairs.    They  looked  beautiful  and  uu.      .aerabl 

tan  man  who  could  assail  all  things  with  )  .  outsti 

strength,  this  broad-bodied  woman  whom  nothing  coulc 

because  of  her  crouching  strength. 

Marion  stretched  out  her  hand  to  the  fire.     Her  ir 
polished  nails  glittered  like  jewels. 

She  said  in  that  indifferent  tone  :   "  Well,  it  wasn't  sc 
Some  passion  shook  him.     "  Mother  I    Mother  I    To 
of  hini  bringing  that  woman  into  this  house— to  meet  V( 
iillen ! 

''  Hush,  oh  hush  I     He  does  not  know." 
'.'  S^u'  '"°^^^'" '     He  ought  to  !    Anyone  could  see- 
What   she   was.     Yes,    poor   woman.     But    remeir 
"^.M  ^^'^  ^°^  °^  Roger.     I  gave  him  no  brains." 

Mother— It  mustn't  happen  again.     She  can't  com 
again. 

She  grew  stern.  "  Richard,  you  must  say  nothing  to  ] 
Nor  to  her.  She's  his  love  and  pride.  So  far  as  he's  cone 
She  s  a  better  woman  than  I  am.  I  never  put  mv  love  and 
m  his  life.     If  you  speak  to  -ither  of  tlicm  you  will  ; 

my  already  heavy  guilt.  Besides  .  .  .  how  can  she  hurt 
and  me  ?     She's  very  weak.     We're  very  strong." 

''  But.  mother,  you  saw  what  she  was." 

'•  i^i°'u-i'^^^»  '^'^"  ^^'^-     ^^^""'^  ^'^^'  *  ^^^^^  "ot  iong  s 
Ajchild  ?  "     He  stared  at  her  ruriouslv.  reverently    ' 
do.  you  know  ?  " 
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"  Some  people  get  a  brown  stain  on  their  face  when  they're 
having  a  baby,  and  afterwards  it  lingers  on.  I  had  it  with  you. 
Not  with  Roger.  She  has  it  now. "  She  slowly  drew  her  fingers 
oyer  her  face,  her  eyes  wide  in  wonder.  "  It's  a  queer  thing, 
birth.  ..." 

Ellen  tingled  with  shame  because  sue',  things  were  spoken 
of  aloud,  by  someone  old.  But  Richaxd  muttered  huskily : 
"  I  wonder  what  the  story  is.  .  .  ." 

"  Something  horrible.  She's  come  from  a  good  Iiome.  Her 
teeth  were  well  looked  after  when  she  was  a  girl.  That  hair 
took  some  conscientious  torturing  to  make  it  what  it  is.  She 
was  caught ,  I  suppose,  by  her  love  of  beauty.  Did  you  ever  hear 
anything  more  pathetic  than  her  name— Poppy  Alicante  ?  " 

"  I  don't  see  anything  more  in  it  than  it's  an  obvious 
lie." 

"It  was  much  more  than  that.  Think  of  her  as  a  iittle 
girl  going  with  her  mother  into  a  greengrocer's  and  hearing  about 
Ahcante  grapes,  and  asking  what  Alicante  wa<^,  and  being  told 
it  was  in  Spain,  and  making  the  most  lovely  pictures  of  it  in  her 
mind  and  keeping  them  there  ever  since.  Oh.  she's  a  poor,  beauty- 
loving  thing.  That's  how  the  handsome  sailor  picked  her  up 
in  Chatham  High  Street  on  Saturday  night." 

"  No  doubt  you're  right,"  he  said,  looking  into  the  fire. 

"  And  she  hated  giving  up  the  child.  That's  why  she  snarls 
at  Roger.  Until  she  gets  another  she'll  be  famished.  It  was 
taken  over,  I  expect,  by  a  married  sister  or  brother  who've  got 
no  children  of  their  own.  She's  not  allowed  to  see  it  now.  Not 
suice  she  left  the  nice  place  that  was  foimd  for  her  after  she'd 
got  over  her  trouble.  Twenty  pounds  a  year— because  of  her 
lost  character  ;  and  for  the  same  reason  rather  more  work  than 
the  rest  of  the  servants,  who  all  found  out  about  it.  So  she  ran 
away." 

He  interiunted  her:  "Supposing  all  that's  true.  And  I 
know  It  is.  It's  like  you,  mother,  to  read  from  a  patch  of  brown 
skm  on  a  woman's  face  things  that  other  people  would  have 
found  out  only  by  searching  registry  records  and  ai,king  the 
police.  It's  like  the  way  you  always  turned  your  back  on  the 
barometer  and  read  the  sky  for  news  of  the  weather.  You're 
an  old  peasant  woman  under  your  skin,  mother."  His  voice 
was  hazed  with  delight.  He  had  forgotten  the  moment  in  the 
timeless  jny  of  jiis  love  for  her.  Ellen,  in  the  shadows,  stirred 
and  coughed.  He  broke  out  again  :  "  Well,  supposing  aU  that's 
true  !  Are  you  going  to  be  honest  and  be  as  clear-sighted  about 
What  happened  after  she  ran  away  ?     Mother,  think  of  the  things 
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that  have  been  done  *o  her,  think  of  the  things  she's  : 

The  indifferent  tone  continued  now,  although  she 

"  Think  of  the  horrible  things  that  have  been  done  to  m( 

of  the  horrible  things  I've  seen  !    Oh,  you're  right,  of 

Unhappy  people  are  dangerous.    They  clutch  at  the 

people  round  them  and  drag  them  down  into  the  vortex  ( 

misery.     But  if  you're  going  to  hate  anybody  for  doin 

hate  me.     Look  how  I've  dominated  you  with  my  misfo 

look  how  I've  eaten  up  your  life  by  making  you  feel  it  a  ( 

compensate  me  for  what  I've  endured.     Hate  me.     Bu 

hate  Poppy.     Oh,  that  poor,  simple  creature.     Even  nov 

all  that's  happened,  she'd  be  pleased  like  a  child  if  you  t( 

to  a  fair  where  there  were  merry-go-rounds.     Oh,  don 

her.     And  don't  hate  Roger."    Wildness  flashed  throa 

like  lightning  through  a  dense  dark  cloud.     "  Don't  hat 

Richard  !    Take  your  mind  off  both  of  us.    We're  all  ri{ 

can  manage  everything  quite  %vell.     I'm  hard.     I  havti 

all  those  fine  feelings  you  think  I  have.     I'm  quite  hard. 

arrange  everything  beautifully.     Roger's  happy  in  the 

lujah  Army.     He's  gone  to  Jesus  for  the  love  I  ought  t^ 

given  him.     I  know  they're  thinking  of  turning  him  out 

I'll  see  to  it  that  they  keep  him.     I'll  pretend  to  have  Ic 

towards  their  religion,  and  I'll  give  them  money  from  time  1 

so  that  they  won't  dare  get  rid  of  him.     It  will  be  rather  ar 

squaring  them.     I  shall  enjoy  it.     We  will  be  all  right. 

us  alone.    Don't  think  of  us.    Think  of  Ellen.     Think  of 

How  you  hold  back  from  your  happiness  !  "  she  cried  gil 

"  I  tell  you,  if  I  had  had  your  chance  of  happiness  when 

young,  neither  my  mother  nor  my  father  would  have  h( 

back  from  it  !  " 

It  was  as  if  her  soul  had  leapt,  naked  and  raging,  from 
her  mouth  when  she  said  tliat.  Ellen  stirred  among  the  cu= 
feeling  unformulated  shame.  She  wondered  how  R 
could  endure  hearing  that  hoarse  vehemence  from  the  1 
one  when  he  must  wish  to  be  gentle  and  unpassionate. 
he  \vas  gazing  at  his  mother  trancedly  and  with  slight  move 
of  his  hands  and  feet,  as  if  she  were  dancing  and  he  desired  t 
her  in  her  spinning  rhythm  ;  and  she,  mad,  changeable  w 
shivered  and  pressed  her  fingers  against  her  mouth  to  s 
hersolf,  and  looked  down  on  her  skirt,  drawling  lazily  :  " 
here  I  am,  standing  about  in  my  outdoor  clothes.  "  If  t 
anything  I  hate,  it's  wearing  outdoor  clothes  in  the  1 
However,  it'll  save  me  changing,  and  I've  none  too  much 
if  I'm  going  to  be  punctual  for  Roger's  meeting." 
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shad'; "rhdn^t^n*'  "^'-    "=  '""-'-l  »'«y.  «  1-" 

Sharply'"  'MI^I^ZH^J"  °"'  "  ">'  -"  '"^  '-ed 

"  1  promised  Roger,"  he  said  falsely. 

sta;hi;:rursf:L'''  ^'^  ''''''■ " ^'^  ^^"  ^^  y^u  had  to 

bhe  banged  the  door  on  him.  He  stood  staring  at  its  panels 
which  were  rosy  with  firelight,  and  Ellen  closed  her  eyes  fo; 
weariness  After  some  seconds  she  heard  liis  tread  and  fdt 
him  bend  c)ver  her.     "  Il.en."  he  mumbled,  "  I  r^ust  go  wtth 

srfcrthiiu^h^."^^  ^"^  ''  ^^°  '^'^'  -  ^^^  P^-^--      I  -^ 

k-,.  !!'T  l^'u  "^^'^  ^'^  '^P^  ^^  "'^'^^  ^g'-^^^t  the  firelight  she 
kneu  that  he  was  not  thmking  of  her,  that  the  life  she  had 
guen  him  by  her  love  no  longer  ran  in  his  veins.  She scratc  ed 
ur.e  of  her  WTists.  If  she  could  have  let  the  life  he  had  ^ven  f^ow 
out  of  her  veins  she  would  have  done  it.  "Ay  do"  sh^ 
said.  ■•!  hke  you  to  be  good  to  your  mother,  ^'ou  neter 
know  how  lung  you  may  have  her  with  you,"  she  added  oionllv 
and  not  without  cheerfulness.  piously 

He  left  her  with  a  kiss  that  was  dry  and  spurious  like  a  paper 
tlower.     She  sank  back  into  the  chair  and  closed  her  eves  aeain 
and  listened  for  the  closing  of  the  front  door  which  JuldTeave 
•    free  to  weep  or  rage  or  dance  or  do  whatever  would  relieve 
he  pressure  of  the  moment  on  her  brain.     She  hlled  in  Uie 
throbbing    une   by  thinking  of  the  visitors.     It   gave  her  a 
cun.nis  thrill,  such  as  she  nught  have  felt  if  she  had  gmtified  her 
.nb   .on  to  carry  a  heavy-plumed  fan  like  Sarah  Bernhardf's 
to   eiKct  that  she  had  sat  in  the  same  room  with  a  bad  woman 
A  deMre   or  unspecified  adult  things  ran  through  her  vein?  S 
'She  had  just  heard  the  strong  inUial  blare  of%  band      The^ 

of  4um;nt."^^  ''""^^'^^'  '''  '^"^  ''''  h^l  ^^-  J^-^d  the  sound 

the  tutrwinf /h"^i  °P'"  ^y  -y^'^"'     S^^  "^°^^d  towards 

dsis  in  tV  ^V\^  speed  which  marked  this  moment  a 

h       If   1         house  of  languid,  inhibited  movements,  and  cast 

1   Kself  down  on  a  low  stool  by  the  fender.     Richard  foHowed 

nv'orexcited  hi"'  /^'l  ^'f  ^!'^  ^t'^"^  °^'"  '^'^  '^'^  ^^^e  the 
b     d,ls      ^1  "!'  '^''  t-"^'"'''  ^y"^g  ^"  h'^  eye-sockets  like 

to  Hn.  ^\^"^'d"Pathim:  "  No,  1  will  not  go  if  you  come 
hatir.  iZ  l""  ^i!°  ""^  ^»t  listening  to  him,  with  you  beside  me 
nating  him!  He  swayed  slowly,  but  did  not  answer  She 
-rapped  herself  of  coat  and  furs  andthrust  them  on  him!    ' '  There 
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Take  them  up  to  my  room.    I'm  not  going.    I'll  tell  so 
Better  than  you  hating  him  like  this.    And  while  yot 
you'll  find  some  papers  on  my  desk  about  the  mortgage  on 
webbs.    Attend  to  these.    And  don't  come  back  just  now. 
drive  me  mad  when  you  hate  Roger  so." 

When  he  had  softly  shut  the  door  she  put  her  hand 
head  and  said  :  "  Oh,  Ellen,  what  has  happened  to  me  ? 
lost  all  my  strength." 

But  her  voice  was  still  level,  and  she  was  but  a  squat,  c 
ing  mass  against  the  firelight.  Ellen  did  not  know  whetl 
was  really  moved,  nor,  if  she  were,  whether  she  could  fee 
radely  with  such  emotion,  since  she  had  seen  the  woman 
at  the  thought  of  her  son  preaching  in  the  street  yet  staj 
placid  at  the  prospect  of  him  being  lost  in  intellectual 
So  she  did  not  answer. 

"  You  must  go  for  a  1    ig  walk  with  Richard  to-mo: 
said  Marion  presently.     "  Over  to  Rochford,  perhaps, 
Anne  Boleyn  lived.     It's  pretty  there." 

"That  would  be  nice,"  Ellen  answered.  She  hkcd  it 
they  talked  as  if  they  were  merely  strangers.  "  Do  you 
it  will  be  fine  to-morrow  ?  Richard  said  you  were  awful 
at  telling  the  weather." 

"  I  can't  say.  I  only  looked  out  for  a  moment.  The  ( 
are  going  and  the  moon's  rising.  But  there's  a  queer  I 
in  the  air  to-night.  It's  not  like  the  winter  or  spring  or  su 
or  autumn.  It's  as  if  we  had  come  into  some  fifth  season 
year."  She  fell  silent  and  sat  tapping  the  floor  with  her 
and  asked  more  loudly  but  in  the  same  tone  :  "  What  ar 
do,  Ellen,  to  keep  my  sons  from  quarrelling  over  me  ?  " 

Ellen  was  sure  she  was  being  mocked  ;  grown-up  \ 
never  asked  one's  advice.  She  muttered  sullenly:  "I 
know  "  ;  but  as  she  spoke  she  heard  from  Marion's  dark  sh 
sound  of  discovery  such  as  a  searcher  might  make  whe 
groping  fingers  closed  on  the  lost  pearl.  Its  mtensity  convi 
and  she  leaned  forward,  crjnng  in  full  friendship :  "  Y 
thought  of  something  to  settle  them  ?  " 

But  Marion  answered,  with  that  indifference  grown  r 
to  a  sneer :    "  Oh,  no.  .  .  .  Oh,  no.  .  .  ." 

Ellen  leaned  back,  hating  these  adults  that  like  to  keep 
secrets  from  the  young. 


A^''4Mr«wi^ 
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CHAPTER  X 

Ellen  was  still  on  her  knees  fiddling  with  the  lock  of  the  French 
window  in  an  effort  to  discover  Ay  Marion  had  found  ft  so 
difficult  to  open  and  shut,  when  she  saw  through  the  lacquer  of 
reflection  which  the  lit  room  painted  on  the  uncurt  JneHaL 
that  a  dark  mass  had  come  to  a  halt  just  outside     irmove? 

fnfi"^"  ''''?r?  ^^^^  "  ^^^  ^  ^kirt.  She  stood  up  to  fSe  the 
nU^uder  and  looked  through  the  glass  into  Marion's  eyes     Fo? 

a  moment  she  stared  back  in  undisguised  anger.  Of  course  if 
ht  IT'."  ^^1  ^^^  ^."y  ^^"^«  she  would  nlver  have  formed 

onhfnUrwtfh'"!,' °'  "  ^^''^''  «"  '^'  "^^^^hes  at  ?his  hTur 
01  tne  night,  whether  her  nerves  were  troubling  her  or  not  •  hi,t 

she  never  ought  to  have  pretended  to  be  so  set  on  it   and 'let  a 

as  h^e  had'finl  °h  5'^?^  'I'  'T'"^  ^^'^^  ^^^^  R^hard'S  soon 
as  He  had  finished  with  those  beastly  papers   if  she  w-w  «.r.,n  J 

IIT  ^''l  ^"  ^^^^  "^^""t^^-  Then^lfe  ^^m^mberedXt^Th"! 
tS.  h''}.^'^'  "'?''r'  ^"^  ^h^t  ^^'  '^^^  reason  he  let^ Jell 
danri^u'J  '  ^"^-'^^  ^"^^  *«  '"''^^'  ^"^  laid  her  fingers  orf the 
orol  fh^?  *VP","  "•,  ^"*  ^^^^^  ^hook  her  head  aSd  put  out  a 
prolubitory  hand  with  so  urgent  a  gesture  that  the  unli?"antern 
which  hung  by  a  strap  from  her  wrist  bumped  againsfthe 

close  'tolhrS''^  ^°'^?'"'  '""""^^  ^""g^""  ^"h  ^^'  face  pressed 
exnre'^.h.n  f  /•  ^H  "^""^  P^^""g  ^"^0  the  room  with  an 
tr^n  '?"  '"^  *°  ^^  "s  <^ontents  and  its  appearance  tn 

mov^H      7'  ''''"'5  ''^  °^^  i"  the  owner  of  the  hSSe     Ellen 

"oil  ieX  j°i„"";r  "^  ""^""^  ^'"  '^^=^y  i^-Sd 

yu  iier  neaa.     in  the  same  eho^i:  '?'->qre  nf  f-mc  i-   ..  f 
«.a.u  ,0  have  g,ow„  fa„er,  and"!,:?  SaJ  '^^In'^Jt^ 
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pallor  of  unliealthy  obesity.  Against  it  the  dark  down 
upper  lip  looked  like  diit.  Hei  eyes  were  not  magmfi( 
night.  After  she  had  stared  round  the  room  she  looke 
at  Kllcn,  and  gave  her  a  forced  smile  that  looked  the  more  i 
ant  because  the  corners  of  her  mouth  were  joined  to  her 
deep  creases.  It  so  manifestly  did  not  spring  from  a 
that  Ellen  could  not  answer  it  save  by  just  such  anoll 
grin.  Her  honesty  hated  this  woman  who  had  ihus  ncj 
her  into  insincerity,  and  she  turned  away.  W  hen  -  he  look 
the  face  had  gone. 

She  went  back  to  the  fire  and  sat  tlankmg  bitterly 
daft  thing  it  was  for  a  wife  to  go  wandermg  rou 
own  house  in  the  night  like  a  thief.  But  Marion  was  all 
an  upsetting  woman.  She  had  kept  the  dinner  war 
nearly  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  and  when  she  came  dowi 
revealed  that  she  had  caused  this  delay,  which  must  hav 
venience-^  .he  kitchen  and  was  sheer  cruelty  to  Richard, ' 
made  ne...  to  nothing  of  a  tea,  by  dressing  herself  up  in 
and  gold  brocade  ahair  that  it  was  sheer  madness  t 
wearing  when  there  was  no  company,  and  putting  oi 
which  made  her  stricken  plaimiess  look  the  more  soi 
leaden.  Then,  once  they  sat  down  to  the  meal  she  had  ( 
best  to  spoil,  she  had  eaten  so  slowly  that  it  dragged  on  ii 
ably ;  and  all  the  wliile  had  kept  her  g^-eat  eyes  fixed  on  K 
face,  so  that  though  he  sometimes  turned  aside  and  i 
Ellen,  he  was  always  drawn  away  from  her  by  his  sense 
strong,  exigent  gaze.  The  minute  they  had  ftnishe( 
there  seemed  a  chance  of  their  settling  down  in  some  m 
grouping  by  the  fire,  Marion  had  cunly  and  disagreeab 
him  if  he  had  gone  through  the  papers  about  ttie  m< 
and  when  he  answered  that  he  had  not  been  able  to  . 
mind  on  them  she  had  told  him  to  go  upstairs  and  fini 
just  as  if  he  were  a  child. 

Ellen  raised  her  upper  lip  over  her  teeth  at  the 
of  Marion's  subsequent  awkwardness.  There  had  nc 
she  announced  her  plan  of  taking  Richard  and  Elle 
town  the  next  morning  and  spending  the  day  shopi 
going  to  a  theatre,  been  the  least  real  party-giving  jo; 
tone.  Her  will  setined  to  be  holding  her  voice 
hands  like  a  concertina  and  waving  it  to  and  fro  and  s^ 
out  of  it  all  sorts  of  notes  ;  but  the  sound  of  generous  h 
would  not  come.  And  when  EUen  tried  to  teU  her  thi 
very  kind  of  her.  but  for  herself  she  would  rather  siaj 
in  the  country  and  go  for  9  walk  with  Richard,  the  wo, 
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ii7ho  ^rlKl  f^""  ''w'  '"  ^  ^'•^'"■''  ^'♦''^'  '-'"^  said  :  "Oh  but 
t  II  hp  pn.a    fun.     Wo  mu^t  go  h^fon.  fMindav  '"s  <,n  us ''     She 

was  evKiontlv  one  of  those  manndng  bodies  who  ar.  accustomed 
n  ndo  rouph-s  Hx  ovrr  the  whole  v.. rid.  and  often  do  ifuTder 
he  pretence  of  kindness,     it  was  most  cunning    he  ^vav  she 

rang  for    he  cook  to  try  and  make  it  s.em  that  there  wisa 

pr^^sir^cr  domestic  reason  for  her  taking  this  jaunt      But  cook 

et  now     Th     s.id  u    ■  tT,'""w'  ^  ^°"^  "'^"*  "°  aluminium 
sei  now.     All  1  said  ua^  I  tliouglit  our  copper  saucepans  would 

neH  re-copj,enng  in  a  year  or  so.  and  t  I,at ,  conside,  ing^he  trouble 

atulexpeasetliatmeanf ,  we  might  as  well  r/stock  witl  d  iminium  ' 

the  sm.-illest  reason  why  you  should  wait  for  them      I  shalf^n 
up  to  Harrod's  to-morrow  morning"  ^ 

Indeed,  Marion  was  a  queer  woman  in  all  respects, from  her  broad 
face  and  squat  body  to  lier  forced,  timbreless  ^.,ice  and  her  uncon 
vnnc..ggestnres.  TUvasonlv  her  clumsiness  that  had^^^^^^^^ 

f  It  thnt    "'  ^'  f  r!?- ^^  r "^'"^^'  =  ^^'  l°^k  wa.  all  right     EUen 
P    if.  '^'''^"^''  "^'^  '^  '^'^^  ^i^'  not  have  an  hour  rlone  with 

S  oT  H ll?"'-^''^'^^^"'^^"^^''^  tmtimclinJss  and  awkS' 
hHt  4  n  e  '  v^lT"^  Hbout  the  garden  in  readiness  and  pop Tn 
le  .mnl  1  ^  -!^  "^,  ''■''''  ^^'"'^  '"^'^'y-  Ellen  crossed  to  one  of 
Srur.;  ff  "^/"."'^^^^'^  ^"^'"^h  ''-'''  0"  ^ach  side  of  the  French 
as  e  fe  "  H  T.^  V-^l"^  '^'  ^P™  P^"^'  '"  ^^^  ^^"tre.  It  was 
\ hr  fn  rf.  r-  ^uV'^^^  streaming  from  the  room  showed  hS 
^r;  of  the  h"^  half-way  across  the  lawn,  looking  up  at  the  top 
anTLL  T-     ^'  ^^'  '^y  ^''""^^  J'^r  sJie  lowered  her  head 

Sn  who  'f  ^  I- ''-''  ''^^r'^'^^i  movement  in  the  direct  on  of 
Ma   on  i   ■     1   "^  ni'rcdess.  continued  to  hold  back  the  curtain 
a  id    LoT  ''r"  ;^'°''^  '°"^'"   "P   '-^bout    her  ears  and  stepS 
a.ule  into  the  darkness.     Ellen  went  and  sat  down  bv  theTe 

'He^S^S^somf  ?r '^  '-'-''  '''  '-^'  thatlJ^cSfi 

d!£^"  ^"-- -  -  -  o-;^r  Srh^;? 

triLTf"  *^;,"^T^;'^;,that  Richard's  love  had  m.aS  her 
^  -  v^  t s  iTd  hv^  ^'^'  Edinbtirgh .  Her  heart  b^at  quicker, 
icke  to  "r:::lTrt  ^l^  general  mirth  and  needed  no  patticula; 
that  iv^e"'^' ••",'■'•  ^''^'  '"^"h  ihc  equal  of  the  tall  flame 
fhat  was  driving  through  the  fire.     It  did  not  worry  her  th™t 
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Richard  waa  not  with  her,  for  she  knew  that  at  each 
she  was  recovering  more  and  more  of  that  joy  in  hfe  wl 
previously  come  to  her  every  morning,  though  those  wei 
than  here  :  which  had  been  a  real  possession,  since  Rid 
often,  when  he  was  tired,  found  such  restoration  in  re; 
signs  on  her  ^  a  footsore  man  might  find  in  throwing 
in  long  grass  :   which  had  been  gradually  going  from 
since  the  house  had  begun  to  draw  her  into  its  affair 
she  was  regaining  it ;  though,  indeed,  ever  to  have  bco 
scions  of  it,  as  she  had  during  the  time  of  being  withou 
to  have  lost  the  glad  essence  of  it.     She  quailed  and 
Uke  a  convalescent  who  sets  out  to  put  his  strength  to 
when  she  heard  the  slamming  of  a  door  overhead. 

He  did  not  come  to  her  at  once,  but  looked  round  t 
and  said  :    "  Where's  Marion  ?  " 

It  would  be  as  well  not  to  speak  of  the  plain  face 
against  the  window,  of  the  dark  loiterer  in  the  garden, 
ing,  "  Oh,  she'll  be  back  in  a  minute,"  she  opened  her 
him. 

He  swung  her  out  of  the  chair  and  sat  down  himself,  g 
her  very  close.  "  Oh,  my  Ellen,  you  are  the  very  colou 
red  deer  I  saw  run  across  the  road  !  "  he  whispered  in 
She  knew  immediately,  from  the  peace  that  fell  on  1 
driving  breath,  from  the  way  that  his  lips  lifted  anc 
splendour  of  his  eyes  shine  out  again,  that  he  too  was 
her  recovery  of  normal  joy  and  was  refreshing  himseli 
She  drooped  down  towards  his  mouth,  but  at  the  last  n 
avoided  her  kiss  and  said  irritably :  "  I  wonder  if  Rof 
an  awful  ass  of  himself  preaching  to-night  ?  " 

"  I've  no  doubt,"  answered  Ellen,  "  that  he  made  Je 
dislikeable.  But  with  all  the  attention  Christianity 
can  put  up  with  a  setback  here  and  there." 

'•  It's  not  that  I'm  worrying  about,"  he  told  her. 
bear  having  mother's  name  bandied  about  again  after 
of  a  time  she's  had."     He  stared  in  front  of  him  with 
eyes. 

Ellen  shifted  uneasily  on  his  knee.  She  would  have 
take  his  face  between  her  hands  and  tilt  it  down  till 
looked  into  hers  ;  but  that  was  no  use,  for  however  s 
it,  his  eyes  would  shift  from  her  face  to  focus  themselves 
blankness  which  he  could  fill  with  his  obsession.  She  f( 
arms  round  his  neck  and  clung  closer,  closer.  It  won 
right  if  she  could  have  a  little  time  alone  with  him.  The  1 
of  his  heart  made  her  think  of  the  engine  of  a  steamer 
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of  the  voyage  which  they  had  planned  to  mak..  «,>,-  .u 
married,  landing  only  where  -he  ^p  h?.?  "'''''^/^h*'"  they  were 
itself.  She  sat  forward  on  hFs  We  and  Sick  ^H°''  ^  ^"^'^^>'  ^« 
the  Tt^tes  which  lay  on  a  smaJl  Sle  near^th^^  1?^,"  '°P^'  '^^ 
over  till  she  found  the  mails  and  «M^?  ,'  ^"'^  ^'^''^^'d  it 
bcg.n  to  chant  what  her  eye  fiSsaw^"^^^  '"'""^""^  '    ^"^  ^^e 

-St':  a^eX  R-o'sar •  Z«SrierSa'nt';^"^?f\^:-"^- 
for  Rio  Grande     Leiehton  trruZin  a"*°^  ^°^^^'  Liverpool 

pool.  ^«^n4.t'p:f„^:Xc"77^^^ 

have  yo^  ever  been  to  Pernambuco  '  ■'  ^"^'^^"s.      Richard. 

Once,"  he  said. 

'•  0?1  don'^'w*  •  "  '^'  'i'^,  *"  h^^  Scotch  way. 

•'  Se  Vere  ?"  Why  i  ••  '''  '''^^'''  ^°  ^^  "'^^  Venice." 

sh?ioSrt^s^ro?e  mighra'ti^^r f ^^^  •  •  •" 

disease  which  has  no  ?^e^'7  he  adTost  hn'^'  '"^'^  °^  ^ 
Wbiting  time  to  be  a  tWef  by  rec  eat  S  ,'  , P^''^"'^'"  P'-"' 
earth  had  shown  him  its  beau'?.  S  Shfr-f  woes  S  ""^T  ^^' 
grievously  sick  in  his  soul  "Ah  w^li  i  "  ^  °<^.s  had  made  him 
s^ence  settle.  '  "^^^  "     '^^  '^'^  >    and  let  the 

ofthis.Litdi/oSl'eMtio^n^d^iT;^^^ 
She  s  gone  out,"  she  said  timorously  "'  *°  ^^'• 

bone  out  !     At  this  time  of  nipht'')     n„ 
garden  ?  "  "^^^  •     L>o  you  mean  into  the 

head'  p  C'j^^^>JVTst:i.;:^  fd  ^^.^ 

'Im-tree  in  a  grove  to  the  east  h^Mff!       the  curtains.     An 
branches  like  a' nest  builLdTy  a  Sd  o   iSht"  Vt  ^^^T"^* 

She  had  knmv^when  l^e  wt^       ^  '^'  '^^  ^''  ^^^^  white^ 

that  trouble  vvouTd  com^of  it        heTr^^'  "^'^  ""'''  ^"^^"tion 

l.this  Yaverland  emotion  qniean.;^^^;!^^^^^^^      V  be  more  of 

f  Ik.  some  of  th^lower  nStes  on  the^a^         "^  ^'*  "maddening. 
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"  Going  down  on  the  marshes  at  nine  o'clock  on  i 
night !  "  He  turned  on  her  with  a  sJiarpness  that  she  f 
have  been  incompatible  with  their  relationship.  "W 
you  come  and  tell  me  she  was  doing  this  ?  " 

Her  temper  spurted.     "  How  should  I  know  there 
thing  unusual  in  it  ?     You  are  all  strange  in  this 
For  a  second  they  looked  at  each  other  in  hatred  ;  1 
softened  and  they  looked   ashamed,   like    children  ' 
quarrelled  over  a  toy  and  have  pulled  it  to  pieces.     Sh 
jealously  of  the  woman  who  was  the  cause  of  all  thi 
walking  down  there  in  the  quietness  of  the  marshes, 
day  she  herself  had  longed  to  be.     Despairingly,  sh 
close  to  him,  slipping   her  hand   inside  his,  and   sai 
to  hold  back  the  thing  that  was  drifting  away  :   "  ] 
But  she  said  she  wanted  to  clear  her  head  after  the  t 
had.     And  I  could  never  think  she  was  a  woman 
afraid  of  walking  in  the  dark.     And  it  seemed  natura 
Because  it  has  been  a  day  for  her,  hasn't  it  ?  " 

He  agreed  grimly  :  "  Yes,  it's  been  a  day,"  and  lo< 
his  shoulder  at  the  quiet  silvern  garden,  and  shiveret 
me,"  he  asked,  with  a  timidity  that  filled  her  with  fea 
was  the  last  quality  she  had  ever  e.xpected  to  colour  h 
her,  "  what  was  she  like,  before  she  went  out  ?  " 

"  Oh,  verra  bright,"  said  Ellen,  with  conscious 
"  She  was  all  for  making  arrangements  fur  vou  and  me 
to  to\.  1  with  her  to-morrow  and  s-.e  a  play,  and  I  don't 
what.  And  she  had  the  cook  in  to  tell  htr  about  some  a] 
saucepans  that  we're  going  to  buy  to-morrow  if  we  gc 

"  Oh  I  "  He  was  mauifeslly  relieved.  "  Well,  1  sui 
all  right."  ' 

"  Yes,  it's  all  right,"  she  told  him  pettishly  ;  ; 
tried  to  make  amends  by  speaking  sympathetically  o 
"  I  can  understand  why  your  mother  thought  it  wou 
good  to  go  out.  H  you've  lived  ail  your  hfe  in  a  place 
every  held  and  tree  gets  a  meaning  for  you.  No  doi 
went  on,  unc  >nscious  of  any  futliag  but  contentment 
was  so  succes;  uUy  taking  cognisance  of  Marion's  more 
aspect,"  the  poor  tiling's  gone  for  a  walk  to  some  pla 
she  can  get  a  bit  of  comfort  by  remembering  the  time 
was  very  young.     Richard,  Richard,  what  have  I  hvu 

He  looked  at  her  coldly.     "  Notliing.     What  could 
said  ?  "     But  he  went  to  the  window  as  if  he  had  I 
soiiu  thing  that  had  made  him  hasten,  and  opened  it  anc 
outside.     Against  the  moonlight  he  was  only  a  siihoue 
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from  the  hawkishness  of  il,.    ■,,   r,i    i 

knew  that  he  was  ^  owing  h^mseH  to  w/""'  '''■  '\  ^'■'''  '^^' 

lookofragewhichhadmaSe^ircy  Uoucl    Vf'"  ^'l^'  "^"' 
and  said  :   '■  I'm  sorry,  Fllen   h..f  T  m,     "  s^^PPed  m  again 

,    She  might  have  kT^wn    Jkt  she  woSJ  fot\"'  '"f  '''  ""''■" 
^or.  wtth  him.     ..  May  I  come  ^^^^^ /'^'J::^^  ^^ 

fuss^^  -  rJ^C^L,'^-3^^-  Jor^.;he  answered 

seeing^:?s  ^^rkmri^llJS^.  '.'jtl^f  ^^  =  /-^  ^ile^ully. 
room,  which  she  knew  must  he  tn  .  ^  ^'['  ^"""^  ^°""d  the 

events.  a,Kl  cried  :  "T  s^^H  fool  W-l  ?  """'^''  ''''^  ^^e  day's 
"  Verv  w^ll      r         V  '  afrai<I.  waitmg  here  " 

HJaTis-h^°.r  r  ^r;^^!:-S-n.%ut  be  quick.- 
and  he  had  grudged  the  t?,n.  .T\  '''^- '^"  '^^  ^^'"e  down  ; 

she  followed  him  ou    of    iK    J^  ,   '"  ''r'^'"'^  ^"'"  ^''-     ^^'^^"^Y 
had  told  her  about  men?sleKu"ltv-k^"'"""\  ^'^^  ""^'^'^ 

since  he  was  male,  might  for '^^^^^^ 

and  turn  libellous  as  husbanclVnt  °^ '^"''''^'P  ^°^=^^ds  her 

being  tiresome  whe^s  e  wI"not       Rm   T'^'^^'^*'^^  ^^e  was 
believed  that  it  could  corie  so  soon      A  "]"'  "^^"'^  "'^^^'^  ^^^^ 

She  no  longer  felt  possessed  of  the  perfett'contrrof^r"'"^-'^^- 
nor  sure  of  her  own  nohilif,-      n  i  ^^"^"  control  of  her  actions. 

betrayed  her  sex  by  pre     ,dine"^  llTl  ''  *^°  ^^^  ^^e  had 

one  of  the   base  qu^alftiH^^  S/°raditiof  h  ""1  ^^'  ''T'^'''^ 

world  the  day  had  ha,idT"'Th?;;"^rf^  ['''-^"^^^^  '"  ^^e  dull 
had  been  sodden  met     ht  1    J\  ^'^^^  '"''^^^  ^he  soil  that 

that  to  tread  the  paTh  '    as Tke  Vt^r'T''^  ''%  '■°"g''--'  ^^o 
n-^mg.  the  moon  had  'own  an  1^1^^  ^^"^''''"'''^'^^-    Since  its 
'n  the  garden  ;    for  the  ron    r, .  '^      ""  '''"'^''^  °^  "^'^  P'^nts 
had  each  a  shadow  tha    t^vi  t"e    m;  t  ^"'1^^^^^''  leaflessnoss, 
-.-iibed  the  wall  like  a  crecner      T,      'V^'  ''^''  S^°""d-ivy  or 
^vuh  moonbeams  and  shXu    and  n    "^'l'^''  ']"  "'^"''^'"^  P^^^^'^-^^^ 
^^'l."te  paint,  set  in   a  He        IV.:  ,.?  ^'^''^;'  ^'''^""'^  ^'^  ^"^h  new 
grizzled  h.llside.     a.  did  no?  t  !l    ,  ^'',  ""  ^'  P^'^^^^''  ""^  on  the 
^1-  and  Marion  had  g  „e "n    o  Ui  'm    T  'I''  ^"^'^  '^^^  ^^^^^h 
nonn,  but  plunged  forward ^ntnfL\'^''"  '^'*'  P^*-^^''o"^  ^^ter- 
ht  field,  where  thrr«  the  short  grey  fur  of  rhe  moon- 

course  towards  h\:;'ortrL"^V'\t  "p  ^"  ^  ^^  ""'s^ 

c  lop  or  the  elm -hedge  that  striped  the  hill 
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It  was  rough  walking  over  the  rieep  frozen  hummock 
wished  he  would  not  walk  so  fast.     But  it  wL  lovdv 

viol      Th      i"""^  '■'■''^'  '^'^  ^^"""g  the  wide,  white 

view.     Ihe  elm  trees  stood  like  chased  toys  made  by  sil 

where  the  light  struck  them  ;   and  in  the  daJkne^s  se 

harsh  twiggy  nets  hung  on  tall  polos  to  catch  the  stars. 

over  the  poished  harbour,  the  black  boats  squatted 

shadows  and  the  tide  licked  towards  them  wi?h  an  e 

s  Iver  tongue.     But  far  out  in  the  fairway  a  liner  and  s( 

steamers  carried  their  spilling  cargo  of  orange  bright 

the  further  fringe  of  the  night  was  spoiled  byfhe  comp 

yel  ow  wink  of  a  lighthouse  ;  and  these  thin^   aimSf 

and  white  immaculacy  of  the  hour.     It  wi  not  on  t 

overhead  that  the  essence  of  the  night  displayed  itse 

nished  from  the  moon  into  the  .ky  like  a  slrong  wind 

before  it  some  shimng  vapours  that  might  have  bee 

clouts  blown  off  a  heavenly  ime.     It  waf  as  if  lome  1 

was  going  on  among  the  ethereal  forces  ;  for  the  stars. 

through  glass,  and  were  held,  perhaps,  by  invisible  beings 

renTth  th^nf  °h;^''''  ^""t^^  ^^  '^^  ^"""d  of  camiS 
renith  the  night  was  packed  with  gaiety. 

^^  Kichard.  Richard,  is  it  not  beautiful .?  "  she  cried 

les,  yes,     he  answered. 
They  reached  the  topmost  elm  in  the  row,  and  opent 
into  a  held  which  stretched  inland  from  the  hills  brow 

^Ltt''^l'\'  'f^^^'.':^,  "^e^  they  still  walked  west< 
ploughed  earth  looking  like  a  patch  of  grey  corduroy 
their  right.     It  struck  her  that  he  was  moving  now  like  . 
stalking  his  quarry,  as  if  the  lightness  of  his  feet  were  a 
as  If  he  were  ooking  forward  to  an  exciting  kill.     At  th 
of  the  fie  d  they  stopped  before  a  gap  in   the  hedge 
barbed  Nvire  crossed  a  vista  of  closl-cropped  gr^s  fun 
st'Sfight  ^"^     '^''''    against^^he'  pi  "n 

"  Wait,"  said  Richard. 

He  went  forward  and  stamped  dowai  the  long  grasses 
side  of  the  gap,  and  then  bent  nearly  double  and  se?mJ 
pressing  against  something  with  his  hands  and  his  kne. 
barbed  wire  began  to  hum,  to  buzz  excitedly;    there 

breatl.      ShTf   "^r^^?'^^  '^'  ^""^  of  his  deep,  st 
dol^\_,^.^^^°""'i  herself  running  her  hands  over  her  k 

like  th^f  Ji^^ii'i  '^'"'n'"^'  "  ^'""  he  16  hke  that,  an. 
hke  this,  all  will  be  weh."     Ihat  was  quite  meaningU 
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frosted  marsh  and  islands  irirdledbv.h  '^^''  ^"'  ^"^^^^  lay  S 

why  they  should  walking  ""'  '^'"^  ar.y  r-S 

the  grass  short.  There  SnfW.V  ^^'"^  ^'''""'1  ^as  leveltnd 
which  was  not  to  be  found  j^VhI'"'^  *  '"^^'^  ^b«"t  this  place 
towards  which  they  Cre  goir^^'w  °'.'='i'^«"^-  Theline  of?^2 
that  stretched  inland.  andZKn  "  ^  ^  ^P"^  of  a  dense  wood 
beyond  outlined  their  w^ntlr  n  J  T.  '^""^  moonflooded  place 

beautiful  with  a  formi  TCe^X^ace"''"  ^'  ^""^^  ^tS 
li  tnis  a  Dark  ?  "  oi L-      o"*^*^' 

,a,  park?     =1.^  Whispered,  ru.d„g  forward  ,„  to 

■.JjV. My  fathers  park/' 

-dJSthtd.'"™"''^^    -T-".  natural,  .hafs  „a.„al  " 

".ad  '."cjf  ufi?  F  ^  ?-  -n'sr  £ 

circle  round  a  clearing  that  loot    ^^  ^^^'=^*  ^^^ed  in  a  jS 
^d  jn  the  centre  of  th^e  arfset  f  '^  "'f.^''^'  ^"^'  moonbeams 

^hich  were  vague  with  excZJl  i  u  ^^'^  ^'^"^  ^^te  pillars 
^i:=t ;  and  thest  uphdH  a  htf  1^^''  '"'^^  ^^  gliS 
stone  mouldines  ud^iT  ^^'  Pediment,    covered  wi/h  ?i^  ^ 

.bnglunessthat'trXlSr^\^''^^^-^  and    ec  J^  ^j  S 
But'it      H  ' ''"  '^'''^  """^  "'''"" 
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was  not  likely  to  be  fulfilled,  caused  an  ache.    She  caugl 
breath  in  a  sob. 

"  You  think  it  beautiful?  "  asked  Richard,  clc  -•  t 
ear. 

"Oh,  yes  I    Oh,  yes!" 

"  1  had  a  summer-house  in  that  villa  of  mine  at  Rio,"  h 
hotly  and  defiantly.  "  which  was  just  like  this,  but  mucli 
beautiful." 

He  stepped  forward  and  bej^an  to  move  towards  the  t 
with  that  air  of  stalking  a  quarry.  She  followed  him  w 
feeling  that  it  was  not  right  that  they  should  have  com 
like  this.  I  hey  should  have  come  in  some  difltrent  wa; 
each  step  the  temple  grew  higher  before  them,  more  c 
more  immat  ulate,  but  Us  beauty  did  not  soften  his  ine> 
aspect.  When  they  coukl  see  the  pale  wedges  which  the 
drove  in  between  the  columns  he  paused  and  stated,  anc 
from  his  pocket  something  dark  which  lay  easily  in  his 
"What's  that  ?  What's  that  ?  "  she  asked  in  panic, 
an  electric  torch."  he  muttered,  without  surprise  at  her  sus 
and  went  with  springing,  silent,  detective  g;ut  up  the 
steps  of  the  temple. 

She  remained  without,  drooping.     Would  he  find  his  i 
there  ?     She  hoped  so,  for  then  they  could  all  go  home  am 
this  place,  which  slie  felt  Uespised  her.     The  tall  trees 
forest,  lifting  their  bare  branches  like  antlers  again.st  tin 
seemed  lo  he  holding  their  heads  high  in  contempt  of  her 
For  so  to  be  forgotten  was  defeat. 

No  sounds  came  from  the  temple,  and  she  timidly  w 
the  steps  and  passed  into  the  interior,  which  was  cut 
colonnade  into  narrow  chambers  of  shadows  and  broader  ch; 
of  light.     At  first  she  could  not  see  him  anywhere,  and  c 
alarm  :    "  Richard  !  " 

"  I'm  lure,"  he  answered.  He  was  standing  besii, 
leaning  against  a  pillaj,  but  put  out  no  hand  to  soothe  Ik 

"  Have  you  not  f(juud  lu  r  ?  "  she  quavered. 

He  let  the  yellow  circle  of  the  electric  torch  travel  o^ 
cracked  stucco-wall  that  faced  them,  the  paintless  door 
left  extremity,  the  drift  of  dead  leaves  on  the  stone  iloo 

'  What  does  that  dv.or  oixu  on  lo?  "  asked  Ellen,  for 
the  reason  for  their  search  in  the  (iueernes.s  of  the  place. 

■'  A  staircase  up  to  the  room  above." 

"  What  a  lovely  place,"  .vhe  cried  joyfully,  trying  to 

Could  one  sleep  up  there,  do  you  think  ?  " 
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He  switched  ofi  the  light      "  I  dir.««.i„  "  i         •  i        «,     . 
the  durkn.ss.  ^  tlaresay.     he  said  gruffly  in 

Ills   pa>,Mun   dud  Middenlv.     "  iNu  "    1,,.  c.,i,i    ...     1.1 
lia.rv  >     n  '  1        1     1  ^         '-  ''•-'*-  it>gether  and  thev  wi>rp 

tin  kss  amicted  bv  tl  e  in.')  t    u.         K^'"'-  ^^"  '''"'  ^^^'  '"'^l^t  be 
wuii.ieu  u>  iiie  night,  whose  beauty  was  a  reor.nrh  tr. 

i"^'  s  edge,  sh     lea,  ed  tai.^r"'   I^'"  °'  ^""^  ^'^■^■^'"^-     ^^^  ^^''^ 
moun-aiiuted  wa  e  s    on   T  ""   ^'''    ^=^'"'  ^"^'^  °»  ^he 

J^aluus  of  the  i^ti^    dis    r.     ■  "^^^'"-P"^^-^^''*-'^  l^nds,  and   was 
--^  U.     uU;l;"','"'"ir"-.-^-^VP^^--^^  covered 


tlie  marshes    to  the   distrt^s  of 


\\uii  tin;  quietness 
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She  ran  back  to  the  temple.    All  she  cared  for  ree 
pleasing  him.    "Richard.   Richard  I     I've   found  her 
down  there  on  the  marshes  I  " 

He  was  out  beside  her  in  a  second.     "  Where  '     1 
you  know  ? " 

"  I  saw  her  lantern  down  on  the  marsht    !   ' 

When  they  got  back  to  the  hill's  edge  th(  'igtd  was  '=t 
seen,  bobbing  along  towards  the  elm  brow  '  i-':irhard 
i-llcn  s  waist  to  show  her  how  well  pleaseo  'a-  was  wi 
Ah,  that'll  be  Marion  !  "  he  said.  "  Nobody  else  wc 
on  the  marshes  at  this  hour."  Then  a  little  wind  of  ang 
over  his  voice.  "  Has  she  been  to  his  tomb  ?  Can  she  ha 
to  his  tomb  in  the  time  }  It's  a  steep  climb  for  her  I  \ 
...  I  wonder.  .  .  ." 

The  lantern  bobbed  out  of  sight  behind  the  elm  row 
that  they  were  again  alone  together,  Ellon  raised  her  lip 
kissed,  but  he  had  already  turned  away.     ' '  Let's  go  home  i 
he  said  urgently.     "  I  want  to  know  where  she's  been." 

Ihe  place  seemed  far  more  beautiful  to  her  than  it  ha 
before.  "Oh!  Now  you're  sure  she's  quite  safe,  mav 
stay  here  a  little  ?  "  she  begged. 


I'll   bring  you   to-r 


"  No,   no.     Some   other  night, 
night.     But  not  now,  not  now." 

She  followed  laggingly,  looking  about  her  with  infati 
mere  was  something  religious  about  the  scene.  Rites  o 
true  foim  of  worship  might  fitly  be  celebrated  here.  All  ap 
more  majestic  and  more  sacred  than  in  the  strained  bic 
moments  before  she  showed  him  the  lantern.  Now  sh. 
ccived  that  It  was  the  silver  circle  of  trees  which  was  tl 
t.>mple  and  that  the  marble  belvedere  was  but  a  human  o 
laid  before  the  shrine.  It  was  in  there,  along  the  ebonv 
which  ran  among  the  glistening  thickets,  that  one  would  fi 
presence  of  the  divinity. 

"  Oh,  Richard  !  It  will  never  be  so  beautiful  as  this  c 
other  night  !     Let  us  stay  !  " 

T'n  v'  ^^'     ^^  ^"^^  ^*'  ^"^^  ^^  S"*^^  ''^"y  moonlit  night.     I 
1 11  bring  you.     But  now  I  want  to  get  back  home.'' 

He  s  ipped  her  arm  through  his  to  make  her  come, 
stumbled  ai.^ng,  turning  her  face  aside  towiirds  tho'^e  r 
woods.  At  the  end  of  those  i)aths  was  another  clearing,  wi. 
smaller  than  this,  and  girdled  all  sidrs  by  the  forest  •  and 

was  something  there Another  temple  ?     A  '^statue  f 

vent  f  bnv  uid  not  know.  Bui  if  they  found  it.  they  wou 
.appy  for  ever.  ...  ^ 


for  really  was 
id  her !    She's 

ere  ?     How  do 


t  M'asstill  tobe 
Richard  cJi^iptd 

was  with  her. 

else  would  be 
i  of  anger  blew 
1  she  have  been 
er.     I  wonder. 

row.     Feeling 
her  lips  to  be 
J  home  now  !  " 
been." 

an  it  had  done 
fe,  mayn't  we 

ou   to-morrow 

h  infatuation. 
Rites  of  some 
All  appeared 
led,  bickering 
iow  she  per- 
i  was  the  real 
uman  offering 
;  ebony  paths 
vould  find  the 

IS  this  on  any 

ght.     I  swear 

r  come.  She 
those  myst'.c 
'ing,  wiiic  but 
5t  ;  and  there 
statue  ?  An 
ley  woiild  t^e 


THE  JUDGE 


411 


"  Richard " 

the  elm-row  thev  saw  h.In«r  Vv  °  ^^^  ^ate  at  the  top  of 

mars,.,  ,0  .he^"  i^Z  .'hrboS^laE?!""  '""■">' 

■■  -  wonder  TS.^&t^ii^^^^^i^'^^'^-^'^y. 

time  ?  "  ^''  ^°'"^  •     I>o  you  thmk  she's  had 

and  ^'^i^iJ^S^ti::^^^-  change  ,„  ,„„d„oss 
the  emi,  at  their  feet  •  UVli  fi,  '  '"<:'' ""^l  turning  it  on 
Ufs  hurry  back  "  "'"'  ""'  "''On  we  get  home. 

wtth't'is  sfi  J«^ri;:;s^;^.s '°"T"8  "-^-^'y. 

be  able  to  behave  quite  Sv  th  "'■  T**  ?','"  ''=  ™8''<  ""t 
the  ground  for  he?  raidance  '  ^  h'*  "',  ■'S''t  h'  ca.st  on 
frozen  earth  hurt  her  fet  The  In  .'J'"'*''  "'"^  "w-edged 
brcathoul  of  herlunS  M  n„  ,  ^'^  ^"^  *™'  "  shook  the 
bobbed  its  »ay  imfthe  o?chI?"?',T'°"*'"=P='«'  '"e lantern 
She  was  the  lu^cky  lom^'^ISStn""  ""  '""""^  ">"=  S-den. 

■■Y„ud«'tha?ta?,^^s'yle^-  ""'^  ^^"^  "'""S"  "-  Sate. 
..ave  p,"jgtt  S  rl'°he'rXe°sh:  ,1'  f™":^''"'  ^  ^- 
With  i,r^r',Ui^ -■;-'-  "-'  •»  ^^-Vherepeated 

:■  vvhj-i^  's^h^suTdi^g  t-  r  ^^tffdt" '?  *S"p  -^'-p'^- 

'ron'r'ilVSL  r„t^- ,'tt'  ^  ~  ^-hes  that  rat. 
garden,  the  steady  ra^of  t|,e  L„  '°  ""  '""■  "^'  »'  "■= 
better  eo  and  .ski.r?>  ht  s'lid  tuS^i^'  '°  '«'■     "  ^•-■<' 

.h.c"%re:d  tt  t"n'"td''„rr  '''•fi  ^'^^  ^ '«"« -"> 

At  that  montent  there  came  W  """"""',  l-^rto  6°  before  him. 
caught  his  breath   pessedoi  her  . 'I"  f  ''""''("S  "ear  by.     He 

Thehglttsw^gandwavered,    "  What  is  the  woman  up  to  '  ■• 


it 
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thought  Men  crossly.  Ihe  strong  yell  w  rays  of  the  U 
dazzled  before  them  and  prevented  thei.,  from  seeing  ani 
of  Us  bearer,  though  the  moonlight  beams  were  still  unch 
"  Mother  !  "  Richard  cried  irascibly,  and  levelled  the 
on  her  like  a  revolver. 

Its  brightness  showed  the  dewy  roundness,  towsled 
perplexity,  of  a  doe-eyed  girl  of  Ellen's  age. 

"  Ach  f  "  said  Richard,  shouting  with  rage.  "  Wh 
you  ?     Who  are  you  ?  " 

It  struck  Ellen  that  his  refusal  of  any  recognition  ( 
girl's  sweetness  was  unnatural ;  that  it  would  have  been 
sane  and  wholesome,  though  it  would  have  pricked  her  jca 
if  he  had  shown  some  flush  of  pleasure  at  this  gentle,  bi 
nut-brown  beauty. 

"  Please,  sir,"  gabbled  the  girl  with  her  wet,  foolish,  ] 
lips,  "I'm  Annie  Brickttt,  and  your  cook's  my  auntie, 
come  over  to  say  my  married  sister's  had  a  little  baby,  ai 
before  her  time,  so  would  auntie  give  us  the  clothes  sh 
making  ? " 

The  door  opened,  and  aproned  figures  looked  out  r 
kitchen  brightness  at  them. 

"  Where  is  your  mistress  ?  "  Richard  asked  them,  ci 

mto  the  girl's  sweet,  silly  speech.     "  Has  she  come  back 

Tile   servants   all  started   making  twittering,  consequ 

noises.     "  No.  sir,  she  isn't."     "  We  didn't  know,  any  of  u; 

was  out  till  the  lady  and  gentleman  come." 

"  What  lady  and' gentleman  ?  " 

The  two  younger  women  shrunk  back  and  left  the  co 
answer.  "  Mr.  Roger  Peacey,  sir,  and  the  lady."  Fror 
hindmost  girl  there  came  a  giggle. 

That  was  why  they  had  not  heard  the  knocking  at  the 
They  had  all  been  sitting  laughing  at  his  mother's  other  soi 
going  oyer  the  family  history.  Ellen  shrank  back  from  the 
Marion's  misfortunes  made  things  very  ill  to  deal  with  ; 
seemed  to  bring  out  the  worst  in  everybody.  And  how  the  ^ 
affair  was  hurting  Richard  !  He  turned  on  his  heel  and  w 
back  to  the  trellis  arch  and  went  through  it  without  wr 
for  her.  By  the  time  she  had  followed  him  round  the  con 
the  house  he  was  ^,pening  the  French  window  into  the  di 
room.  He  found  it  quite  easy  to  open  ;  again  she  thought 
rage  and  contempt  of  the  way  that  Marion  had  fumbled  wit 
handle.  She  had  to  run  along  the  path  lest  in  his  forgetfu 
he  shut  her  out  into  the  night. 

She  found  him  halted  just  within  the  room,  pulling  ol 
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gauntlets  and  forcing  a  white  <^miu  *         ^    r- 
standing  swaying  on  the  hearthn  i    [""''^^^^  ,^<oger.  who  was 
tears.     Poppy  stood  beside  him     .^'      '  n^''^^'  ^"'^^led  iWth 
l^cr  mouth'a^fittle  op^rwUh'Ti^tt^r^j-'^-  ''  '  ^^^^  ^^^ 

;K>llow^ES.Sj;^^i^;^^;^^  I^ichard.  in  that 
the  afternoon.  ^mancss  he  liad  used  to  them  in 

his  te  Kt";?  pS'this' ™i"°'  '^^"^  v^™  «apM 

e..,r™°tf  ^:;'f  %:™^S'<'^S-d  swop  .„  „,  „,,, 

mJismg  that  now  I've  got  S,  n  t„f      ""'f"''  y""-  "ot 

body  does  against  me!"    His  v,i°''='\T  "">;"""«"'«  any- 

So  Poppy  and  I  just  n  rood  ^  h       ■  """"""l  Aapsodictlly. 

back  to  the  Colony."       '^^'^  '"  '"""  '"^Md  of  going  straight 

Poppy  wriggled  her  body  about  in  l,.,r  M  .>,      ■ 
ofjestre  to  disassociate.  hielf^tS  ^^Jn?;t;m"tli"  Sua^ 

"'Ind'now '?l°.h  "^  r";-'  '^^"^  Ki'^hard. 
"  I  want  to  tell  mother- ''^^"^  ^°"'  '^"''  ^^'^  i"  his  speech- 
.';w°/if^"'tdothat.     She  isn't  in." 

home. ?ti:  you?''*  ^°"  ^^  °^^  ^°g^^her?     Didn't  she  come 
i\o. 

nig,;;??r"'   '°^'^   -'  goodness,   where  is  she   at   this   time  of 

good."     Slowly  and  deliberafnh  V    ^^  ".'^^*  ""''  ^'o^^fJ  <io  h^r 
and  laid  them'^lowron  'he  tabl  "^  '"'"'''^''^  °"^  '^'^  ^^""t'^ts 

outhishand7nrt"4^Stre'7^^  ^''^^^""^^^  ^'^^ord  put 
;^»h  the  grain  of  the  wood      Thfr^''- "^ 
able  and  looked  up  inTo  his  bTother'^  f  '"'^'  ^.'J""  '"^^^d  the 
the  matter  with  mother  '"    ^'°^^^' ^  ^^^^-        Here  !     What's 
..  c;.  ^'»<,hing  !     Nothing  !  "  cxclaimpH  R,vk    ^  • 
She  s  down  on  the  mfrshes  S'bg  ^  wij?".^  '"  exasperation. 
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"  Oh,  but  you  can't  take  me  in  that  way  !  "  the  pallid  < 
cried,  wringing  his  hands.  "  I  can  see  you're  frightenc 
mother  I  " 

"I'm  not,"  said  Richard  vehemently. 
"  You  needn't  try  to  fool  me.  I'm  stupid  about  ev( 
else,  but  not  about  mother  !  And  I  could  always  feel  w 
going  on  between  you  two.  Many's  the  time  I've  had 
the  room  because  you  two  were  loving  each  other  so  and  I 
of  it.  And  now  I  know  you're  frightened  about  her  !  "Y 
You  are  !  " 

"  I'm  not  !  "  shouted  Richard. 

Roger  shrank  back  towards  Poppy,  who  seei 
like  the  loud  noise,  and  had  raised  eyes  skimmed  of  theii 
ness  by  delight.  "  If  you'd  got  Jesus,"  he  said  tartly, 
learn  to  be  gentle.  Like  He  was."  He  recovered  coi 
by  squeezing  Poppy's  hand,  which  she  tendered  him  dec 
looking  at  Richard  the  while  as  if  she  were  waiting  for 
"  Now  you'd  better  tell  me  what  it  is  about  mother  that's 
you  frightened.  She'd  not  be  pleased,  would  she,  if  she  i 
and  found  you  treating  me  like  this,  as  if  I  hadn't  a  right  1 
anything  about  her,  and  me  her  own  son  just  as  much 
are  ?  " 

That  argument  moved  Richard,  Ellen  could  see.  He 
down  at  his  white  knuckles  and  unclenched  his  hands, 
really  nothing,"  he  told  Roger  in  that  false,  kind  voi( 
went  upstairs  after  dinner  to  look  over  some  papers  for 
and  left  her  and  Ellen  down  here.  When  I  cami 
Ellen  told  me  she'd  gone  out  for  a  walk  on  the  mars! 
struck  me  as  rather  an  odd  thing  for  her  to  do  at  this  \ 
we  went  out  and  had  a  look  round,  but  couldn't  see  h 
where.     There's  not  the  slightest  occasion  for  worry." 

Roger  stared  at  him,  sucking  his  front  teeth.  "  But 
frightened  !  "  he  said  explosively. 

"  I  am  not." 

"  You  are.    You  think  she's  come  to  some  harm  dowr 
marshes."     He  slipped  past  him  and  flung  open  the 
window,  calling  in  a  thin,  whistling  voice  that  could  nc 
been  heard  fifty  yards  away  :    "  Mummie  !     Mummie  ! 

A  convulsion  of  rage  ran  through  Richard.  With  on 
he  jerked  Roger  back  into  the  room  by  his  coat-collar,  w 
other  he  slammed  the  French  window.  "  Be  quiet.  I  t 
she'e  all  right.     I  know  where  she's  gone." 

"  Where,  then  ?  " 

"  Never  mind.** 


»5S»flSS\«il» 


THE  JITDCE 


?  pallid  creature 
ightencd  abcmt 


)OUt  everythiiig 
s  feel  what  was 
ve  had  to  leave 
so  and  I  felt  out 
ler  !     You  are  ! 


hio  seemed  to 
of  their  sullcn- 
tartly,  "  you'd 
'red  confideii'-e 
lim  deceitfully, 
ting  for  ordrrs. 
r  that's  makinsj 
,  if  she  camr  in 
a  right  to  know 
s  much  as  you 

?e.     He  looked 

hands.     "  It's 

nd  voice.    "  I 

)ers  for  mother 

I   came    back 

e  marshes.    It 

.t  this  hour,  so 

't  see  her  anv- 

5rry." 

"  But  you're 


m  down  on  the 
;n  the  French 
;ould  not  have 
ramie  !  " 
kVith  one  hand 
;ollar,  with  the 
et.     I  tell  v'ou 


415 


His   hands   fumbled     ..    the  door- 


"  Where  ?     Where  ? 
handle  again. 

^^Pre?L%?on^eti:,^'^^^^^^  him  with  the 

grass  and  finds  his  palms  sco^Jhv.rV^'  ^^°"^^'  ^°  b^  ^oft 
and  Ellen  could  see  fhaTLf  hk  d  ^^.^^Tl^f''-  «^'  f  ^^^^ 
that  he  had  ever  said  all  his  life  lon^^"  if  ''  ^'  ^"yt^mg 
thmk  she's  gone  up  to  my  fathe  ^"^^u "  ^'°"  '""''  ^"°^'  ^ 
Sh.^H°^^  '^^°°^    ^'^    head    soSnly       -  No     Yn  - 

'Xifc^d's""  ^/d^he'sco'meto\°arm''"""  "^°"^- 
••  I  W.^rvrCo^nTtl"^  ^'^^  •  "  ^"-^  -t  Richard 
I  came  back  here  alter  thTsefvi^/r  ThatTalk^b'^'f  T^^^  "^^ 
was  just  something  I  made  up  S  an  excui  7^°"*  ^^'"^^^"e^s 
that  somethmg  was  wrongwithmumm.e  "  Hi«  T""  ^"""  ^'^" 
first  Richard  and  then  Ellen  ^Dnn';  "\P^«  eyes  sought 
might  know  if  something  hapDened^r.  ^u""  ^'^'^^  ^  P^^^on 
wistfully,  "if  they  lo^eYth'^.r:!^^ '' "  ^^^^^^ 

tl-t'RrhL'andlflere'xcC^^^^^^^^^^  '"  ^^^^  --^  g-e 

between  lovers  when  i?  .'  brouSf  ^'t  H  ^■''^'^- ^°°^  '^^'  P^'^^s 

not  the  sole  practitioners  of  S^itua^T  Tl'  T  ^^^^  ^'"^ 

Oh  .  .  .  perhaps  .  .      but  refl  v  r1  ?  "^^"^  murmured, 

before  she  went^ouc.    "li^feirR'J^^f;' ^^^^  ^^  ^-t^' bright 

Pere'd  inSritST-   'Tc^UtbT^'  f  ^^'^  '^^^^^^"  ^^  -^im- 
marshes  and  look  for  her  ''         ^  ''''"*  ' °  ^^  ^«'™  ^ «  the 

love'm'^^Jse'^^Ly'e^mad^Wsf  •■  '""l'"^"-    '^^^  ^'^ht  of  the 

go  down.     SheougrttTbe       :rfin','^'"'l,'^"y^^"^     "^^'^' 
tern.     You're  ni.ifp  «nrl  I    l    ^        ^^"^  ^  ^^e's  carrvine  a  Ian 

"  Oh  ye.  '-Ta  1  Oen      '•\?P'  '  ^f^'^^"  ""^  h.?,  Sl^n  ?^' 
she,came  back  and^;^"ked  tLu^.^^S^^SJl-  ^^-s  wh.. 

on  his'm^W?:?cuufe'  ''.^s^^^^^  ^^  ^-^ing  to  enlarge 
and  shut  the  door      Th 'n^'  '''''^  good-bye  and  went  out 

-vv  her  face  against  l^Z^V  "'"To?  'T  '  ^^^^^^  "P  -"^ 

^he  ..-^'J"""  '     J^idn't  that  strike'vo,,  .,  ..,,..    . 

'^■"8  ■  .  .  everything  she  s^dtfore  S'e'wem  Zr'  '"'^- 
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She  pa?spd  her  hand  over  her  forehead,  shading  h 
It  shamed  her  that  he  was  Roing  to  be  interested  in  what 
him  and  not  at  all  in  her  manner  of  tellins;  it.  "  I've  t( 
She  was  full  of  plans  about  ns  all  poinp  np  to-morrow 
theatre.  And  she  sent  for  the  cook  and  talked  to  he 
saucepans." 

"  What  saucepans  ?  " 

"  Aluminium  saucepans." 

"  But  what  about  them  ?  " 

She  laughed  aloud  in  the  face  of  his  displeasure.  A 
of  the  temple  in  the  wood  mocked  her  mind's  eye.  In 
standinfx  in  one  of  the  narrow  chambers  of  shadow  t 
behind  its  pillars  with  his  lips  on  hers,  she  was  bein 
examined  about  saucepans.  "  She  reckoned  to  get  ther 
forenoon  before  we  went  to  the  theatre." 

For  a  second  he  pondered  it  ;  then  asked  with  ar 
that  pierced  her  because  it  w.as  so  infantine,  so  shai 
mendicant  of  comfort  :    "  She  really  was  all  right,  Ell 

"  Cross  my  heart,  Richard,  she  was  that." 

Their  hands  stole  into  one  another's  ;  from  the 
fluttering  pressure  of  his  fingers  she  knew  that  his  he 
feeling  numberless  adoring  things  about  her.  If  evi 
had  not  happened  as  she  wnshed,  it  was  not  because  the  d 
tion  of  love  had  come  to  an  end,  but  because  it  had  not 
long  enough.  There  was  a  golden  age  ahead.  She 
towards  him,  but  was  arrested  by  the  change  in  his  exi 
His  face,  which  had  been  a  white  mask  of  grief,  became 
"Yes,  she  will  most  probably  be  up  there  .  .  . 
tomb.  ..." 

Roger,  behind  him  at  the  window,  fluted  miserably:  "  ^' 
Mummie  !  "  He  turned  on  him  with  a  gesture  of  irrita 
opened  the  door.  "  Here,  Roger,  let's  go  no\V."  Th 
he  shot  backwards  into  the  room  was  so  preoccupied 
held  no  more  intimate  message  for  Ellen  than  for  Poppy. 
I  don't  expect  we'll  be  long.  .  .  ." 

They  crossed  the  lawn,  their  short  shadows  treading 
gaily  than  their  tall,  striding  selves.  There  seemed  to 
mishap  at  the  gate  into  the  orchard.  Apparently  Roger ; 
his  finger  in  the  hinge  ;  but  he  was  very  brave.  The  tw( 
stood  at  the  window  and  watched  him  hop  about,  sha 
injured  hand,  while  his  shadow  parodied  him,  and 
waited  with  a  "toop  of  the  shoulders  that  meant  patic 
hatred.     Then  again  the  silver  garden  was  empty. 

Poppy  and  Ellen  went  and  sat  down  at  the  heart 
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to  be  in  by  eleven."  ^°  ^''^^  *^*^  ^™y  expects  us  officers 

"No  doubt  Mr.  YaverlanH'ii  „^  j  • 

explain  the  exceptionnrcumi^ '°^."^  '"  ^^^  ">°^"'ng  and 

"  I'm  sure  I  don't  care    Tm   !??'',».  '""^^'-^d  Ellen 
fed  to  the  teeth  "     Sh.    ?  "?  ^"^  *^^  ^eeth  with  the  Army 

picture  there!^d  drew  fttTt^^  T  '!"'  ^'^  ^'  '^  ^^e  sa7a 
offered  it  to  Ellen,  saS'-Ti  J  ^''■'  P^^'^^*  and 

Sucking  one.  she  sat  forward  v^th  her  feetY/  h  ^^^1  '"^^°"^-" 
head  near  her  knees  until   as  if  f  hfL  the  fender  and  her 

mouth  was  reminding  her  of^  tim.lyf  °^  *¥  '"^''^  '"  her 
tiian  now,  she  started  up  and  be?a„^o  wit'  ""^  ^'?  flavourless 
room.  She  halted  at  the  vSndow  .nH  ^  restlessly  about  the 
place  over  the  other  ide  ofThe  nVe'^^^  ^J'^^'^  =  "  That 
the  sky.     Is  that  Chatham  ?''  Where  there's  a  glow  in 

that'^i'os:TuffS^Uo\e?r  fil^fi',;:.^^v^'  ^^"^"^  °^  ^^«  ^^- 

remembered  what  Mar  on  had  siid  th?t  V  P'^P^^'^'  E»en 
handsome  young  sailor  in  ChSha^Hi  5  c/^^'''"^""  ^^o^t  the 
trernulouslj.  f  I  th.^^k^Rictr'd  ?a"d1t  w^^^^^      She  murmured 

She  pres^edTr^'^agtn^^^^^^^  ^  -^^X  voice, 

of  its  cage      It  was  n,,i?l  f  I      ^^^^  ''^^  ^  heast  looking  out 
she  wept^  ^  ^"'*'  ''"''^'"'  ^  the  silence  endured.^hat 

Hllen'^  VlS"c"hant  tS  I'e  '  f  ^1  "^^^  °^  *^"-  ^^^^^  over 

tures  of 'K-1noonli.T™S'   """    ""«'■">'  P^°««d  ™th    pfc 
■^yes.    .*nd  onTwtaThe  wa.°°f=  '"''V^here  she  turned  her 
woke  herself  by  sitting  uD?nh^  f/°"'  ""<>. drowsiness,  she 
you  think  we  Win  have  ?o  s^^    a"dcry.ng  acidly  :   ■■  And  do 

"""Sh-'w'^'fni    >"  -^  -n^s«'er^^^"'  '"'  ^•°- 
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came  back  to  her  that  she  had  been  called  by  the  sound  of 
voices  ;  of  Richard's  voice,  she  could  be  almost  sure,  foi 
was  a  filament  of  pleasure  trailing  across  her  conscioi 
There  was  no  rea;  ->n  why  ho  should  be  out  of  doors  at  this 
before  the  family  nad  been  called  to  breakfast,  unless  the 
for  Marion  had  been  unsuccessful.  She  jumped  out  < 
and  washed  and  dressed  and  ran  downstairs,  leaving  h( 
loose  aoout  her  shoulders  because  she  begrudged  the  ti 
pinning  it  when  he  needed  her  comfort.  Mabel,  the  p 
maid,  was  coming  out  of  the  dining-room  with  an  empt 
in  her  hand.  One  corner  of  her  apron-bib  flapped  loo 
there  was  a  smut  on  her  face.  Ellen  knew  that  Marion  h 
been  found,  for  if  she  had  been  in  the  house,  alive  or  de 
girl  woiJd  not  have  dared  to  look  like  that.  They  pa 
silence,  but  exchanged  a  look  of  horror. 

There  was  no  one  in  the  dining-room  but  Roger  and 

Poppy  was  sitting  in  an  armchair  at  the  hearth,  where  s 

evidently  spent  the  night.     Her  uniform  was  unbuttom 

way  down  her  square  bust  ;   and  on  the  arms  of  the  chai 

rested  two  objects  that  looked  like  sections  of  dried  viscc 

which  Ellen  remembered  to  have  seen  labelled  as  pads  i 

dressers'  windows.     Roger  was  kneeling  before  her,  his  li 

her  lap,  and  weeping  bitterly.    She  was  stroking  his  hair 

enough,  though  her  eyes  were  dwelling  on  the  teapot  ai 

on   the   breakfast-table.     The    French   window    was  s^ 

open,  admitting  air  that  had  the  chill  of  dawn  upon  it  ;  a 

side  on  the  gravel  path  stood  Richard,  listening  to  a  bear 

fisherman  in  oilskins.     She  hovered  about  the  threslK 

heard  the  old  man  saying  :  "  'Tes  no  question  o'  use  you 

yourselves  about  to  look  for  her  now.     Mo-'v  you  doi 

nothin'  of  them  for  three  weeks,  and  then  tin.  v  comes  on 

they  went  in.     Till  the  tide  brings  them  back  you  can 

them."     Richard  said  :    "  Yes,  yes,"  and  held  out  m( 

him.     She  saw  he  wanted  to  send  the  fisherman  away, 

could  not  bear  to  hear  these  things  ;   but  he  was  held  i 

the  obsession,  which  he  and  Marion  had  followed  as  if  it 

law,  that  one  must  not  betray  emotion.     His  inhibitc 

became  more  and  more  talonlike,  more  and  more  incaj 

making  the  gesture  of  dismissal.     To  aid  him  Ellen  sho\ 

self  at  the  open  door  in  her  wildness  of  loose  hair  and 

"  Richard  !     Richard  !  " 

That  made  the  old  man  take  his  money  and  go  aw 
Richard  stepped  back  into  the  room  He  evaded  her  e 
"  This  ghastly  light  I  "  he  muttered,  and  went  to  the  c 
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t'rs  room  and  turned  on  the  electric  switrh      Tt,„    i.    i      ^ 
take  Us  old,  8rie<-pa,.erned  face"lLTw«„'her  h^J,"  "  '"  "'' 
,,  My  dear,  my  dear,  what  has  happened"  " 

have  seen  Xck-W,„'".  '''  oTthe  "&  "7  r^^^' 

planks  arc  half  of  them  rolled  aw»v     tk  "^'1'"  ,^""''    The 
u^P  amon«  the  piers,    ^^t^ ^Jl^^^t::^^:^:^ 

an/!^kSU£^hSy:1nc;d°ir'asTin"h"'°"  '  ?r,->«- 
flaw  in  the  story,  ^^  But  whenlfci  ?ou  fad  X'lamem  >'"■?  " 

wentt-lS/wTalo^lttitf -;£.!Ht  S= 
Signal-box  there     ThpiV -ic  c^^^^r,  „     ^     ^"^y  iook  us  in  at  the 

alW  the  se,w.l.  ^^Td^Xn^  'l^tH^-^^ii:^ 

a  J^  ^re„?lt'^r^4fm°o^r  ^^^  ^^^^  "f  the  ^ass  a. 

iiut,  my  dearest,  she  may  not  be  in  the  wator  I     q>, 
U  rnd  gr  nt^oS  &  T'  -  r-L'^^thTuI 
morning  and  not  ha^e  wakene^yet  ^' ^  '"  *'^  "^^^^^  *"^  t^^' 
wakSed'^ft-'    -'^"P"^'    '""'"'y-     "'Y-'    -tainly   she's    not 
any' m^ome^nr. '''''  ''  ""''  ''  ^"  "'     ^he  may  be  with  us  at 

shefdt^'^^^^^IS::^]."^-  '^f'^^-^-  I  know 
thing.     It  means  she's  deaS'^     ^"   ''^''"''  ^>^^"g  °^^^  ^very- 

his  nearly  unbreathing  immobU  ty  sTe  Lpt  hlSf  /  "''^^^^'' 
To  those  who  fall  and  hurt  themipljic  /^  ^^"  ^^^^  ^^m. 
by  those  who  lie  dangerously  stri^  5""'  ^"^^^  ^«"^fort  . 

waits.  'ingerousiy  stricken  by  a  disease  one  sits  and 

He  sank  fnt^YcMi^^  t'h'^L^! '^^''^V ','  ^^^  ^^^^  ^m  softly 

grown  thick  and  li  hie   whik  s^  ^T^'fy'  ^  ^^  his  limbs  had 

cut  some  ham      H^r  i^'  i,  ^  ^^^^^^  ""^^  a  cup  of  tea  and 

ome  ham.    Her  flesh  was  weeping  for  Marion,  /ho  had  iSn 
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quick,  who  now  was  doad  ;  but  the  core  of  her  was  a  void 
cut  him  a  nice  feathery  shce,  unbroken  all  the  way  fro 
bone  to  the  outer  rim  of  bread-crumb-freckled  fat ;  and  tl 
the  void  there  shot  the  thought,  trivial  yet  tremendously  ext 
"  Now  that  Marion  is  gone  I  shall  always  look  after  his 
He  drew  his  brows  together  and  groaned  softly.  Haw 
she  looked  round  to  see  what  was  distressing  him.  It  v 
course,  Roger  howling  in  Poppy's  lap.  ..."  Oh,  my  t 
mummie  !  "     It  must  be  stopped. 

"  Roger,"  she  said  kindly,  "  sit  forward  for  your  breal 
He  raised  a  dispirited  nose,  red  with  weeping,  and  she 
head  mournfully.     "No,  thank  you.     It  wouldn't  be  c 
use.     I  couldn't  keep  a  thing  on  my  stomach." 

"But  what  about  Miss  Poppy?"  she  asked  guil 
"  She  must  be  wearying  for  her  breakfast  after  the  nigh 
spent  in  that  chair." 

That  brought  him  off  his  feet,  as  she  had  known  it 
"Oh,  poor  Poppy!"  he  cried.     "Oh,  poor  Poppy!"  a 
her  to  the  table. 

Richard  ate  and  drank  for  some  moments  ;  he  seemc 
hungry.     Then  he  laid  down  his  knife  and  fork  and  said  : 
when  your  mother  died  did  you  feel  like  this  ?     As  if  . 
walls  of  your  life  had  fallen  in  ?  " 

"  Yes,  yes,  my  love,  so  terribly  alone." 
"  Alone,  alone."  he  repeated.     "  I  am  so  selfish.     I  cai 
of  nothing  but  my  own  loneliness.     I  can't  think  of  her 
"  Well,  never  heed,  my  dear,  my  own  dear.     She  W( 
want  you  to  worry." 

"  Oh,  but  I  must  think  this  out  !  "  he  exclaimed  in  a  si 
dreary    tone.     "  It's  so  important.  .  .  ."     He    looked 
the  electric  light  and  grumbled  :  "  Oh,  that  damned  light 
it  worse  !  "  and  rose  to  restore  the  room  ^o  the  sallow: 
the  morning. 

When  he  sat  down  again  he  would  not  eat,  but  leai 
head  on  his  hands  and  his  elbows  on  the  table  and  watcl 
other  two.  Poppy  was  saying  in  tones  half-maternal 
disagreeable  :  "  Eat  up  your  'am,  you  silly  cuckoo.  You  V 
you  don't  you'll  have  one  of  your  sick  turns,"  and  Rog 
obeying.  Tears  and  the  ham  collided  noisily  in  his  thro; 
Richard  withdrew  his  eyes  from  them  and  looked  seer 
at  Ellen.  "  She  killed  herself,  of  course,"  he  said  in  an 
tone. 

"  Oh  no  !  "  she  cried.     "  Oh  no  ! 

But  there  sounded  through  the  room  a  thunderclap  of  m 
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keep  my  sons  ,rom  quljtlling  „  Ji*  ^  ™  '  '"  ""■  '"'"'■  "' 

was  d°ate"°ed  antdS  ^J^>!^  ^'^t'  "1^  ^"  ^"e 
Ikt.  my  dearie."  "^ '       ^^^'^'^  t'lmk  that  of 

ofl.,r„wn  faint   bare  V  fern, il,.i  ■"■  ""',"<■*'  '^^y  "■  '"c,- 

tehionl«s  houscw!felr1h  SnL  ,T:  "■  ''"''  "  I^''  '«'''<■«• 
.m  the  cook.  But  these  hi  I  he  .;,  l^n  ",'■  '.'""••""wl  saucepans 
l.sh  that  she  might  clearTer^od  ^     ''  ^'"'  ''»<' ^'RW  to  estab- 

'or  one  shnddenng  momentle1,?,,'f„„rCl<"or,t'"''*  "'^' 

Aiid  things  looked  so  strange  last  niirhf    ?(  , 
;k,n  o,  ,ce  on  the  wo«l  ifd  be  hfrd  f^  telf^t' trom  'tTmSi? 

"P  a.'';ir;i''ttnrhe?"onth^'°°'.°"  '^^  '-"  '-"ing 

•^f,'ain.     "  If  I  h-ul  nr.t  t       7    u  •  ^^""^  ^^'^  ^vould  never  see 

..'  w".  •  '.'^'4°ht\T.e'rotd'mt;  tg-::  !.-°"*"'  '^''- 

^lidtTr^^t'^Sairfh^'i^STf'''' -'■'<' ^-«''.  l-e 
She  must  conceal  her  Ssburv  thl        """"'"'d  '"icidc. 

i:;rtnrg'ht  ■'  ^y'^^^^:^  ^k  ,^  'r/„u.ys 

G;i;iVXrr;;?n;tfcd  .1'^  fo^rmernef ;;,,!,  -..upstairs.- 

-s^orhit^s'^L^^erif^ir??"^^^^^^^^^^ 

|oW  this  storyin  the  4Tve  hoti,  ■■  S ."""  ""'i^ '™'  ^'"  ''^<' 
Ik.  Talked  of  ,oing  to  a  thea'Ve  h„.  •  ■  '^'  "'  '"'S'"  ^  ':°"1<' 
music-hall  as  muchlsa^rthTng  '  '"".?="">"''  •:"«'  'of  a  good 
""'•  voices  are.    ^W'^^Z.t-n^J'i^ZS'^^^ 
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Ob,  fatal  Marion  L  Even  in  her  complete  and  final  abii 
of  her  forcefulness  she  had  used  such  an  excess  of  force  t 
world  about  her  was  shattered.  For  Ellen  perceived  tha 
again  would  the  relationship  of  Richard  and  herself  be  the 
crystal  sphere  that  it  had  been  before  they  came  here,  bi 
always,  till  they  diid,  be  flawed  with  insincerity.  Sht 
never  dare  tell  him  how,  thought  over,  those  trivial  pi 
the  next  day's  pleasuring  wore  reveale<l,  themselves,  iis 
of  a  tromciidous  hammering  nobility  ;  how,  seen  with  tlu 
gence  of  memory,  the  face  at  the  window  had  been  the 
mask  of  a  swimmer  in  the  icy  waters  of  the  ultimate  feai 
there  had  stood  on  the  lawn  for  a  long  time  what  had  s( 
loiterer,  but  was  in  truth  a  pillar  of  love.  If  she  let  his  ii 
cxcessiveness  learn  this  he  would  go  mad  ;  and  he  wot 
her  for  not  reading  these  signs  when  they  had  been  gi^ 
All  her  life  she  would  have  to  keep  silence  concerning  soi 
of  which  he  would  speak  repeatedly.  She  would  becom 
and  jerky  with  strained  inhibitions  .  .  .  charmle: 
Perhaps  he  would  go  from  her  to  unburdened  wom( 

"  Perhaps  you're  right,"  he  said  wearily  when  she  had  fi 
"  maybe  it  was  an  accident."  He  began  to  eat  again,  b 
pushed  away  his  plate  and  stood  up  looking  down  on  the 
"  Where  did  she  sit  ?     Which  chair  ?  " 

"  Yon,  at  your  hand." 

He  drooped  over  it,  caressing  the  velvet  cover.  ' 
ever  get  him  out  of  this  house,  where  everything  will 
remind  him  of  her  ?  "  she  wondered  savagely.  Really 
was  magnificent,  but  she  was  very  upsetting.  She  wa 
cardinal  in  full  robes  falling  downstairs.  And  for  wlia 
quate  reason  she  had  caused  all  this  commotion  !  Just 
her  two  sons  quarrelled  !  She  could  have  prevented  the 
(mough  if  she  had  brought  them  up  properly  and  skelpt 
when  they  needed  it.  Ellen  curled  her  lip  as  she  walcl 
stroking  the  soft  velvet,  laying  his  cheek  against  it. 

"  And  the  desk  ?  You  siiy  she  sat  there  while  she  t; 
cook  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

She  hated  the  way  he  sat  down  in  front  of  it  ;  in  a  lu 
a  tired  navvy.  By  her  death  Marion  had  deprived  he 
beautiful  lightfooted  lover.  But  she  must  wait.  H( 
come  back.  She  became  aware  that  Roger  was  speaking 
It  appeared  that  he  had  sobbed  in  his  cup  and  had  sen 
tea  tiymg  over  the  tablecloth,  and  he  was  now  apoi 

"  Never  heed,"  she  told  him  comfortingly ;  "  we'll  havi 
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one  for  lunch."    "  1  didn't  mf in  f<,  ••  i. 

"  She  sat  here  ?  . 
.herc.^'"    ''■""'••   ""'  ^°"''   *-''    "'""'e   •"    1..T.    .he   sat 

Ve.s.  >lie  did.     I  noticed  that." 
Ah  .  .  .  ah.  ..." 

She  did  not  dare  touch  hinl^  bu  she  lvt,ldTo^h''M''.?^• 
vvlucll  at  the  moment  of  his  Vaoan  hL^nli  .  T  ^t  ^''°"^'"' 
stood  staring  at  it      For  a  s,  c  Z?  h        If'"  ^'^  ^^"'  ^""'-  ^"^ 

Roger  tumbled  back  towards  Pnnr.^r      "  ti  r  i     • 

self-destruction  !  "  he  wailed  ^^^  *'^  ^""'^"^  •'^'"  °^ 

I'ving  m  ght  i^l-vet;  anv^ih^f '^''^  ^^  ^"'^^'^'^  ^  ^"^  ^ha^t  is 
approonav  t^  M  a  t"^  ^^^^  ''  '^''^^'  "^^'  ^new  the  sorrow 
Sv  Forwh-^,*^'  destruction  of  Marion's  wide,  producTfv^ 
Sn  of  f  l,^.  K      •'  'Pu"  '^^'■"^d  ^"d  admitted  it  had  always 

li.Kt     '  h/7      J.    reverence,  since  she  had  lived  there      The 

she'"w;pt"'siiThad"  w'  ^■'■^"^\^"dow  caught  her  eye.  and 

wept,     btie  had  been  annoyed  with  Marion  because  she 


T 


li 


424 


M^LiL^M^mms^mii^,^^. 


THE  JUDGE 


could  not  turn  it.     But  who  would  not  find  it  difficult  to 
door  if  it  was  death  on  which  it  opened  ? 

"  Richard,  I  love  your  mother  !  "  she  sobbed.  "  I  lo^ 
mother  so  !  " 

He  muttered  something.  In  case  he  was  speaking 
she  bent  down  and  listened.  But  he  was  repeating  o^ 
over  again  in  accents  of  irony  :  "  Give  him  up  to  Ellen, 
him  up  to  Ellen.     Oh,  mother,  mother.  ..." 

By  the  passion  for  Marion  that  was  wringing  her  sh( 
measure  the  flame  that  must  bo  devouring  him.  There 
strong  impulse  iu  her  to  feel  nothing  but  j  ty  for  him  ;  to 
hend  with  resignation  that  there  might  be  a  period  ahead 
which  he  might  feel  hatred  for  her.  loathing  her  for  bein 
when  his  mother,  who  deserved  so  well,  was  dead.  She  s 
backward  from  the  desk  so  that  he  need  not  be  vexed  1 
sense  of  her.  Yet  she  had  a  feeling  as  she  moved  that  si 
taking  a  step  infinitely  rash,  infinitely  dangerous. 

She  became  aware  that  behind  her  Roger  was  shaking 
out  of  his  weeping  body.  "  You  ought  to  be  on  your  kne( 
two  !     You've  killed  my  mummie  with  your  wickedness 

"  What's  that  ?  "  she  murmured,  turning  on  him.  "  ^ 
that  ?  "  She  was  not  quite  attentive.  A  picture  was  fc 
m  her  consciousness  which,  when  it  was  clear,  would  t^ 
why  It  was  perilous  to  leave  Richard  to  his  grief. 

•"Aw  shut  up!"  hissed  Poppy,  and  tugged  at  hi: 
But  he  faced  Ellen  bravely  and  cried  :  "  Yes,  you've 
my  mummie  !  She  saw  there  was  something  wrong  goi 
between  you  two.  She  found  out  what  you'd  been  doi 
there  in  the  bedroom  when  Poppy  and  me  caught  yo 
must  have  been  an  awful  shock  to  her.  It  was  to  me  "  h 
patheticaUy  and  with  relish.  ' '  I  could  hardly  believe  it  i 
till  Poppy  said,  '  Well,  what  would  they  be  doing  toget 
a  bedroom  if  it  wasn't  that  ?  '  How  could  you  do 
filthiness.  ..."  "^ 

Shame  swept  over  Ellen's  body,  over  Ellen's 
It  was  not  sexual  shame,  but  shame  that  they  should 
be  human,  she  and  this.  But  when  she  turned  her 
away  from  him  in  loathing  she  came  on  something  far 
in  Poppy  s  florid  and  skull-like  face.  It  would  have 
appalling  if  she  had  been  quite  attentive,  but  she  was  dn 
because  there  was  this  picture  forming  in  her  conscioi 
which  would  explain  the  danger  to  her.  .  .  .  Round  Po 
eyes  and  mouth  there  was  playing  a  thirsty  look  whic 
seemed  to  be  trying  to  suppress,  for  she  was  glancing  aboi 
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•yes  on  whose  dull  darkne«  fh       l^^'^'  *"^  turned  on  EUen 
look  of  lewd  accusatro^'^^t  t'Jir.  «7^d  like  oil  a  gS^en^ng 

smile.    But  behind  it  was  ever^  sort  ofT  ?^  ^  r''  '^t<^hin| 
the  envy  of  the  happy  which  is  fplfLlu^^^*^"'  ^^^^'ate  envy  • 
of  the  woman  who  hi  a  stronl  and  ?I  '^'  ""^^PP^  •   ^he  eZ; 
by  the  woman  who  cannot  Ssefro?lT°"',i"*"  ^^^ich  is  ?dt 
hes  weakness  and  ignobility  IJ^' envTnf ''''"  ^^^' '"  her  arms 
come  as  love  which  is  felt  bv  nnl  f .    u^  °^°"^  *"  ^^om  love  has 
"on  and  a  sentence  to  sqlbr     AnS?h  '*  ^^,?"^^  ^  ^  ^^^e^ 
One  cannot  weep  over  the  dead  ^h      !u^  ?"^^  'lo*  be  pitied 
and  she  was  rotten  with  resentmentf^p^,^^^^  ^^"  to  rot  : 
anger  and  m  misery  that  th7r?  Sd  u       '"  ''^^^  ^^  ^^r   n 
vvhom  she  could  not  comfort     f,       ^^.°"^  so  sad  and  ill-used 
^he  had  been  reminded  of  an  oin^T'^  "^^^  ^'  '^^^S^^r 
figures.     It  was  of  nothing  in  art^ho  S't  '°""^  ^^ich  stood 
John  Square  in  Edinburgh  thert^ff      ^^?  ^*'^"  thinking,  but  of 
against  the  garden  railfngs   their  t^^ 

"lystery  of  groves  and  W    thl  ,  '  ^""'"'^  "octum? 

"ch  men's  houses  whirh  J^     .T-  ^^^^^  ^"'■ned  to  the  lin^^f 

pregnable  fort^Lf 'tf  sr  had  nn?H°  ^'^  "'^^^  like    a^rim 
pic  ure  rising  in  her  mind  she  wouMh''"/["°*=^"P'^d  with   he 
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Now  she  saw  the  picture.  It  was  her  own  mother,  h( 
old  mother,  shuffling  about  the  kitchen  in  Hume  Park  Sqi 
the  dirty  hght  of  the  unwarmed  morning ;  poking  forward  i 
grate  with  hands  on  which  housework  had  acted  like 
disease  ;  pulling  her  flannel  dressing-gown  about  a  body 
poverty  and  neglect  had  made  as  ugly  as  the  time,  the 
the  task.  She  was  too  tired  to  see  it  vividly,  but  she  und( 
the  message.  That  was  what  happened  to  women  who  i 
themselves  to  be  disregarded  ;  who  allowed  any  other  thar 
selves  to  dwell  in  their  men's  attention. 

"  Richard  !    Richard  I  "    She  beat  on  his  shoulder  tj 
him  listen.     "  Hark  what  your  brother's  saying  of  us  !  " 
He  stirred.     He  sat  up. 
"  He  says  we're  bad." 

He  turned  round  and  looked  down  on  Roger.  At  th 
of  his  face,  though  it  was  still,  Ellen  wished  she  had  not 
him. 

"  It's  no  use  you  looking  at  me  like  that,'  said  Rog 
fully  but  resolutely.  "  I'm  as  good  as  you.  In  fact  I'n 
now  that  I've  got  Jesus.  And  I  tell  you  straight,  you'v 
my  mummie  with  your  beastly  lust.  Mind  you,"  he  cri 
tone  of  whistling  exaltation  inappropriate  to  his  words 
not  pretending  I'm  without  sin  myself.  I  did  evil  once 
woman  at  Blackburn,  but  I  saw  the  filthiness  of  my  way 
man,  I  do  understand  your  temptations  !  " 

What  was  Richard's  hand  searching  for  on  the  bn 
table  ?  She  bent  forward  to  see,  so  that  she  might  gi 
him. 

Richard  had  found  what  he  wanted.  His  fingers  ti| 
on  the  handle  of  the  breadknife. 

"  Let's  put  an  end  to  this,"  he  said. 
He  drove  the  knife  into  Roger's  heart. 
"Mummie!"   breathed   Roger.     Meekly,  but  with 
that  he  had  any  other  quarrel  with  the  proceedings  sa 
they  were  peremptory,  he  sank  down  on  the  chair  bes 
and  fell  forward,  his  head  lying  untidily  among  the  t 
This,  no   doubt,   was  the  disorder    which  Marion  had 
foreseen ;    to    prevent   which  she  had    practised    her 
tidiness. 

He  held  the  attention  much  less  than  one  had  th 
dead  man  could. 

"  God,"  said  Poppy,  "  this  is  a  copper's  business, 
before  they  come.    They  think  I  know  something  about 
that  happened  down  in  Strood  last  Easter,  though  God 
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They  kind  of  mixed  me  up  with  someone  else. 
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brougS^ou'^'  fS'S' cd:^  P"^.  ¥2'"t^"*  V''^  P-^«*  -^ 

She  snatched  it.  and  S  no  furthV^'' ,,  ^°°^  ^"^^•" 
company,  ran  out  by  the  FTench'window"  ^°°'  ''  ^"^  ^^  '^^ 

siJficTncfi^hlm.'^Vrd^^^^^^^^^  Death  revealed  no 

colour  of  his  hair.  paUiated  wW  hL  ^^^^'  ^^'^  indefinite 

feelincredulousof  ihSowledgethat  pJe^n^Tv  '"1,"^''^  *^^"^ 
would  be  attached  to  it        ^^^^^P'^^^^^^^y^uch importance 

Peacey.  ..."  "  *^  ^  "  ^"e  had  never  seen 

Ellen  broke  into  sobs     "  'Tic  t  ,.,u^        j 
thought  of  my  poor  mother  and  how  she'd  sTtftn  ^"  L*'     f 
making  my  father  think  of  her  first  and  1^7   .  ^    °"^^  "°* 
sitting  there  thinking  of  nothing  but  mIi^^.h"^ /l"  "^^'^^ 
you  heard  what  Roger  was  saS  oK    f  ^'°"— and  I  knew  if 

so  I  made  you  listen  KlhS^  ""'  ^  *^"^  °^  "'"' 
shoulders  ^ou  never  would  have  ffi  S^f/""*'  °"  ^^^^^ 
have  killed  him.  Oh.  my  love  whatT  h  T^  "^''^'"  ^"""^^ 
me  that  would  have  died  mh^r'  th^n  V  ^  '  1°"^*°  y°"'  ^^ 
mother  plain ''  *^^  ^"^*  >'°"  '    But  I  saw  my 

her  in^'hi^l^s"  ^SS^Te  brokl'  ^r^-T"^'  -^.^-^ed 
lived  our  own  lives  '  "  '       "  ^^  <=°"'d  have 

''Kh:;eTnoTl5ngTei'^^^  •  "    •' 

..There.'s  nothing  left.  Richard,  so  go  on  kissing  me." 

fing/^' Ther^?  sret^rn^sfS^  '''  ^"^  '^''  "P  ^^^  ^ore- 

his  ";ei°tlg  "a^u^f^^^^^  'tS  ^"^°"  "  ^^  ^^°-i  there, 
bowed  his  bodi  looked  thick  tSf'  ^'^"''  ^^'  ^^oulders  were 
had  the  darknes  of  ear  h  5n  !  ^  1'^'*'^?''  i  ^^^  ^warthiness 
his  gaze  lay  h^a^Xn "s' obfect*'^  ""'^  °^  "^^  ^°-  ^  -<^ 
flamed  in  hL'°'"''^^"^  '*'"'"  ^^  "^^'^P^^-^.  A  sudden  joy 
awk^w^d  2Tr  T'  ^1""  ^"°*^"'"  ^P^^t  of  Marion.     He  looked 

people  whim  she  Sd  not  Tk^  f  '  ^^^  ^'',"  °^"eed  to  be  nice  to 

atm^osphere     Hexnuttered    '-ri°L?%?^l-°^^  "  P^^"^  ^^^^^ 
c  inuiierea,      1  U  go  to  the  kitchen  ...  tell  the 
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servants  that  Roger's  fallen  asleep  .  .  .  they're  not  to 
him.  .  .  .  That'll  .  .  .  give  us  time  .  .  ." 

At  the  door  he  turned. 

"  You're  not  afraid  ?  "     He  pointed  to  the  dead  mi 

She  shook  her  head  and  he  went  on  his  errand, 
sense  of  leisure,  as  if  she  had  strayed  into  a  cul-de-sac 
and  since  there  is  no  going  backwards  must  stay  there  l 
she  sat  down  and  looked  about  her.  Roger  did  not  frig' 
at  all.  If  his  spirit  was  in  the  room  it  was  sickly  and  ini 
hke  the  smell  of  a  peardrop.  But  the  horror  of  all  t 
happened  to  her,  and  its  refusal  to  be  anything  but  horror 
from  whatever  aspect,  had  begun  to  be  agony  when  thei 
oil  her  that  which  is  the  reward  of  tragedy.  She  percei 
miraculous  beauty  of  the  common  lot.  Men  and  womei 
children  home  in  trams  .  .  .  people  on  summer  aftemoo: 
mto  the  country  in  brakes  .  that  wedding-party  she 
mother  had  seen  long  ago  dancing  by  the  River  Almond 
a  bride  and  bridegroom  middle-aged  but  gravely  gl; 
Ah,  that  wedding-party.  .  .     She  wept,  she  wept. 

He  had  returned  to  the  room,  and  was  holding  o 
French  window. 

"  Come,"  he  said.  "  Come." 
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CHAPTER   XI 

'"  YeV'hrh^d  tir  ^i^'".^  ^°°  '""^h  of  her  ? 
had  been1nd\td  n^We'of   uoor^  ?^  -ond  comply.     There 
hadhaltedwithheronth?seIS^S2°?.;"  ^'^  bearing  when  he 
i°Jh^,f  her   wall  on  the    fSef  Sdf  ^ff  ?k  ^^^^  ""^  P'^^^^eS 
had  told  her  that  on  the  island  it  confined  fl   ^'    ^'''^'  ^"^  h. 
he  cattlemen   used   when  the  herds  nl^'^^ ""  ^'"' ^^'*='' 
^here  would  be  a  store  of  furze  wifh  wK"!"k^  ^^^'^  '    ^^ere 
re  .  where  they  could  be  safe  untTl  the  i.  ^^'^  ^""^^  ^uild  a 
Kather  had  he  spoken  triumphan   v  a.t  TvFl  ""^T  *"  '^^'  him. 
staircase  leading  out  of  dStint      a  ^     J'^  ^""^  *°""d  a  hidden 
>f  they  could  brfbe  the  fish^Sn  who  we^"  ^'  ^'''  ^'^  '^^^ 
a  boat  on  the  grass  two  huiXd  v^d.f^  ^f "?'"«  the  keel  of 
waders,  so  that  he  and  she  ml^K^       n^^^^y  *°  hand  over  their 
'sland,  he  did  not  look  over  hfs    hoi  ^T^'  '"^^^^^  ^o  the 
J^ J^^utterly  confident   that^lhf  ^l^Td  t  Se^Vh^^t 

^vdy  as  a  corn  of  whea  it  w^  iS  'J'  ^'  "^  beginnin|^2 
make  buter  bread  betweei^  ^^S  human '^^'^^  '''•^^"^  '^^'"^^^^ 
sexual  caprice  of  men,  the  noT  less  mii  *^"^^''P«s  •  the  insane 
o  women.  Roger  had  died  RichL?ul'''H'T'  steadfastness 
?;  the  grmding  together  of  thiemT  ^^T/°  ^'^' because 
Harry  and  Marion  Ponn!^  T  a   ?^  ^"^  female  faults- 

'no.ner  and  father       "  '  AiffLr     t^'.^f  "^^  •  •  •  her  own 

resohx.  all  life's  disharmonittisShr^''^«'^'^  ^"^  trusted  T^ 
Her  love  had  not  been  aWo  ?"  '^''"rl"'^^''^^"^' "^  dangerous 
j^ters  of  his  mother^love  fand'hrw  lik'^'^f'  '"'l'^  ^^'e  d"k 
la^noninm    .  .  .  Since  life  was  liLThi^K  ^°°"!  ^^^^ '"^^  had 

move.     Although  her  mind  was  still  arguing 
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the  matter,  all  the  rest  of  her  being  had  consented.  SI 
going  to  do  this  thing.  In  panic  she  looked  along  the  v 
Richard,  wishing  he  would  come  back  to  her.  But  he  was 
on  talking  to  the  fishermen,  though  he  held  their  waders 
hand.  She  quite  understood  why  he  was  doing  that,  and  w: 
him  through  tears.  This  was  the  last  time  he  would  b 
to  exercise  that  charm  of  which  he  was  a  little  vain,  sii 
all  his  few  future  days  his  intercourse  with  his  fellows  wo 
strictly  specialised  ;  so  he  was  taking  the  opportunit 
watching  him  and  the  reflection  of  his  magnificence  in  the 
men's  smiling  subjugation,  she  was  shot  through  by  a  p 
pride  and  exultation.  Though  the  night  should  engulf  F 
and  Marion,  the  triumph  was  not  with  the  night.  In  th 
in  he:  lot  with  them  and  with  the  human  race  which  is  perp 
defeated,  she  was  nevertheless  choosing  the  side  of  victor 
She  leaned  back  against  the  slope  and  waited.  This 
good  place  to  wait.  The  call  of  the  redshanks,  the  cloud  si 
that  moved  over  the  marshes  like  the  footprints  of  ir 
presences,  made  her  feel  calm. 

Nevertheless  her  heart  could  not  help  but  beat  quic 
fear.  She  wished  that  he  would  come  and  comfort  her 
though  he  had  left  the  fishermen  he  was  not  coming  stra 
her.  He  had  climbed  the  sea-wall  and  was  looking  out  tot] 
to  the  open  sea,  over  the  country  of  the  mud .  He  was  thir 
Marion,  and  wondering  where  the  tide  had  carried  her. 
exorable  womb  was  continuing  to  claim  its  own.  She  wa 
start  up  and  cry  out  to  him  and  hail  him  noisily  from  his 
sion  ;  but  something  in  the  place,  in  the  call  of  the  red: 
in  the  procession  of  the  shadows,  reminded  her  that  wl 
had  cried  out  before  she  had  brought  death  upoti  hei 
This  quietness  was  the  safer  way.  She  would  wait  pj 
until  he  came  to  make  his  exorbitant  demand. 

She  sat  and  looked  at  the  island,  and  wondered  wh< 
was  a  son  or  daughter  that  waited  for  her  there. 


THE   END 
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ed.  She  was 
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)ortunity.  In 
e  in  the  fisher- 
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This  was  a 
cloud  shadows 
ts  of  invisible 

;at  quick  with 
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ivas  thinking  of 
1  her.  The  in- 
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